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Epics and Epical Fragments

PARADISE LOST

Book SECOND.

High on a throne of royal state, which far

Qutshone the wealth of Ormus and of Ind,

Or where the gorgeous East with richest hand

Showers on her kings barbaric pearl and gold,

Satan exalted sat, by merit raised

To that bad eminence; and, from despair

Thus high uplifted beyond hope, aspires

Beyond thus high, insatiate to pursue

Vain war with Heaven; and, by success untaught,

His proud imaginations thus displayed:— 10
‘* Powers and Dominions, Deities of Heaven |—

For, since no dcep within her gulf ecan hold

Immortal vigour, though oppressed and fallen,

I give not Heaven for lost: from this descent

QCelestial Virtues rising will appear

More glorious and more dread than from no fall,

‘And trust themselves to fear no second fate!—

Mae though just right, and the fixed laws of Heaven,
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Did first create your leader—next, frce choice,
With what besides in council or in fight
Hauth been achieved of merit—yet this loss,
Thus far at least recovercd, hath much more
Established in a safe, unenvied throne,
Yielded with full consent. The happier state
In Heaven, which follows dignity, might draw
Envy from each inferior; but who here
Will envy whom the highest place exposes
Foremost to stand against the Thunderer’s aim
Your bulwark, and condemns to grecatest share
Of endless pain? Where there is, then, no good
For which to strive, no strife can grow up therce
From faction: for none sure will claim in Hell
Precedence; nonc whose portion is so small
Of present pain that with ambitious mind
Will covet more! With this advantage, then,
To union, and firm faith, and firm eccord,
More than can be in Heaven, we now return
To claim our just inheritance of old,
Surer to prosper than prosperity
Could have assured us; and by what best way,
Whether of open war or covert guile,
We now debate. Who can advise may speak.”
He ceased; and next him Moloch, sceptred king,
Stood up—the strongest and the fiercest Spirit
That fought in Heaven, now fiercer by despair.
His trust was with the Eternal to be deemed
Equal in strength, and rather thon be less
Cared not to be at oll; with that care lost
Went all his fear: of God, or Hell, or worse,
He recked not, and these words thereafter spake:—

20

30

40

50
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*“ My sentence is for open war. Of wiles,
More unexpert, I boast not: them let those
Contrive who need, or when they need; not now.
For, while they sit contriving, shall the rest—
Millions that stand in arms, and longing wait
The signal to ascend—sit lingering here,
Heaven’s fugitives, and for their dwelling-place
Accept this dark opprobrious den of shame,
The prison of His tyranny who reigns
By our delay? No! let us rather choose, 60
Armed with Hell-flames and fury, all at once
O’ar Heaven’s high towers to force resistless way,
Turning our tortures into horrid arms
Against the Torturer; when, to meet the noise
Of his almighty engine, he shall hear
Infernal thunder, and, for lightning, sce
Black fire and horror shot with equal rage
Among his Angels, and his throne itsclf
M:xed with Tartarcan sulphur and strange fire,
His own invented torments. But perhaps 70
The way scems difficult, and steep to scale
With upright wing against a higher foe!
Let such bethink them, if the sleepy drench
Of that forgetful lake benumb not still,
That in our proper motion we ascend
Up to our native seat; descent and fall
To us is adverse. Who but felt of late,
When the fierce foe hung on our broken rear
Insulting, and pursued us through the Deep,
With what compulsion and laborious flight 80
We sunk thus low? The ascent is easy, then;
The event is feared! Should we again provoke
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‘Our stronger, some worse way his wrath may find
To our destruction, if there be in Hell
Fear to be worse destroyed! What can be worse
Them to dwell here, driven out from bliss, condemned
In this ebhorréd deep to utter woe;
Where pain of unextinguishable fire
Must exercise us without hope of end
The vassals of his anger, when the scourge
Inexorably, and the torturing hour,
Calls us to penance? More destroyed than thus,
We should be quite abolished, and expire.
What fear we then? what doubt we to incense
His utmost ire? which, to the highth enraged,
Will either quite consume us, and reduce
To nothing this essential—happier far
Than miserable to have eternal beingl—
Or, if our substance be indeed divine,
And cannot cease to be, we are at worst
On this side nothing; and by proof we feel
Our power sufficient to disturb his Heaven,
And with perpetual inroads to alarm,
Though inaccessible, his fatal throne:
Which, if not victory, 18 yet revenge.”

He ended frowning, and his look denounced
Desperate revenge, and battle dangerous
To less than gods. On the other side up rose
Belial, in act more graceful and humane.
A fairer person lost not Heaven; he seemed
For dignity composed, and hjgh exploit.
But all was false and hollow; though his tongue
Dropt manna, and could make the worse appear
The better reason, #o perplex and dash

90
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110
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Maturest counsels: for his thoughts were low—
To vice industrious, but ¢ nobler deeds
Timorous and slothful. Yet he pleased the ear,
And with persuasive accent thus began:—

** I should be much for open war, O Peers,
As not behind in hate, if what was urged 120
Main reason to persuade immediate war
Dit not dissuade me most and seem to cast
Ominous conjecture on the whole success;
When he who most excels in fact of arms,

In what he counsels and in what excels

Mistrustful, grounds his courage on despair

And utter dissolution, as the scope

Of all his aim, after some dire revenge.

First, what revenge? The towers of Heaven are
filled

With arméd watch, that render all access 130

Impregnable: oft on the bordering Deep

Encamp their legions, or with obscure wing

Scout far and wide into the realm of Night,

Scorning surprise. Or, could we break our way

By force, and at our heels all Hell should rise

With blackest insurrection to confound

Hcaven’s purest light, yet our great Enemy,

All incorruptible, would on his throne

Sit unpolluted, and the ethereal mould,

Incapsable of stain, would soon expel 140

Her mischief, and purge off the baser fire,

Victorious. Thus repulsed, our final hope

Ts flat despair: we must exasperate

The Almighty Victor to spend all his rage;

And that must end us; that must be our cure—
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To be no more. Sad cure! for who would lose,
Theough full of pain, this intellectual being,
Those thoughts that wander through eternity,
To perish rather, swallowed up and lost

In the wide womb of uncreated Night,

Devoid of sense and motion? And who knows,
Let this be good, whether our angry Foe

Can give it, or will ever? How he can,

Is doubtful; that he never will is sure.

Will He, so wise, let loose at once his ire,
Belike through impotence or unaware,

To give his encmies their wish, and end
Them in his anger whom his anger saves

To punish endless? *‘ Wherefore ccase we, then?’
Say they who counscl war; ‘we are decreed,
Reserved, and destined to eternal woe;
Whatever doing, what can we suffer more,

What can we suffer worse?’ Is this, then, worst—

Thus sitting, thus consulting, thus in arms?
What whken we fled amain, pursued and strook
With Heaven'’s afflicting thunder, and besought
The Deep to shelter us? This Hell then seemed
A refuge fram those wounds. Or when we lay

Chained on the burning lake? That sure was worse.

What if the breath that kindled those grim fires,
Awaked, should blow them into sevenfold rage,
And plunge uas in the flames; or from above
Should intermitted vengeance arm again

His red right hand to plague us? What if all
Her stores wore opened, and this firmament
Of Hell should spout her cataracts of fire,
Impending horrors, threatening hideous fall

150

160

170
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One day upon our heads; while we perhaps,

Designing or exhorting glorious war,

Caught in a fiery tempest, shall be hurled, 180

Fach on his rock transfixed, the sport and prey

Of racking whirlwinds, or for ever sunk ~

Under yon boiling ocean, wrapt in chains,

There to converse with everlasting groans,

Unrespited, unpitied, unreprieved,

Ages of hopeless end? This would be worse.

War, thercfore, open or concealed, alike

My voice dissuades; for what can forece or guile

With Him, or who deceive His mind, whose eye

Views all things at one view? He from Heaven's
highth 190

All these our motions vain sees and derides,

Not more almighty to resist our might

Than wise to frustrate all our plots and wiles.

Shall we, then, live thus vile—the race of Heaven

Thus trampled, thus expelled, to suffer here

>hains and these torments? Better these than worse,

Byv my advice; since fate inevitable

Suhdues us, and omnipotent decree,

The Victor's will. To suffer, as to do,

Our strength is equal; nor the law unjust 200

That so ordains. This was at first resolved,

It we were wise, against so great a foe

Contending, and so doubtful what might fall.

I laugh when those who at the spear are bold

And venturous, if that fail them, shrink, and fear

What yet they know must follow,—io endure

Exile, or ignominy, or bonds, or pain,

The sentence of their conqueror. This is now
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Our doom; which if we can sustain and bear,
Our Supreme Foe in time may much remit 210
His anger, and perhaps, thus far removed,
Nob mind us not offending, satisfied
With what is punished; whence thesc raging fires
Will slacken, if his breath stir not their flames.
Our purer essence then will overcome
Their noxious vapour; or, inurcd, not feel;
Or, changed at length, and to the place conformed
In temper and in nature, will receive
Familiar the fierce heat; and, void of pain,
This horror will grow mild, this darkness light; 220
Besides what hope the never-ending flight
Of future days may bring, what chance, what change
Worth waiting,—sinee our present lot appears
For happy though but ill, for ill not worst,
If we procure not to ourselves more woe.”
Thus Belial, with words clothed in rcason’s garb,
Counselled ignoble ease and peaceful cloth,
Noi peace; and after him thus Mammon spake : —
** Either to disenthrone the King of Heaven
We war, if war be best, or to regain 230
Our own right lost. Him to unthrone we then
May hope, when everlasting Fate shall yield
To fickle Chance, and Chaos judge the strife.
The former, vain to hope, argues as vain
The latter; for what place can be for us
Within Heaven’s bound, unless Heaven’s Lord Supreme
We overpower? Suppose he should .elent,
And publish grace to all, on promise mado
Of new subjection; with what eyes could we
Stand in his presence humble, and receive 240



EPICS AND EPICAL FRAGMENTS 9

Strict laws imposed, to celebrate his throne

With warbled hymns, and to his Godhead sing
Forced Halleluiahs, while he lordly sits

Our envied sovran, and his altar breathes
Ambrosial odours and ambrosial flowers,

Our servile offerings? This must be our task

In Heaven, this our delight. How wearisome
Eternity so spent in worship paid

To whom we hate! Let us not then pursue,

By force impossible, by leave obtained 250
Unacceptable, though in Heaven, our state

Of splendid vassalage; but rather seck

Our own good from ourselves, and from our own
Live to ourselves, though in this vast recess,

Free and to none accountable, preferring

Hard liberty before the easy yoke

Of servile pomp. Our greatness will appear

Then most conspicuous, when great things of small,
Useful of hurtful, prosperous of adverse,

We can create, and in what place soe’er 260
Thrive under evil, and work ease out of pain
Through labour and endurance. This deep world
Of darkness do we dread? How oft amidst

Thick clouds and dark doth Heaven’s all-ruling Sire
Choose to reside, his glory unobscured,

And with the majesly of darkness round

Covers his throne, from whence deep thunders roar,
Mustering their rage, and Heaven resembles Hell!
As He our darkness, cannot we His light

Imitate when we please? This desert soil 270
Wants not her hidden lustre, gems and gold;

Nor want we skill or art frcm whence to raise
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Magnificence; and what can Heaven show more?

Our torments also may, in length of time,

Become our elements, these piercing fires

As soft as now severe, our temper changed

Into their temper; which must needs remove

The sensible of pain. All things invito

To peaceful counsels, and the scttled state

Of order, how in safety best we may 280

Compose our present evils, with regard

Of what we are and where, dismissing quite

All thoughts of war. Ye have what I advise.’
He scarce had finished, when such murmur filled

The assembly as when hollow rocks retain

The sound of blustering winds, which all night long

Had roused the sea, now with hoarse cadence lull

Scaiaring men o’erwatched, whose bark by chance,

Or pinnace, anchors in a craggy bay

Afier the tempest. Such applause was heard 290

As Mammon cnded, and his sentence pleased,

Advising peace: for such another field

They dreaded worse than Hell; so much the fear

Of thunder and the sword of Michaél

Wrought still within them; and no less desire

To found this nether empire, which might rise,

By policy and long process of time,

In emulation opposite to Heaven.

Which when DBeélzebub perceived—than whom,

Satan except, non higher sat—with grave 300

Aspect he rose, and in his rising seemed

A pillar of state. Deep on his front engraven

Deliberation sat, and public care;

And princely counsel in his face yet shone,
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Majestic, though in ruin. Sage he stood,

‘With Atlantean shoulders, fit to bear

The weight of mightiest monarchies; his look

Draw audience and attention still as night

Or summer’s noontide air, while thus he spake:—
** Thrones and Imperial Powers, Offspring of

Heaven, 310

Ethereal Virtues! or these titles now

Must we renounce, and, changing style, be called

Princes of Hell? for so the popular vote

Inclines—here to continue, and build up here

A growing empire; doubtless! while we dream,

And know not that the King of Heaven hath doomed

This place our dungeon—not our safe retreat

Beyond his potent arm, to live exempt

From Hecaven’s high jurisdiction, in new league

Banded against his throne, but to remain 320

In strictest bondage, though thus far removed,

Under the inevitable curb, reserved

His captive multilude. For He, be sure,

In highth or depth, still first and last will reign

Sole king, and of his kingdom lose no parf

By our revolt, but over Hell extend

His empire, and with iron sceptre rule

Us here, as with his golden those in Heaven.

‘What sit we then projecting peace and war?

War hath determined us and foiled with loss 330

Irreparable; terms of peace yet none

Vouchsafed or sought; for what peace will be given

To us enslaved, but custody severe,

And stripes, and arbitrary punishment

Inflicted? and what peace can we return,
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But, to our power, hostility and hate,

Untamed reluctance, and revenge, though slow,
Yet ever plotting how the Conqueror least

May reap his conquest, and may least rejoice

In doing what we most in suffering feel? 340
Nor will occasion want, nor shall we nced

With dangerous expedition to invade

Heaven, whose high walls fear no assault or siege,
Or ambush from the Deep. What if we find
Some easier enterprise? There is a place

(If ancient and prophetic fame in Heaven

Err not)—another World, the happy seat

Of some new race, called Man, about this tlime

To be created like to us, though less

In power and excellence, but favoured more 350
Of Him who rules above; so was His will
Pronounced among the gods, and by an oath

That shook Heaven’s whole circumference confirmed.
Thither let us bend all our thoughts, to learn

What creatures there inhabit, of what mould

Or substance, how cndued, and what their power
And where their weakness: how attempted best,

By force or subtlety. Though Heaven be shut,
And Heaven’s high Arbitrator sit secure

In his own strength, this place may lie exposed, 360
The utmost border of his kingdom, left

To their defence who hold it: here, perhaps,

Some advantageous act may be achieved

By sudden onset—either with Hell-fre

To waste his whole creation, or possess

All as our own, and drive, as we were driven,

The puny inhabitants; or, if not drive,



EPICS AND EPICAL FRAGMENTS 13

Seduce them to our party, that their God

Mey prove their foe, and with repenting hand

Abolish his own works. This would surpass 370

Common revenge, and interrupt His joy

In our confusion, and our joy upraise

In His disturbance; when his darling sons,

Hurled headlong to partake with us, shall curse

Their frail original, and faded bliss—

Faded so soon! Advise if this be worth

Attempting, or to sit in darkness here

Hstching vain empires.”” Thus Beélzebub

Pleaded his devilish counsel—first devised

By Satan, and in part proposed: for whence, 380

But from the author of all ill, could spring

So deep a malice, to confound the race

Of mankind in one root, and Earth with Hell

To mingle and involve, done all to spite

The great Creator? But their spite still serves

His glory to augment. The bold design

Pleased highly those Infernal States, and joy

Sparkled in all their eyes: with full assent

They vote: whereat his speech he thus renews:—
** Well have ye judged, well ended long debate, 390

Synod of Gods, and, like to what ye are,

Great things resolved, which from the lowest deep

Will once more lift us up, in spite of fate,

Nearer our ancient seat—perhaps in view

Of those bright confines, whence, with neighbouring

arms,

And opportune excursion, we may chance

Re-enter Heaven; or else in some mild zone

Dwell, not unvisited of Heaven's fair light,
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Secure, and at the brightening orient beam

Purge off this gloom: the soft delicious air,

To heal the scar of these corrosive fires,

Shall breathe her balm. But, first, whom shall we

send

In scarch of this new World? whom shall we find

Sufficient? who shall tempt with wandering feet

The dark, unbottomed, infinite Abyss,

And through the palpable obscure find out

His uncouth way, or spread his aery flight,

Uphorne with indefatigable wings

Over the vast Abrupt, ere he arrive

The happy Isle! What strength, what art, can then

Suffice, or what evasion bear him safe

Through the strict senterics and stations thick

Of Angels walching round? Here he had need

All circumspection: and we now no less

Choice in our suffrage; for on whom we send

The weight of all, and our last hope, relies.”
This said, he sat; and expectation held

His look suspense, awaiting who appeared

To second, or oppose, or undertake

The perilous attempt. But all sat mute,

Pondering the danger with deep thoughts; and each

In other’s countenance rcad his own dismay,

Astonished. None among the choice and prime

Of those Heaven-warring champions could be found

So hardy as to proffer or accept,

Alone, the dreadful voyage; till, at last,

Satan, whom now transcendent gloiy raised

Above his fellows, with monarchal pride

Couscious of highest worth, unmoved thus spake:—

400

410

420
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** O Progeny of Heaven! Empyreal Thrones! 430
With reason hath deep silence and demur
Seized us, though undismayed. ILong is the way
And hard, that out of Hell leads up to Light.
Our prison strong, his huge convex of fire,
Outrageous to devour, immures us round
Ninefold; and gates of burning adamant,
Barred over us, prohibit all egress.
Thesc passed, if any pass, the void profound
Of unessential Night rcceives him next,
Wide-gaping, and with utter loss of being 440
Threatens him, plunged in that abortive gulf.
If thence he scape into whatever world,
Or unknown region, what remains him less
Than unknown dangers, and as hard escape?
But I should ill become this throne, O Peers,
And this imperial sovranty, adorned
With splendour, armed with power, if aught proposed
And judged of public moment, in the shape
Of difficulty or danger, could deter
Me {rom attecmpting. Wherefore do I assume 450
These royalties, and not rcfuse to rcign,
Refusing to accept as great a share
Of hazard as of honour, duq alike
To him who reigns, and so much to him due
Of hazard more as he above the rest
High honoured sits? Go, thercfore, mighty Powers,
Terror of Heaven, though fallen; intend at home,
While here shall be our home, what best may case
The present misery, and render Hell
More tolerable; if there be cure or charm 460
To respite, or deceive, or slack the pain
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Of this ill mansion: intermit no watch
Against a wakeful foe, while I abroad
Through all the coasts of dark destruction seek
Deliverance for us all. This enterprise
None shall partake with me.’”” Thus saying, rose
The Monarch, and prevented all reply:
Prudent lest, from his resolution raised,
Others among the chicf might offer now,
Certain to be refused, what erst they feared, 470
And, so refused, might in opinion stand
His rivals, winning cheap the high repute
Which he through hazard huge must earn. But they
Dreaded not more the adventure than his voice
Forbidding; and at once with him they rose.
Their rising all at once was as the sound
Of thunder heard remote. Towards him they bend
With awful reverence prone, and as o God
Extol him equal to the Highest in Heaven.
Nor failed they to express how much they praised 480
That for the general safety he despised
His own: for neither do the Spirits demned
Lose all their virtue; lest bad men should boast
Their specious deeds on earth, which glory excites,
Or close ambition varnished o’er with zeal.

Thus they their doubtful consultations dark
Ended, rejoicing in their matchless Chief:
As, when from mountain-tops the dusky clouds
Ascending, while the North-wind sleeps, o’erspread
Heaven's cheerful face, the louring element 490
Scowls o’er the darkened landskip snow or shower,
If chance the radiant sun, with farewell sweet,
Extend his evening beam, the fields revive,
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The birds their notes renew, and bleating herds
Attest their joy, that hill and valley rings.
O shame to men! Devil with devil damned
Firm concord holds; men only disagree
Of creatures rational, though under hope
Of heavenly grace, and, God proclaiming peace,
Yet live in hatred, enmity, and strife 500
Among themselves, and levy cruel wars,
Wasting the carth, cach other to destroy:
As if (which might induce us to accord)
Man had not hellish foes enow besides,
That day and night for his destruction wait!
The Stygian council thus dissolved; and forth
In order came the grand Infernal Peers:
Midst came their mighty Paramount, and seemed
Alone the antagonist of Heaven, nor less
Than Hell’'s dread Emperor, with pomp supreme, 510
And god-like imitated state: him round
A glebe of fiery Seraphim enclosed
With bright emblazonry, and horrent arms.
Then of their session ended they bid ery
With trumpet’s regal sound the great result:
Toward the four winds four speedy Chcrubim
Put to their mouths the sounding alchymy,
By harald’s voice explained; the hollow Abyss
Heard far and wide, and all the host of Hell
With deafening shout returned them loud acclaim. 520

Jonn MILTON.
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SOHRAB AND RUSTUM:
AN Eprisopr

And the first grey of morning fill'd the cast,
And the fog rose out of the Oxus stream.
But all the Tartar camp along the stream
Was hush’d, and still the men were plunged in sleep -
Sohrab alone, he slept not; all night long
He had lain walkeful, tossing on his bed ;
But when the grey dawn stole into his tent,
tTc rose, and clad himself, and girt his sword,
And took his horseman’s cloak, and left his tent,
And went abroad into the cold wet fog,
Through the dim camp to Peran-Wisa’s tent.
'L hrough the black Tartar tents he pas<’d. which
stood
Clustering like bee-hives on the low flat strand
Of Oxus, where the summer-floodss o’crflow
(When the sun melts the snows in high Pamerc :
Through the black tents he pass’d, o’er that low
strand,
And to a hillock came, a little back

From the stream’s brink—the spot wherce first a boat,

Crossing the strcam in summer, scrapes the land.
The men of firmer times had crown’d the top
With a clay fort; but that was fall’n, and now
The Tartars built there Peran-Wisa’s tent,

A dome of laths, and o’er it felts \cre spread.

And Sohrab carne there, and went in, and stood
Upon the thick piled carpets in the tent,

And found the old man sleeping on his bed

10

20
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Of rugs and felts, and near him lay his arms.

And Peran-Wisa heard him, though the step

Was dull’d; for he slept light, an old man'’s sleep;

And he rose quickly on one arm, and said :— 80
‘“ Who art thou? for it is not yet clear dawn.

Speak! is there news, or any night alarm?”’

But Sohrab came to the bedside. and said : —

* Thou knou <t me, Peran-Wisa ! it is I.
The sun 1wt yet risen, and the foe
Slecp; but i sleep not; all night Jong T lie
Togsing and wakeful, and I come to thee.
For so did King Afrasiab bid me seek
Thy counscl, and to heed thee as thy son,
In Samarcand. before the army march’d; 40
And I will tell thee what my heart desires.
Thou know’st if, since from Ader-baijan first
[ came among the Tartars and bove arms,
I have still served Afrasiab well, and shown,
At my boy’s years, the courage of a man.
This too thou know’st, that while I still bear on
The conquering Tarlar ensigns through the world,
And beat the V’ersians back on every field,
I seek one mau, one man, and one alone—
Rustum, my father; who I hoped should greet,
Should one day greet, upon some well-fought field
His not unworthy, not inglorious son.
So I long hoped, but him I never find.
Come then, hear now, and grant me what 1 ask.
Let the two armies rest to-day; but I

« Will challenge forth the bravest Persian lords
To meet me, mun to man; if I prevail,
Rustum will surely hear it; if I fall—
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Old man, the dead need no cne, claim no kin.

Dim is the rumour of a coinmon fight, 60
Where host meets host, and many names are sunk:

But of a single combat fame speaks clear.”’ ‘

He spoke; and Peran-Wisa took the hand
Of the young man in his, and sigh'd, and said:-—

** O Sohrab, an unquiet heart is thine!
Canst thou not rest among the Tartar chiefs,
And share the battle’s common chance with us
Who love thee, but must press for ever first,
In single fight incurring single risk,
To find a father thou hast never seen? 70
That were far best, my son, to stay with us
Unmurmuring ; in our tents, while it is war,
And when ’tig truce, then in Afrasiab’s towns.
But, if this one desire indeed rules all,
To seek out Rustum—seek him not through fight:
Scek him in peace, and carry to his arms,
O Sohrab, carry an unwounded son!
But far hence seek him, for he is not here.
For now it is not as when I was young,
When Rustum was in front of every fray: 80
But now he keeps apart, and sits at home,
In Seistan, with Zal, his father old.
Whether thatghis own mighty gtrength at last
Teels the abhorr'd approaches of old age;)
Or in some quarrcl with the Persian King.
"There go!—Thou wilt not? Yet my heart forebodes
Danger or death awaits thee on this field.
Fain would I know thee safe and well, though lost
To us; fain therefore send thee hence, in peace
To geek thy father, not seek single fights 20
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In vain;—but(who can keep the lion’s cub
From ravening, and who govern Rustum’s son ?)
Go: I will grant thee what thy heart desires.”

So said he, and dropp’d Sohrab’s hand, and left
His bed, and the warm rugs whereon he lay,
And o’er his chilly limbs his woollen coat
He pass’d, and tied his sandals on his feet,
And threw a white cloak round him, and he took
In his right hand a ruler’s staff, no sword;
And on his head he set his sheep-skin cap, 100
Black, glossy, curl’d, the fleece of Kara-Kul:
And rais’'d the curtain of his tent, and call’d
His herald to his side, and went abroad.

The sun by this had risen, and clear’d the fog

From the broad Oxus and the glittering sands:

And from their tents the Tartar horsemen filed

Into the open plain; so Haman bade—

Haman, who next to Peran-Wisa ruled

The host, and still was in his lusty prime.

From their black tents, long files of horse, they
R stream'd ; 110
“As when, some grey November morn, the files,

In marching order spread, of long-neck’d cranes

Stream over Casbin and the southern slopes

Of Elburz, from the Aralian estuaries,

Or some frore Caspian reed-bed, southward bound

For the warm Persian sea-board—eo they stream’d.”
Mhe Tartars of the Oxus, the King’s guard,

First, with black sheep-skin caps and with long

spesrs ;
Large men, large steeds; who from Bokhara come
And Khiva, and ferment the milk of mares. 120
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Next, the more temperate Toorkmuns of the south.
The Tukas, and the lances of Salore,
And those from Attruck and the Caspian sands;
Light men and on light steeds, who omly drink
The acrid milk of camels, and their wells.
And then a swarm of wandering horse, who came
From far, and a more doubtful service own’d ;
The Tartars of Ferghana, from the banks
Of the Jaxartes, men with scanty beards
And close-set skull-caps; and those wilder hordes 130
Who roam o’cr Kipchak and the northern waste,
Kalmuks and unkempt Kuzzaks, tribes who stray
Nearest the Pole, and wandering Kirghizzes,
Who come on shaggy ponies from Pﬂmerv—#\)(/'
These all filed out from camp into the plain.
And on the other side the Persians form’d ;—
First a light cloud of horse, Tartars they seem’d,
The Ilyats of Khorassan; and bechind,
The royal troops of Persia, horse and foot,
Marshall’d battalions bright in burnish’d steel 140
But Peran-Wisa with his herald came,
Threading the Tartar squadrons to the front,
And with his staff kept back the foremost ranks.
And when Ferood, who led the Persians, saw
That Peran-Wisa kept the Tartars back,
He took his spear, and to the front he came,
And check’d his ranks, and fix’d them where they
stood.

And the old Tartar came upon tue sand
Betwixt the silent hosts, and spake, and said:—

‘“ Ferood, and ye, Persians and Tartars, hear! 150
Let there be truce between the hosts to-day.
But choose a champion from the Persian lords
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To fight our champion Sohrab, man to man.”
As, in the country, on a morn in June,

When the dew glistens on the pearled ears,

A shiver runs through the deep corn for joy—

So, when they heard what Peran-Wisa said,

A thrill through all the Tartar squadrons ran

_Of pride and hope for Sohrab, whom they loved.

But as a troop of pedlars, from Cabool, 160

Crogs underneath the Indian Caucasus,

That vast sky-ncighbouring mountain of milk snow;

Crossing so high, that. as they mount, they pass

Long flocks of travelling birds dead on the snow,

Choked by the air, and secarcce can they themnsclves

Slake their parch’d throats with sugar’'d mulberries—

In single file they move, and stop their breath,

For fear they should dislodge the o'erhanging snows—
\So the pale Persians held their breath with fear

And to Terood lis brothier chiefs came up 170
To counsel; Gudurz and Zoarrah came,
And Feraburz, who ruled the Persian host
Second, and was the uncle of the King:
These came and counsell’d, and then Gudurz said :—

‘“ Ferood, shame bids us take their challenge up
Yet champion have we none to match thix vouth.
He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion’s heart.
ut Rustum came last night; aloof he sits
And sullen, arid has pitch’d his tents apart.
Him will I seek, and carry to his ear 180
. The Tartar challenge, and this young man's name.
Haply he will forget his wrath, and fight.
Stand forth the while, and take their challenge up.”’

So spake he; and Ferood stood forth and cried : —
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‘* Old man, be it agreed as thou hast said.
Let Sohrab arm, and we will find & man.”’

He spoke ; and Peran-Wisa turn’d, and strode
Back through the opening squadrons to his tent.
But through the anxious Persians Gudurz ran,

And cross’d the camp which lay behind, and reach’d,

Out on the sands beyond it, Rustum’s tents.

Of scarlet cloth they were, and glittering gay,
Just pitch’d: the high pavilion in the midst
Was Rustum’s, and his men lay camp’d around.
And Gudurz enter’d Rustum’s tent, and found
Rustum: his morning meal was done, but still
The table stood before him, charged with food—
A side of roasted sheep, and cakes of bread,
And dark green melons; and there Rustumn sate
Listless, and held a falcon on his wrist,

And play’d with it; but Gudurz came and stood
Before him ; and he look’d, snd saw him stand,
And with a cry sprang up and dropp’d the bird,
And greeted Gudurz with both hands, and said:—

‘* Welcome | these eyes could see no better sight.
What news? but sit down first, and eat and drink.”’

But Gudurz stood in the tent-door, and said :—
‘“ Not now: a time will come to eat and drink,
But not to-day; to-day has other needs.
The armies are drawn out, and stand at gaze;
For from the Tartars is a challenge brought
To pick & champion from the Persian lords
To fight their champion—and thou know’st his
name—

Sohrab men call him, but kis birth is hid.
O Rustum, like thy might is this young man’s!

190

200

210
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He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion’s heart;
And he is young, and Iran’s chiefs are old,

Or else too weak; and all cyes turn to thee.
Come down and help us, Rustum, or we lose!”’

He spoke; but Rustum answer’d with a smile:— 220
‘“ Go to! if Iran’s chicfs are old, then I
Am older; if the young are weak, the King
Errs strangely; for the King, for Kai Khosroo,
Himself is young, and honours younger men,
And lets the aged moulder to their graves.
Rustum he loves no more, but loves the young—-
The young may rise at Sohrab’s vaunts, not TI.
TFor what care I, though all speak Sohrab’s fame?
Tor would that I mysclf had such a son,
And not that one slight helpless girl I have— 280
A son so famed, so brave, to send to war,
And I to tarry with the snow-hair’d Zal,
My father, whom the robber Afghans vex,
And clip his borders short, and drive bhis herds,
And he has none to guard his weak old age
There would I go, and hang my armour up,
And with my great name fence that weak old man,
And spend the goodly treasures I have got,
And rest my age, and hear of Sohrab's famec,

And leave to death the hosts of thankless kings, 240
And with these slaughtcrous hands draw sword no
more.”’

He spoke, and smiled ; and Gudurz made reply : —
' What then, O Rustum, will men say to this,
When Sohrab dares our bravest forth, and seeks
Thee most of all, and thou, whom most he seeks,
Hidest thy face? Take heed lest men ghould say:
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( Like some old miser, Rustum hoards his famce,
And shuns to peril it with younger mcn.')

And, greatly moved, then Rustum made reply :-—
“ O Gudurz, wherefore dost thou say such words? 250
Thou knowest better words than this to say.
.What is one more, one less, obscure or famed,
Valiant or craven, young or old, to me?
Arc not they mortal, am not I myself?)
‘But who for men of nought would do great deeds ?)
Come, thou shalt sce how Rustum hoards his fame
But I will fight unknown, and in plain arms;
Let not men say of Rustum, he was match’d
In single fight with any mortal man."
He spoke, and frown'd; and Gudurz turn’d, and
ran 260
Back quickly through the camp in fear and joy—
Fear at his wrath, but joy that Rusturn came.
But Rustum strode to his tent-door, and eall’d
Hig followers in, and bade them bring his arms,
And clad himself in stecl; the arms he chosc
Were plain, and on his shield was no device,
Only his helm was rich, inlaid with gold,
And, from the fluted spine atop, a plume
Of horsehair waved, a scarlet horschair plumc
So arm’d, he issued forth; and Ruksh, his horse, 270
Follow’d him like a faithful hound at heel—
Ruksh, whose renown was noised through all the
earth,

The horse whom Rustum on a foray once

Did in Bokhara by the river find

A colt beneath its dam, and drove him home,
And rear’d him; a bright bay, with lofty crest,
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Dight with a saddle-cloth of broider’d green

Crusted with gold, and on the ground were work’d

All beasts of chase, all beasts which hunters know -

So follow’d, Rustum left his tents, and cross’d 280
The camp, and to the Persian host appear’d.

And all the Persians knew him, and with shouts

Hail’d ; but the Tartars knew not who he was.

"And dear as the wet diver to the eyes

Of his pale wife who waits and weeps on shorc.

By sandy Bahrein, in the Persian Gulf,

Plunging all day in the blue waves, at night,

Having made up his tale of precious pearls,

Rejoins her in their hut upon the sands—

So dear to the pale Persians Rustum came. - 200

And Rustum to the Persian front advanced,
And Sohrab arm’d in Haman’s tent, and came.
And as afield the reapers cut a swathe
Down through the middle of a rich man's corn.
And on each side are squares of standing corn,
And in the midst a stubble, short and bare—

So on each side were squares of men, with gpears
Bristling, and in the midst, the open sand. \,

And Rustum came upon the sand, and cast

His eyes towards the Tartar tents, and saw 300
Sohrab come forth, and cyed him as he came.

As some rich woman, on a winter’s morn,
Tyes through her silken curtains the poor drudge
Who with numb blacken’d fingers makes her fire—
"At cock-crow, on a starlit winter’s morn,
When the frost flowers the whiten’d window panes—
And wonders how she lives, and what the thoughts
Of that poor drudge may be; so Rustum eyed
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The unknown adventurous Youth, who from afar

Came seeking Rustum, and defying forth 810
All the most valiant chiefs; long he perused

His spirited air, and wonder’d who he was.

For very young he seem’d, tenderly rear’'d;

Like some young cypr;_ge’s_g_L tall, and dark, and straight,
Which in a queen’s secluded garden throws

Its slight dark shadow on the moonlit turf,

By midnight, to a bubbling fountain’s sound—

Bo slender Sohrab seem’d, so softly rear'd..

“And a deep pity enter’d Rustum’s soul

As he beheld him coming; and he stood, 820
And beckon’d to him with his hand, and said : —

‘“ O thou young man, the air of Heaven is soft,
And warm, and pleasant; but the grave is cold.
Heaven's air is better than the cold dead grave.
Behold me! I am vast, and clad in iron,

And tried: and I have stood on many a field

Of blood, and I have fought with many a foe—

Never was that field lost, or that foe saved.

O Sohrab, wherefore wilt thou rush on dcath?

Be govern'd! quit the Tartar host, and come 330
To Iran, and be as my son to me,

And fight beneath my banner till I dic!

There are no youths in Iran brave as thou.”

So he sprke, mildly: Sohrab heard his voice,
The mighty voice of Rustum; and he saw
His giant figure planted on the sand,
Sole, like some single tower, whicl a chief .
Has builded on the waste in former years
Against the robhers; and he saw that head,
Streak’d with its first grey hairs ;—hope filled his soul, 840
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And he ran forwards and embraced his knees,
And clasp’d his hand within his own and said :—
‘ Oh, by thy father’s head ! by thine own soul !
Art thou not Rustum? speak! art thou not he?"
But Rustum eyed askance the kneeling youth,
And turn’d away, and spoke to his own soul:—

“ Ah me,LI muse what this young fox may mean)
False, wily, boastful, are these Tartar boys.
Yor if I now confess this thing he asks,
* And hide it not, but say—Rustum is here— 350
He will not yield indeed, nor quit our foes,
But he will find some pretext not to fight,
And praise my fame, and proffer courteous gifts,
A belt or sword perhaps, and go his way.
And on a feast-tide, in Afrasiab’s hall,
In Samarcand, he will arise and cry—
‘I challenged once, when the two armies camp’d
Beside the Oxus, all the Persian lords
To cope with me in single fight; but they
Shrank; only Rustum dared: then he and I 360
Changed gifts, and went on equal lerms away.’
So will he speak, perhaps, while men applaud.
(Then were the chiefs of Tran shamed through mea

And then he turn’d, and sternly spake aloud : —
‘* Rise ! wherefore dost thou vainly question thus
Of Rustum? I am here, whom thou hast call’d
By challenge forth; make good thy vaunt, or yield.
Is it with Rustum only thou wouldst fight?
Rash boy, men look on Rustum’s face and flee.
Tor well I know, that did great Rustum stand 370
Before thy faco this day, and were reveal'd,
There would be then no talk of fighting more.
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But being what I am, T tell thee this;

Do thou record it in thine inmost soul:

Either thou shalt renounce thy vaunt, and yield ;
Or olse@hy bones shall strew this sand, till winds
Bleach them,)or Oxus with his summer floods,
Oxus in summer wash them all away.”’

He spoke: and Sohrab answer’d, on his feet:—
“ Art thou so fierce? Thou wilt not fright me so. 380
I um no girl, to be made pale by words.
Yet this thou hast said well, did Rustum stand
Here on this field, there were no fighting then.
But Rustum is far hence, and we stand here.
Begin: thou art morc vast, more dread than T,
And thou art proved, I hnow, and I am young—
But yet|{ Success sways with the breath of Heaven.
And thoigh thou thinkest that thou knowest sure
Thy victory, yet thou canst not surely know.
“For we are all, like swimmers in the sea, 390
i Poised on the top of a huge wave of Fate,
Which hangs uncertain to which side to fall.e
“And whether it will heave us up to land,
Or whether it will roll us out to sea,
Back out to sea, to the deep waves of death,
We know not, and no search will make us know:
Only the event will teach us in its hour.”

He spoke; and Rustum answer'd not, but hurl’d
His spear;(down from the shoulder, down it came,
As on some partridge in thé corn a hawk 400
That long has tower’d in the airy clouds
Drops like a plummet) Sohrab sav: it come,
And sprang aside, quick as a flash; the spear
Hiss’d, and went quivering down into the sand,
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Which it sent flying wide :—then Sohrab threw

In turn, and full struck Rustum’s shield : sharp rang,
The iron plates rang sharp, but turn’d the spear.
And Rustum seized his club, which none but he
Could wield : an unlopp’d trunk it was, and huge,
Still rough;Qike those which men in freeless plains 410
To build them boats fish from the flooded rivers,
Hyphasis or Hydaspes, when, high up

By their dark springs, the wind in winter-time

Has made in Himalayan forests wrack,

And strewn the channels with torn boughs; so huge
The club which Rustum lifted now) and struck

One stroke; but again Sohrab sprang aside

Lithe as the glancing snake, and the club came
Thundering to earth, and leapt from Rustum’s hand.
And Rustum follow’d his own blow. and fell 420
To his knees, and with his fingers clulch’d the sand:
And unow might Solirab have unsheath’d his sword,
And pierced the mighty Rustum while he lay

]')izz.y, and on his knees, and choked with sand:

But he look’d on, and smiled. nor bared his sword,
But courteously drew back, and spoke, and said:—

“ Thou strik’st too hard: that club of thine wiil
float

Upon the summer floods, and not iy bones.

But rise, and be not wroth: not wroth am T;

No, when I see thee, wrath forsakes my soul.

Thou say’st, thou art not Rustum; be it so.

Who art thou then, that canst so touch my soul? .,
‘Boy as 1 am, I have seen battles too;

Have waded foremost in their bloody waves,B

And Heard their hollow roar of dying men;
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But never was my heart thus touch’d before.

Are they from Heaven, these softenings of the heart?

O thou old warrior, let us yield to Heaven!

Come, plant we here in earth our angry spears,

And make a truce, and sit upon this sand,

And pledge each other in red wine, like friends,

And thou shalt talk to me of Rustum’s deeds.

There are enough foes in the Persian host

Whom I may meet, and strike, and feel no pang;

Champions enough Afrasiab has, whom thou

Mayst fight; fight them, when they confront thy
spear.

But oh, let there be peace 'twixt thee and me!”’

He ceased: but while ae spake, Rustum had risen,
And stood erect, trembling with rage; his club
Hoe left to lie, but had regain’d his spear,

Whose fiery point now in his mail’d right-hand

Blazed bright and baleful, like that autumn Star,

The baleful sign of fevers; dust had soil’d

His stately crest, and dimm’d his glittering arms.

His breast heaved; his iips foam’d; and twice his
voice

Was choked with rage; at last these words broke
way :—

‘* Girl! nimble with thy feet, not with thy hands!
Curl’d minion, dancer, coiner of sweet words !
Tight; let me hear thy hateful voice no more!

Thou art not in Afrasiab’s gardens now

With Tartar girls, with whom thou art wont to
dance;

But on the Oxus sands, and in the dance

Of battle, and with me, who make no play

440

450

460



EPICS AND EPICAL FRAGMENTS 33

Of war; I fight it out, and hand to hand.

Speak not to me of truce, and pledge, and wine!
Remember all thy valour; try thy feints

And cunning! all the pity I had is gone;

Because thou hast shamed me before both the hosts
‘With thy light skipping tricks, and thy girl’s wiles.”

He spoke, and Sohrab kindled at his taunts, 470
And he too drew his sword ; at once they rush’d -
Together, as two eagles on one prey
Come rushing down together from the clouds,

‘One from the cast, one from the west; their shiclds
Dash’d with a clang together, and a din

Rlose, such as that the sinewy woodcutters

Make often in the forest’s heart at morn,

“Of hewing axes, crashing trees—such blows

Rustum and Sohrab on cach other hail’d.

And you would say that sun and stars took part 480
In that unnatural conflict; for a cloud

GUrew suddenly in Heaven, and dark’d the sun

‘Over tho fighters’ heads; and a wind rose

Under their feet, and moaning swept the plain,

And in a sandy whirlwind wrapp’d the pair.

In gloom they twain werc wrapp’d, and they alone;
For both the on-looking hosts on either hand

Stood in broad day-light, and the sky was pure,

And the sun sparkled on the Oxus stream.

But in the gloom they fought, with bloodshot eyes 490
And labouring breath ; first Rustum struck the shicld
Which Sohrab held stiff out; the steel-spiked spear
Rent the tough plates, but fail’d to reach the skin,
And Rustum pluck’d it back with angry groan.
‘Then Sohrab with his sword smote Rustum’s helm,
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Nor clove its steel quite through; but all the crest
He shorc away, and that proud horsehair plume,
Never till now defiled, sank to the dust;

And Rustum bow’d his head; but then the gloom
Grew blacker, thunder rumbled in the air, 500
And lightnings rent the cloud; and Ruksh, the horse,
Who stood at hand, utter’d a dreadful cry— )
No horse’s cry was that, most like the roar

Of some pain’d desert-lion, who all day

Has trail’d the hunter’s javelin in his side,

And comes at night to die upon the sand—

The two hosts heard that cry, and quaked for fear,
And Oxus curdled as it cross’d his stream.

But Sohrab heard, and quail’d not, but rush’d on,
And struck again; and again Rustum bow’d 510
His head ; but this time all the blade, like glass,
Sprang in a thousand shivers on the helm,

And in the hand the hilt remain’d alone.

Then Rustum raised his head ; his dreadful eyes
3lared, and he shook on high his menacing spear,
And shouied: Rustum !—Sohrab heard that shout
And shrank amazed: back he recoil’d one step,

And scann’d with blinking eyes the advancing Formy
And then he stood bewilder'd, and he dropp'd

His covering shield, and the spear pierced his side. 520
He reel’d, and staggering back, sank to the ground.
And then the gloom dispersed, and the wind fell,
And the bright sun broke forth, and melted all

The cloud ; and the two armies saw the pair;—

Saw Rustum standing, safe upon his feet,

And Sohrab, wounded, on the bloody sand.

Then, with a bitter smile, Rustum began:—
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** Sohrab, thou thoughtest in thy mind to kill
A Persian lord this day, and strip his corpse,
And bear thy trophies to Afrasiab’s tent. 530
Or else that the great Rustum would come down
Himself to fight, and that thy wiles would move
His heart to take a gift, and let thee go.

And then that all the Tartar host would praise
Thy courage or thy craft, and spread thy fame,
To glad thy father in his weak old age.

Fool, thou art slain, and by an unknown man !
ﬁ)earer to the red jackals shalt thou ber)

Than to thy friends, and to thy father old.”’

And, with a fearless mien, Sohrab replied :— 540
‘“ Unknown thou art; yet thy fierce vaunt is vain. -
Thou dost not slay me, proud and boastful man!
No! Rustum slays me, and this filial heart.
For were I match’d with ten such men as thou
And I were that which till to-day I was,
They- should be lying here, I standing there.
But that belovéd name unnerved my arm—
That name, and something, I confess, in thee,
Which troubles all my heart, and made my shield
¥all; and thy spear transfix’d an unarm’d foc. 550
And now thou boastest, and insult’st my fate.
But hear thou this, fierce man, tremble to hear!
The mighty Rustum shall avenge my death!
My father, whom I seek through all the world,
He shall avenge my death, and punish thee !’
™ As when some hunter in the spring hath found
A breeding eagle sitting on her nest,
Upon the craggy isle of a hill-lake,
And pierced her with an arrow as she rose,
AN
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And follow'd her to find her where she fell 560
Far off;—anon her mate comes winging back

From hunting, and a great way off descries

His huddling young left sole; at that, he checks

His pinion, and with short uneasy sweeps

Circles above his eyry, with loud screams

Chiding his mate back to her nest; but she

Lies dying, with the arrow in her side,

In some far stony gorge out of his ken,

A heap of fluttering feathers: never more

Shall the lake glass her, flying over it; 570
Never the black and dripping precipices

Echo her stormy scream as she sails by :—

As that poor bird flics home, nor knows his loss—

So Rustum knew not his own loss, but stoo

Over his dying son, and knew him nob.\/

And with a cold, incredulous voice, he sgid :—
* What prate is this of fathers and revenge ?)
he mighty Rustum never had a son.”

And, with a failing voice, Sohrab replied:—
‘“ Ah yes, he had! and that lost son am I. 580
Surely the news will one day reach his ear,
Reach Rustum, where he sits, and tarries long,
Somewhere, I know not where, but far from here;
And pierce him like a stab, and make him leap
To arms, and cry for vengeance upon thee.
Fierce man, vethink thee, for an only son!
What will that grief, what will that vengeance be!
Oh, could I live, till I that grief had seen!
Yet him I pity not so much, but her,
My mother, who in Ader-baijan dwells 590
With that old king, her father, who grows grey
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With age, and rules over the valiant Koords.
Her most I pity, who no more wiil see

Sohrab returning from the Tartar camp,

With spoils and honour, when the war is done.
LBut a dark rumour will be bruited up,

From tribe to tribe, until it reach her ear ;21
And then will that defenceless woman lea:
That Sohrab will rejoice her sight no more;
But that in battle with a nameless foe,

By the far-distant Oxus, he ig slain.”

He spoke; and as he ccased, he wept aloud,
Thinking of her he left, and his own death.

He spoke; but Rustum listen’d, plunged in thought.

Nor did he vet believe it was his son

Who spoke, although he call’d back names he knew;

For he had had sure tidings that the babe,
Which was in Ader-baijan born to him,

Had been a puny girl, no boy at all—

So that sad mother sent him word, for fear
Rustum should seek the boy, to train in arms.
And so he deem’d that either Sohrab took,

By a false boast, the style of Rustum’s son;
Or that men gave it him, to swell his fame.

So deem’d he; yet he listen'd, plunged in thought;
.And| his soul ect to grief, as the vast tide

Of the bright rocking Ocean sets to shore

At the full moon ;)tears gather’d in his eyes;
For he remember’d his own early youth

And all its bounding rapture; as, ot dawn,
The shepherd from his mountain lodge descries
A far, bright city, smitten by the sun,
Through many rolling clouds—so Rustum saw
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His youth; saw Sohrab’s mother, in her bloom;

And that old king, her father, who loved well

His wandering guest, and gave him his fair child

With joy; and all the pleasant life they led,

They three, in that long-distant summer-time—

The castle, and the dewy woods, and hunt

And hound, and morn on those delightful hills 630
In Ader-baijan. And he saw that Youth,

Of age and looks to be his own dear son,

Piteous and lovely, lying on the sand,

Like some rich hyacinth which by the scythe

Of an unskilful gardener has been cut,

Mowing the garden grass-plots near its bed,

And lies, a fragrant tower of purple bloom,

On the mown, dying grass—so Sohrab lay,

Lovely in death, upon the common sand.

And Rustum gazed on him with grief, and said :— 640

““ O Sohrab, thou indeed art such a son
Whom Rustum, wert thou his, might well have
loved !
Yet here thou errest, Sohrab, or else men
Have told thee false—thou art not Rustum’s son.
For Rustum had no son; one child he had—
But one—a girl; who with her mother now
Plies some light female task, nor dreams of us—
Of us she dreams not, nor of wounds, nor war.”’

But Sohrsb answer’d him in wrath; for now
The anguish of the deep-fix'd spear grew fierce, 650
And he desired to draw forth the steel,
An( let the blood flow free, and £9 to die—
But first he would convince his stubborn foe;
And, rising sternly on one arm, he said:—
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‘* Man, who art thou who dost deny my words?
.gruth sits upon the lips of dying men)

nd Falsehood, while I liv'd, was far from mine.
I tell thee, prick’d upon this arm I bear
That seal which Rustum to my mother gave,
That she might prick it on the babe she bore.”’

He spoke; and all the blood left Rustum’s cheeks,
And his knees totter’d, and he smote his hand
Against his breast, his heavy mailed hand,
That the hard iron corslet clank’d aloud:
And to his heart he press’d the other hand,
And in a hollow voice he spake, and said:—

‘“ Sohrab, that were a proof which could not lie.
If thou show this, then art thou Rustum’s son.”

Then, with weak hasty fingers, Sohrab loosed
His belt, and near the shoulder bared his arm, 670
And show’d a sign in faint vermilion points
Prick’d; as a cunning workman, in Pekin,
Pricks with vermilion some clear porcelain vase,
An emperor’s gift—at early morn he paints,
And all day long, and, when night comes, the lamp
Lights up his studious forehead and thin hands:—
So delicately prick’d the sign appear’d
On Sohrab’s arm, the sign of Rustum’s seal.
It was that griffin, which of old rear’d Zal,
Rustum’s great father, whom they left to die, 680
A helpless babe, among the mountain-rocks;
Him that kind creature found, and rear’d, and loved—
Then Rustum took it for his glorious sign.
And Sohrab bared that image on his arm,
And himself scann’d it long with mournful eyes,
Ang then he touch’d it with his hand and said:—
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‘“ How say’st thou? Is that sign the proper sign
Of Rustum’s son, or of some other man’s?’’

He spoke ; but Rustum gazed, and gazed, and stood
Speechless; and then he utter’d one sharp cry: 690
O boy—thy father!—and his voice choked there.

And then a dark cloud pass’d before his eyes,

And his head swam, and he sank down to earth.
But Sohrab crawl’d to where he lay, and cast

His arms about his neck, and kiss'd his lips,

And with fond faltering fingers stroked his cheeks,
Trying to call him back to life: and life

Came back to Rustum, and he oped his eyes,

And they stood wide with horror; and he seized

In both his hands the dust which lay around, 700
And threw it on his head, and smirch’d his hair,—
His hair, and face, and beard, and glittering arms:
And strong convulsive groanings shaok his breast,
And his sobs choked him; and he clutch’d his sword,
To draw it, and for ever let life out.

But Sohrab saw his thought, and held his hands,
And with a soothing voice he spake, and said :—

‘“ Father, forbear: for I but meet to-day
The doom which at my birth was written down
In Heaven, and thou art Heaven's unconsecious hand. 710
Surely my heart cried out that it was thou,
When first I saw thee; and thy heart spoke too,
I know it! but fate trod those promptings down
Under its iron heel; fate, fate engaged
The strife, and hurl’d me on my father’s spear.
But let us speak no more of this! T find
My father; let me feel that I have found!
Come, sit beside me on this sand, and take
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My head betwixt thy hands, and kiss my cheeks,

And wash them with thy tears, and say: My son! 720
Quick! quick! for number’d are my sands of life,

And swift; for(like the lightning to this field

I came, and like the wind I go away-—

Sudden, and swift, and like a passing wind ?

But it was writ in Heaven that this should be.”

So said he, and his voice released the heart
Of Rustum, and his tears broke forth; he cast
His arms round his son’s neck, and wept aloud,
And kiss’d him. And awe fell on both the hosts
When they saw Rustum’s grief; and Ruksh, the

horse, 730

With his head bowing to the ground and mane
Sweeping the dust, came near, and in mute woe
First to the one then to the other moved
His head, as if enquiring what their grief
Might mean; and from his dark, compassionate eyes,
The big warm tears roll'd down, and caked the sand.
But Rustum chid him with stern voice, and said:—

‘“ Ruksh, now thou grievest; but, O Ruksh, thy feet
Should first have rotted on their nimble joints,
Or ere they brought thy master to this field!” 740

But Sohrab look’d upon the horse and said:—
‘“ Is this, then, Ruksh? How often, in past days,
My mother told me of thee, thou brave steed,
My terrible father’s terrible horse! and said,
That I should one day find thy lord and thee.
Come, let me lay my hand upon thy mane.

O Ruksh, thou art more fortunate than I;
For thou hast gone where I shall never go,
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And snuff’d the breezes of my father’s home.

Anqd thou hast trod the sands of Seistan,

And seen the River of Helmund, and the Lake

Of Zirrah; and the aged Zal himself

Has often stroked thy neck, and given thee food,
Corn in a golden platter soak’d with wine,

And said: ‘ O Ruksh! bear Rustum welll '—but I
Have never known my grandsire’s furrow’d face,
Nor seen his lofty house in Seistan,

Nor slaked my thirst at the rlear Helmund stream:
But lodged among my father’s foes, and seen
Afrasiab’s cities only, Samarcand,

Bokhara, and lone Khiva in the waste,

And the black Toorkmun tents; and only drunk
The desert rivers, Moorghab and Tejend,

Kohik, and where the Xalmuks feed their sheep,
The northern Sir; and this great Oxus stream—
The yellow Oxus, by whose brink I die.”

Then, with a heavy groan, Rustum bewail'd: —
‘“ Oh, that its waves were flowing over me!
Oh, that I saw its grains of yellow silt
Roll tumbling in the current o’er my head!”

But, with a grave mild voice, Sohrab replied : —
‘““ Desire not that, my father! thou must live.
For some are born to do great deeds, and live,
As some are born to be obscured, and die.
Do thou tho deeds I die too young to do,
And reap a second glory in thine age.
Thou art my father, and thy gain is mine.
But come! thou seest this gre:$ host of men
Which follow me; I pray thee, slay not these!
Let me entreat for them; what have they done?
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They follow’d me, my hope, my fame, my star.
Let them all cross the Oxus back in peace.

But me thou must bear hence, not send with them,
But carry me with thee to Seistan,

And place me on a bed, and mourn for me,

Thou, and the snow-hair’d Zal, and all thy friends.
And thou must lay me in that lovely earth,

And heap a stately mound above my bones,

And plant a far-seen pillar over all:

That so the passing horseman on the waste

May see my tomb a great way off, and cry:
Sohrab, the mighty Rustum’s son, lies there,
Whom his great father did in ignorance Lilll

And I be not forgotten in my grave.”’

And, with a mournful voice, Rustum replied:

‘*“ Fear not; as thou hast said, Sohrab, my son,
So shall it be; for I will burn my tents,

And quit the host, and bear thee hence with me
And carry thee awny to Seistan,

And place thee on a bed, and mourn for thee,
With the snow-headed Zal, and all my friends.
And T will lay thee in that lovely earth,

And heap a stately mound above thy hones,

And plant a far-seen pillar over all,

And men shall not forget thee in thy grave.

And I will spare thy host; yea, let them gol

Let them all cross the Oxus back in peace!

What should I do with slaying anv more?

For fwould that all whom I have ever slain
«Might be once more alive—my bitterest foes,

And they who were call’d champions in their time,
And through whose death I won that fame I have—
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And I were nothing but a common man,

A poor, mean soldier, and without renown;

So thou mightest live too, my son, my son l)

Or rather would that I, even I myself,

Might now be lying on this bloody sand,

Near death, and by an ignorant stroke of thine,
Not thou of mine! and I might die, not thou;
And I, not thou, be borne to Seistan;

And Zal might weep above my grave, not thine;
And say: O son, I weep thee not too sore,

For willingly, I know, thou met’st thine end.—
But now in blood and battles was my youth,
Anl full of blood and battles is my age,)

And T ehall never end this life of blood.”

Then, at the point of death, Sohrab replied :—
‘“ A life of blood indeed, thou dreadful man!
But thou shalt yet have peace; only not now,
Not yet! but théu shalt have it on that day,
When thou shalt sail in a high-masted ship,
Thou and the other peers of Kai Khosroo,
Returning home over the salt blue sea,

From laying thy dear master in his grave.”

And Rustum gazed on Sohrab’s face, and said:

‘“ Soon be that day, my son, and deep that seal
Till then, if Fate so wills, let me endure.”
He spoke ; and Sohrab smiled cn him, and took
The spear, and drew it from his side, and eased
His wound’s imperious anguish; but the blood
Came welling from the open gash, and life

Flow’d with the stream ;—{all down hig cold white side

The crimson torrent ran, dim now and soil’d,
Like the soil’'d tissue of white violets
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Left, freshly gather’d, on their native bank,

By children whom their nurses call with haste

Indoors from the sun’s eye) his head droop’d low,

His limbs grew slack; motionless, white, he lay—

White, with eyes closed; only when heavy gasps.

Deep heavy gasps quivering through all his frame, 850

Convulsed him back to life, he open’d them,

And fix’d them feebly on his father’s face;

Till now all strength was ebb’d, and from his limbs

Unwillingly the spirit fled away,

Regretting the warm mansion which it left,

And youth, and bloom, and this delightful world.
So, on the bloody sand, Sohrab lay dead.

And the great Rustum drew bis horseman’s cloak

Down o’er his face, and sate by his dead son.

(ﬁs those black granite pillars, once high-rear’d 860

y Jemshid in Persepolis, to bear

His house, now, mid their broken flights of steps,

Lie prone, enormous, down the mountain side—

So in the sand lay Rustum by his son.

And night came down over the solemn waste,
And the two gazing hosts, and that sole pair,
And darken'd all; and a cold fog, with night,
Crept from the Oxus. Soon a hum arose,
As of a great assembly loosed, and fires
Began to twinkle through the fog; for now 870
Both armies moved to camp, and took their meal;
The Persians took it on the open sands
Southward ; the Tartars by the river marge;
*And Rustum and his son were left alone.

But the majestic ;*iver floated on,
Out of the mist and hum of that low land,
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Into the frosty starlight, and there moved,

Rejoicing, through the hush’d Chorasmian waste,

Under the solitary moon ;—he flow’d

Right for the polar star, past Orgunjs, 880
Brimming, and bright, and large; then sands begin

To hem his watery march, and dam his streams,

And split his currents; that for many a league

The shorn and parcell’d Oxus strains along
@hrough beds of sand and matted rushy isles—

Oxus, forgetting the bright speed he had

In his high mountain-cradle in Pamere,

A foil’d cireuitous wanderer: —+t'1l at last

The long’d-for dash of waves is heard, and wide

His luminous home of waters opens, bright 890
And tranquil, from whose floor the new-bathed stars
Emerge, and shine upon the Aral Sea.)

MATTHEW ARNOLD.



Poems of Ballad Form

ALICE BRAND
I

Merry it is in the good greenwood,
When the mavis and merle are singing,

When the deer sweeps by, and the hounds are in ery,
And the hunter’s horn is ringing.

!* O Alice Brand, my natlive land
Is lost for love of you;

And we must hold by wood and wold,
As outlaws wont to do!

** O Alice, 'twas all for thy locks so bright,
And ’twas all for thine eyes so blue,

That on the night of our luckless flight,
Thy brother hold I slew.

t* Now must I teach to hew the beech
The hand that held the glaive,

For leaves to spread our lowly bed,
And stakes to fence our cave.

£ And for vest of pall, thy fingers small,
* That wont on harp to stray,
A cloak must shear from the slaughter’d deer,
To keep the cold away.”’
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‘“ O Richard! if my brother died,
"Twas but a fatal chance,

For darkling was the battle tried,
And fortune sped the lance.

** If pall and vair no more I wear,
Nor thou the crimson sheen,

As warm, we’ll say, is the russet grey,
As gay the forest-green.

‘“ And, Richard, if our lot be hard,
And lost thy native land,

Still Alice has her own Richard,
And he his Alice Brand.”

II

"Tiz merry, ’'tis merry, in good greenwood,
So blithe Lady Alice is singing;

On the beech’s pride, and oak’s brown side,
Lord Richard’s axe is ringing.

Up spoke the moody Elfin King,
Who wonn'd within the hill,—

Like wind in the porch of a ruin’d church,
His voice was ghostly shrill.

* Why souids yon stroke on beech and oak,
Our moonlight circle’s screen?

Or who comes here to chase the deer,
Beloved of our Elfin Queer?

Or who may dare on wold to wear
The fairies’ fatal green?
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£ Up, Urgan, up! to yon mortal hie,
" For thou wert christen’d man:
For cross or sign thou wilt not fly,
For mutter’d word or ban. 50

2 Lay on him the curse of the wither'd heart,
The curse of the sleepless eye;

Till he wish and pray that his life would part,
Nor yet find leave to diel ™’

I

'Tis merry, ’tis merry, in good greenwood,
Though the birds have still’d their singing;
The evening blaze doth Alice raise,
And Richard is fagots bringing.
Up Urgan starts, that hideous dwarf,
Before Lord Richard stands, 80
And as he cross’d and bless’d himself,
*“ T fear not sign,”’ quoth the grisly elf,
!* That is made with bloody hands.”

But out then spoke she, Alice Brand,

* That woman void of fear,—

i And if there’s blood upon his hand,
"Tis but the blood of deer.”’

4
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‘- Now loud thou liest, thou bold of mood!
It cleaves unto his hand,

The stain of thine own kindly, blood, 70
The blood of Ethert Brand.”

Then forward stepp’d she, Alice Brand,
And made the holy sign,—

*“ And if there’s blood on Richard’s hand,
A spotless hand is mine.

‘“ And I conjure thee, Demon elf,
By Him whom Demons fear,

To show us whence thou art thyself,
And what thine errand here? ’

v

*“ "Tis merry, 'tis merry, in Fairy-land, . 80
When fairy birds are singing,

When the court doth ride by their monarch’s side,
With bit and bridle ringing:

*“ And gaily shines the Fairy-land—
But all is glistening show,

Like the idle gleam that December’s beam
Can dart on ice and snow.

‘‘ And fading, like that varied gleam,
Is our inconstant shape,

Who now like knight and lady seem, 90
And now like dwarf and ape.
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It was between the night and day,
When the Fairy King has power,

That I sunk down in a sinful fray,

And ‘twixt life and death, was snatch’d away,
To the joyless Elfin bower.

‘¢ But wist I of a woman bold,
Who thrice my brow durst sign,
I might regain my mortal mould,
As fair a form as thine.”’ 100

She cross’d him onee—she cross’d him twice—
That lady was so brave;

The fouler grew his goblin hue,
The darker grew the cave.

Bhe cross’d him thrice, that lady bold;
—He rose benesth her hand

The fairest knight on Scottish mould,
Her brother, Ethert Brand!

—NMerry it is in good greenwood,

When the mavis and merle are singing, 110
But merrier were they in Dunfermline grey

When all the bells were ringing.

SiR WALTER Scorr.
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ROSABELLE

O listen, listen, ladies gay !

No haughty feat of arms I tell;
Soft is the note, and sad the lay,

That mourns the lovely Rosabelle.

—* Moor, moor the barge, ye gallant crew!
And, gentle lady, deign to stay!

Rest thee in Castle Ravensheuch,
Nor tempt the stormy firth to day.

‘ The blackening wave is edg’d with white:

To inch and rock the sea-mews fly; 10
The fishers have heard the Water-Sprite,

Whose screams forebode that Wreck is nigh.

L Last night the gifted Seer did view
A wet shroud swathed round lady gay;
Then stay thee, Fair, in Ravensheuch:
Why cross the gloomy firth to-day?’

‘ 'Tig not because Lord Lindesay’s heir
To-night at Roslin leads the ball,
But that my lady-mother there
Sits lonely in her castle-hall. 20:

£ 'Tis not because the ring they ride,

And Lindesay at the ring rides well,
But that my sire the wine will chide,

If ’tis not fill'd by Rosabelle.’
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O’er Roslin all that dreary night
A wondrous blaze was seen to gleam;
'Twas broader than the watch-fire's light,
And redder than the bright moonbeam.

It glar’d on Roslin’s castled rock,

It ruddied all the copse-wood glen; 80
"Twas seen from Dryden’s groves of oak,

And seen from cavern’d Hawthornden.

Seem’d all on fire within, around,
Where Roslin’s chiefs uncoffined lie,

Each Baron, for a sable shroud,
Sheath’d in his iron panoply.

Seem’d all on fire within, around,
Deep sacristy and altar’s pale;
Shone every pillar foliage-bound,
And glimmer’d all the dead men’s mail. 40

Blaz’d battlement and pinnet high,

Blaz’d every rose-carved buttress fair—
8o still they blaze when fate is nigh

The lordly line of high St. Clair.

There are twenty of Roslin’s harons bold
Lie buried within that proud chapelle;
Each one the holy vault doth hold—
But the sea holds lovely Rosabelle!

And each St. Clair was buried there,
With candle, with book, and with knell; - 50
But the sea-caves rung, and the wild winds sung,
The dirge of lovely Rosabelle.
Sz WaLren 8corT.
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LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI

! O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms,
Alone and palely loitering?

The sedge has wither’d from the lake,
And no birds sing.

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms,
So haggard and so woe-begone?
The squirrel’s granary is full,
And the harvest’s done.

I see s lily on thy brow

With anguish moist and fever dew,
And on thy cheeks a fading rose

Fast withereth too.’

‘I met a lady in the meads,
Full beautiful—a faery’'s child,
Her hair was long, her foot was light,
And her eyos were wild.

I made a garland for her head,

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone,
She look’d at me as she did love,

And made sweet moan.

I set her on my pacing steed,
And nothing else saw all day long.
For sidelong would she bend, and sing

A faery’s song.

10
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She found me roots of relish sweet,
And honey wild, and manna dew,
And sure in language strange she said—
‘“I love thee truel ™’

She took me to her elfin grot,

And there she wept and sigh’d full sore,
And there I shut her wild, wild eyes

With kisses four.

And there she lulled me asleep,

And there I dream’d—ah! woe betide!
The latest dream I ever dream’d

On the cold hill’s side.

I saw pale kings and princes too,
Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;
They oried—'‘ La Belle Dame sans Merci

Hath thee in thralll’

I saw their starved lips in the gloam,
With horrid warning gaped wide,
And I awoke and found me here,
On the cold hill’s side.

And this is why I sojourn here,
Alone and palely loitering,
Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake,

And no birds sing.’

JorN KEaTs.
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THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER

ARGUMENT.

How a Ship having first sailed to the Equator, was
driven by Storms to the cold Country towards the South
Pole; how the Ancient Mariner cruelly, and in contempt
of the laws of hospitality, killeth a sea-bird, and how he
was followed by many strange judgments, and in what
manner he came back to his own country.

Part 1.

It is an ancient Mariner,

And he stoppeth one of three.

‘“ By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,
Now wherefore stopp’st thou me?

The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide,
And I am next of kin;

The guests are met, the feast is set:
May’st hear the merry din.”’

He holds him with his skinny hand,

‘‘ There was a ship,”” quoth he. 10
‘“ Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon! 2

Eftsoons his hand dropt he.

He holds him with his glittering eye—
The Wedding-Guest stood still,

And listens like a three years’ child:
The Mariner hath his will.
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The Wedding-Guest; sat on a stone:
He cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

‘* The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,
Merrily did we drop l

Below the kirk, below the hill,

Below the lighthouse top.

The Sun came up upon the left,

Out of the sea came he!

And he shone bright, and on the right
‘Went down into the sea.

Higher and higher every day,
Till over the mast at noon—’
The ‘Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,
For he heard the loud bassoon. '

»

The Bride hath paced into the hall,
Red as a rose is she;
Nodding their heads before her goes
The merry minstrelsy.

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,
Yet he cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.
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‘“ And now the storm-blast came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong:

He struck with his o’ertaking wings,
And chased us south along.

With sloping masts and dipping prow,
As who pursued with yell and blow

Still treads the shadow of his foe,

And forward bends his head,

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
And southward aye we fled.

And now there came both mist and snow
And it grew wondrous cold:

And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
As green as emerald.

And through the drifts the snowy clifts
Did send a dismal sheen:
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—
The ice was all between.

The ice was here, the ice was there,
The ice was all around:

It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,

Like noises in a swound !

At length did cross an Albatross,
Through the fog it came;

As if it had been a Christian soul,
We hailed it in God’s name.

50
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It ate the food it ne'er had eat,

And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with a thunder-fit; .
The helmsman steered us throught : 70

And a good south wind sprung up behind;
The Albatross did follow,

And every day, for food or play,

Came to the mariner’s hollo!

In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,

It perched for vespers nine;

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
Glimmered the white moonshine.’’

‘‘ God save thee, ancient Mariner |

From the fiends, that plague thee thus!— 80
Why look’st thou so? "’'—** With my cross-bow

I shot the ALBATROSS.

Parr I1.

The Sun now rose upon the right:
Out of the sea came he,

Still hid in mist, and on the left
Went down into the sea.

And the good south wind still blew behind,

, But no sweet bird did follow,

Nor any day for food or play

Came to the mariner’s hollo! 90
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And I had done an hellish thing,

And it would work ’'em woe:

For all averred, I had killed the bird
That made the breeze to blow.

Ah wretch | said they, the bird to slay,
That made the. breeze to blow!

Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head,

The glorious Sun uprist :

Then all averred, I had killed the bird

That brought the fog and mist. 100
’Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,

That bring the fog and mist.

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,
The furrow followed free;

We were the first that ever burst

Into that silent sea.

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,

'Twas sad as sad could be;

And we did speak only to break

The silence of the seal 110

All in a hot and copper sky,

The bloody Sun, at noon,

Right up above the mast did stand,
No bigger than the Moon.

Day after day, day after day,
We stuck, nor breath nor motion;
As idle as a painted ship

Upon a painted ocean.
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Water, water, everywhere,
And all the boards did shrink;
Water, water, everywhere,
Nor any drop to drink.

The very deep did rot: O Christ!
That ever this should be!

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs
Upon the slimy sea.

About, about, in reel and rout
The death-fires danced at night;
The water, like a witch’s oils,
Burnt green, and blue and white.

And some in dreams assured were
Of the Spirit that plagued us so,
Nine fathom deep he had followed us
From the land of mist and snow.

And every tongue, through utter drought,
Was withered at the root;

We could not speak, no more than if

We had been choked with soot.

Ah! well-a-day! what evil looks
Had T from old and young!
Instead of the cross, the Albatross
About my neck was hung.
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Parr III.

There passed a weary time. Each throat
Was parched, and glazed each eye.

A weary time! a weary time!

How glazed each weary eye,

When looking westward, I beheld

A something in the sky.

At first it seemed a little speck,

And then it seemed a mist;

It moved and moved, and took at last
A certain shape, I wist.

A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!
And still it neared and neared :
As it it dodged a water-sprite,

It plunged and tacked and veered.

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
We could not laugh nor wail;

Through utter drought all dumb we stood !

I bit my arm, I sucked, the blood,

And cried, A saill a saill

‘With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
Agape they heard me call:

Gramercy ! they for joy did grin,

And all at once their breath drew in,

As they were drinking all.
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See! See! (I cried) she tacks no more!
Hither to work us weal;

Without a breeze, without a tide,
She steadies with upright; keel !

The western wave was all a-flame.

The day was well nigh done!

Almost upon the western wave

Rested the broad bright Sun;

When that strange shape drove suddenly
Betwixt us and the Sun.

And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
{(Heaven’s Mother send us grace!)

As if through a dungeon-grate he peered
With broad and burning face.

Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
How fast she nears and nears!

Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
Like restless gossamers?

Are those her ribs through which the Sun
Did peer, as through a grate?

And is that Woman all her crew?

Is that a DeatH? and are there two?

Is Deatn that woman’s mate?

Her lips were red, her looks were free,
Her locks were yellow as gold:

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The nightmare Lire-IN-DeaTr was she,
Who thicks man’s blood with cold.
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The naked hulk alongside came,

And the twain were casting dice;

‘ The game is done! I've won, I've won!’
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out:

At one stride comes the dark; 200
With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea,

Off shot the spectre-bark.

We listened and looked sideways up!

Fear at my heart, as at a cup,

My life-blood seemed to sip!

The stars were dim, and thick the night,

The steersman’s face by his lamp gleamed white;

From the sails the dew did drip—

Till clomb above the eastern bar

The horned Moon, with one bright star 210
Within the nether tip.

One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,
Too quick for groan or sigh,

Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,
And cursed me with his eye.

Four times fifty living men,

(And I heard nor sigh nor groan)
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,
They dropped down one by one.
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The souls did from their bodies fly,— 220
They fled to bliss or woe!

And every soul, it passed me by,

Like the whizz of my cross-bow!

Parr IV,

* I fear thee, ancient Mariner I’

T fear thy skinny hand!

And thou art long, and lank, and brown,
As is the ribbed sea-sand.*

I fear thee and thy glittering eye,

And thy skinny hand, so brown.—

Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest ! 230
“T'his body dropt not down.

Alone, alone, all, all alone,
Alone .on a wide wide sea!
And never a saint took pity on
My soul in agony.

‘The many men, so beautiful !

And they all dead did lie:

And a thousand thousand slimy things
I.ived on; and so did I.

* For the two last lines of this stanza, I am indebted to
‘Mre Wordsworth. It was on a delightful walk from Nether Stowey to
Dulverton, with him and his sister, in the autumn of 1797, that this
Poemn was planned, and in part composed. [Coleridge’s note.l]
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I looked upon the rotting sea, 240
And drew my eyes away;

I looked upon the rotting deck,

And there the dead men lay.

I iooked to Heaven, and tried to pray;
But or ever a prayer had gusht,

A wicked whisper came, and made
My beart as dry as dust.

I closed my lids, and kept them close,

And the balls like pulses beat;

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky 250
Lay like a load on my weary eye,

And the dead were at my feet.

The cold sweat melted from their limbs,
Nor rot nor reek did they:

The look with which they looked on me
Had never passed away.

An orphan’s curse would drag to Hell

A spirit from on high;

But oh! more horrible than that

Is a curse in a dead man’'s eye! 260
Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,

And yet I could not die.

The moving Moon went up the sky,
And nowhere did abide:

Softly she was going up,

And a star or two beside—
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Her beams bemocked the sultry main,
Like April hoar-frost spread;

But where the ship’s huge shadow lay,
The charmed water burnt alway

A still and awful red.

Beyond the shadow of the ship,

I watched the water-snakes:

They moved in tracks of shining white,
And when they reared, the elfish light
Fell off in hoary flakes.

Within the shadow of the ship

I watched their rich attire:

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
They coiled and swam; and every track
Was a flash of golden fire.

O happy living things! no tongue
Their beauty might declare:

A spring of love gushed from my heart,
And T blessed them unaware:

Sure my kind saint took pity on me,
And T blessed them unaware.

The selfsame moment I could pray;
Apd from my neck so free

The Albatross fell off, and sank
TLike lead into the sea.
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Part V.

Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing,

Beloved from pole to pole!

To Mary Queen the praise be given!
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,
That slid into my soul.

The silly buckets on the deck,

That had so long remained,

I dreamt that they were filled with dew;
And when I awoke, it rained.

My lips were wet, my throat was cold,
My garments all were dank;

Sure I had drunken in my dreams, -
And still my body drank.

T moved, and could not feel my limbs:
I was so light—almost

I thought that I had died in sleep,
And was a blessed ghost.

And soon I heard a roaring wind:

It did not come anear;

But with its sound it shook the sails,
That were so thin and sere.

The upper air burst into life!

And a hundred fire-flags sheen,

To and fro they were hurried about!
Ang to and fro, and in and out,

The wan stars danced between.
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And the coming wind did roar more loud,

Ang the sails did sigh like sedge;

And the rain poured down from one black cloud 320
The Moon was at its edge.

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still
The Moon was at its side:

Like waters shot from some high crag,
The lightning fell with never a jag,

A river steep and wide.

The loud wind never reached the ship,

Yet now the ship moved on!

Beneath the lightning and the Moon

The dead men gave a groan. 330

They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes;

It had been strange, even in a dream,

To have seen those dead men rise.

The helmsman steered, the ship moved on;

Yet never a breeze up blew;

The mariners all ’gan work the ropes,

Where they were wont to do;

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools—

We were a ghastly crew. 340

The body of my brother’s son
Stood by me, knee to knee:

The body and I pulled at one rope,
But he said nought to me.
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‘I fear thee, ancient Mariner!’

Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest !

"Twas not those souls that fled in pain,
Which to their corses came again,
But a troop of spirits blest:

For when it dawned—they dropped their arms,
And clustered round the mast;

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,
And from their bodies passed.

Around, around, flew each sweet sound,
Then darted to the Sun;

Slowly the sounds came back again,
Now mixed, now one by one.

Sometimes a-dropping from the sky

I heard the sky-lark sing;

Sometimes all little birds that are,
How they seemed to fill the sea and air
With their sweet jargoning!

And now ‘twas like all instruments,
Now like a lonely flute;

And now it is an angel’s song,

That makes the Heavens be mute.

It ceased: yct still the sails made on
A pleasant noise till noon,

A noise like of a bidden brook

In the leafy month of June,

That to the sleeping woods all night
Singeth a quiet tune.
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Till noon we quietly sailed on,

Yet never a breeze did breathe:
Slowly and smoothly went the ship,
Moved onward from beneath.

Under the keel nine fathom deep,
From the land of mist and snow,
The spirit slid: and it was he
That made the ship to go.

The sails at noon left off their tune,
And the ship stood still also.

The Sun, right up above the mast,

Had fixed her to the ocean:

But in a minute she ’gan stir,

With a short uneasy motion—
Backwards and forwards half her length
With a short uneasy motion.

Then like a pawing horse let go,
She made a sudden bound :

It flung the blood into my head,
And I fell down in a swound.

How long in that same fit I lay,
I have not to declare;

‘But ere my living life returned,
I heard and in my soul discerned
Two VOICES in the air.
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‘Is it he?’ quoth ome, ‘ Is this the man?
By him who died on cross, '

With his eruel bow he laid full low

The harmless Albatross.

The spirit who bideth by himself

In the land of mist and snow,

He loved the bird that loved the man
Who shot him with his bow.’

The other was a softer voice,

As soft as honey-dew:

Quoth he, ‘ The man hath penance done,
And penance more will do.’

Part VI.
FIRST VOICE.

‘ Bub tell me, tell me! speak again,
Thy soft response renewing—

What makes that ship drive on so fast?
\What is the ocEAN doing? ’

SECOND VOICE.

‘ 8till as a slave before his lord,
The oceaN hath no blast;
His great bright eye most silently
Up to the Moon is cast—
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If he may know which way to go;

For she guides him smooth or grim.

See, brother, see! how graciously 420
She looketh down on him.’

FIRST VOICE.

‘ But why drives on that ship so fast,
Without or wave or wind?’

SECOND VOICE.

‘ The air is cut away before,
And closes from behind.

Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high!
Or we shall be belated :

Tor slow and slow that ship will go,
When the Mariner’s trance is abated.’

I woke, and we were sailing on 430
As in a gentle weather:

"Twas night, calm night, the Moon was high;

The dead men stood together.

All stood together on the deck,
For a charnel-dungeon fitter:

All fixed on me their stony eyes,
That in the Moon did glitter.

The pang, the curse, with which they died,

Had never passed away:

T could not draw my eyes from theirs, 440
Nor turn them up to pray.
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And now the spell was snapt: once more
I viewed the ocean green,

And looked far forth, yet little saw

Of what had else been seen—

Like one, that on a lonesome road

Doth walk in fear and dread,

And having once turned round walks on,

And turns no more his head;

Because he knows, a frightful fiend 450
Doth close behind him tread.

But soon there breathed a wind on me,
Nor sound nor motion made:

Its path was not upon the sea,

In ripple or in shade.

It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek
Like a meadow-gale of spring—

It mingled strangely with my fears,
Yet it felt like a welcoming.

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 460
Yet she sailed softly too:

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze—

On me alone it blew.

Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed
The light-house top I see?

Is this the hill, is this the kirk?
Is this mine own countree?
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We drifted o’er the harbour-bar,
And I with sobs did pray—

O, let me be awake, my God!

Or let me sleep alway.

The harbour-bay was clear as glass,
So smoothly it was strewn!

And on the bay the moonlight lay,
And the shadow of the Moon.

The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,
That stands above the rock:

The moonlight steeped in silentness
The steady weathercock.

And the bay was white with silent light,
Till ‘rising from the same,

Full many shapes, that shadows were,
In crimson colours came.

A little distance from the prow
Those crimson shadows were:

I turned my eyes upon the deck—
Oh, Christ! what saw I there!

JLach corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,
And, by the holy rood!

A man all light, a seraph-man,

On every corse there stood.
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This seraph-band, each waved his hand:
It was a heavenly sight!

They stood as signals to the land,

Each one a lovely light;

This seraph-band, each waved his hand,
No voice did they impart—

No voice; but oh! the silence sank
Like music on my heart.

But soon I heard the dash of oars, 500
I heard the Pilot’s cheer;

My head was turned perforce away,

And I saw a boat appear.

The Pilot and the Pilot’s boy,

I heard them coming fast:

Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy
The dead men could not blast.

I saw a third—I heard his voice:

It is the Hermit good!

He singeth loud his godly hymns

That he makes in the wood. 510
He’ll shrieve my soul, he’ll wash away

The Albatross’s blood.

Parr VII.

This Hermit good lives in that wood

Which slopes down to the sea. .
How loudly his sweet voice he rears:

He loves to talk with marineres

That come from a far countree.
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He kneels at morn, and noon and eve—
He hath a cushion plump:

It is the moss that wholly hides

The rotted old oak-stump.

The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk,
* Why, this is strange, I trow!

Where are those lights so many and fair,
That s'gnal made but now?’

* Strange, by my faith!’ the Hermit said—
‘ And they answered not our cheer!

The pldnks look warped! and see those sails,
How thin they are and sere!

1 never saw aught like to them,

Unless perchance it were

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag

My forest-brook along;

When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow,
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
That eats the she-wolf’s young.’

“ Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look—’
(The Pilot made reply)

‘I am a-feared.—*' Push on, push on!’
Said the Hermit cheerily.

The boat came closer to the ship,
But I nor spake nor stirred;

The boat came close beneath the ship,
And straight a sound was heard.
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Under the water it rumbled on,
Still louder and more dread:

It reached the ship, it split the bay;
The ship went down like lead.

[
Cr
(=]

Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound,
Which sky and ocean smote,

Like one that hath been seven days drowned
My body lay afloat;

But swift as dreams, myself I found
Within the Pilot’s boat.

Upon the whirl, where sank the ship, .
The boat spun round and round;

And all was still, save that the hill

Was telling of the sound.

I moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked 560
And fell down in a fit:

The holy Hermit raised his eyes,

And prayed where he did sit.

I took the oars: the Pilot’s boy,

Who now doth crazy go,

Laughed loud and long, and all the while
His eyes went to and fro.

" Hal hal’ quoth he, * full plain I see,
The Devil knows how to row.’

And now, all in my own countree, 570
I stood on the firm land! .
The Hermit stepped forth from the boat,

And scarcely he could stand.
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“ O, shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man !’
The Hermit crossed his brow.

‘ Say quick,” quoth he, ‘I bid thee say—
What manner of man art thou?’

Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched
With a woeful agony,

Which forced me to begin my tale;

And then it left me free.

Since then, at an uncertain hour,
That agony returns:

And till my ghastly tale is told,
This heart within me burns.

T pass, like night, from land to land;
I have strange power of speech;
That moment that his face I see,

I know the man that must hear me:
To him my tale I teach.

What loud uproar bursts from that door!
The wedding-guests are there:

But in the garden-bower the bride

And bride-maids singing are:

And hark the little vesper bell,

Which biddeth me to prayer!

O Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been
Alone on a wide wide sea:

So lonely ’twas that God himself
Scarce seemed there to be.

79

590

600



80 POETICAL SELECTIONS

O sweeter than the marriage-feast,
'Tis sweeter far to me,

To walk together to the kirk
With a goodly company!—

To walk together to the kirk,

And all together pray,

While each to his great Father bends,
0ld men, and babes, and loving friends,
And youths and maidens gay!

Farewell, farewell! but this I tell
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest !
He prayeth well, who loveth well
Both man and bird and beast.

He prayeth best, who loveth best
All things both great and small;
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all.”’

The Mariner, whose eye is bright,
Whose beard with age is hoar,

Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest
Turned from the bridegroom’s door.

He went like one that hath been stunned,
And is of sense forlorn:

A sadder and a wiser man,

He rose the morrow morn.

8. T. COLERIDGE.
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A SONG OF SHERWOOD. *

Sherwood in the twilight, is Robin Hood awake ?

Gray and ghostly shadows are gliding through the brake; .
Shadows of the dappled deer, dreaming of the morn,
Dreaming of a ghadowy man that winds a shadov(v? \ho@r‘ ;

Robin Hood is here again: all his merry thieves
Hear a ghostly bugle-note shivering through the leaves,
Calling as he used to call, faint and far away,

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day.

Merry, merry England has kissed the lips of June:

{'All the wings of fairyland were here beneath the moon-: 10
Like a flight of rose-leaves fluttering in a mist

Of opal and ruby and pearl and amethyst)

.Merry, merry England is waking as of old,

With eyes of blither hazel and hair of brighter gold - 2.,
For Robin Hood is here again beneath the bursting <prav

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day D

Love is in the greenwood building him a house

Of wild rose and hawthorn and honeysuckle boughs:

Love is in the greenwood: dawn is in the skies;

And Marian is waiting with a glory in her eyes.D 20

* % Poems of Mr. Alfred Noyes included in these Selections are
reproduced from his Collected Poems by kind permission of the author
and Messrs. Blackwood and Sons, Publishers.
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Hark! The dazzled laverock climbs the golden steep:
Marian is waiting : is Robin Hood asleep?

Round the fairy grass-rings frolic elf and fay,

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day.
Ve .
Qberon, Oberon, rake away the gold,’

Rake away the rﬁﬁ\leaves, roll away the mould,
Rake away the gold leaves, roll away the red,

And wake Will Scarlett from his leafy forest bed,

Friar Tuck and Little John are riding down together

With quarter-staff and drinking-can and gray goose-
feather;

The dead are coming back again; the years are rolied

away
In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day.

Softly over Sherwood the south wind blows;

All the heart of England hid in every rose

Hears across the greenwood the sunny whisper leap,
Sherwood in the red dawn, is Robin Hood asleep?)

Hark, the voice of England wakes him as of old
And, shattering the silence with a cry of brighter gold,
Bugles in the greenwood echo from the steep,
Sherwood in the red dawn, is Robin Hood asleep?

Where the deer are gliding down the shadowy glen

All across the glades of fern he calls his merry men;
Doublets of the Lincoln green glancing through the ng}
In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day;
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Y Calls them and they answer:(ii_"onf 9_.i;l£ars of oak and ash
Rings the Follow! Follow! and the boughs begin to crash;
The ferns begin to flutter and the flowers begin to dy;
Ang through the crimson dawning the robber band goes byD

Robin! Robin! Robin! All his merry thieves

Answer as the bugle-note shivers through the leaves: 50
Calling as he used to call, faint and far away,

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day.

ALFRED NOYES.
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THE LOST LEADER
1

Just for a handful of silver he left us,
Just for a riband to stick in his coat—
Pound the one gift of which fortune bereft us,
Lost all the others she lets us devote;
They, with the gold to give, doled him out silver,
So much was theirs who so little allowed:
How all our copper had gone for his service!
Rags—were they purple, his heart had been proud !
We that had loved him so, followed him, honoured
Him,
Lived in his mild and magnificent eyec, 0
Learned his great language, caught his clear accents,
Made him our pattern to live and to die!
Shakespeare was of us, Milton was for us,
Burns, Shelley, were with us,—they watch from
their graves!
He alone breaks from the van and the freemen,
He alone sinks to the rear and the slaves!

2

Woe shall march prospering,—not thro’ his presence;
Songs may inspirit us,—not froru his lyre;

Deeds will be done,~—while he boasts his quiescence,
Still bidding crouch whom the rest bade aspire: 20
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Blot out his name, then, record one lost soul more,
One task more declined, one more foot-path untrod,

One more triumph for devils and sorrow for angels,
One wrong more to man, one more insult to God'

Life’s night begins: let him never come back to us!
There would be doubt, hesitation and pain,

‘Forced praise on our part—the glimmer of twilight,
Never glad confident morning again |

Best fight on well, for we taught him—strike

gallantly,

Menace our heart ere we master his own;

Then let him receive the new knowledge and wait us,
Pardoned in heaven, the first by the throne ]

RoserT BrOWNING,

THE PATRIOT
AN OLp STORY

1

It was roses, roses, all the way,

With myrtle mixed in my path like mad:
The house-roofs seemed to heave and sway,

The church-spires flamed, such flags they had,

‘A year sgo on this very day!

‘85

80



86 POETICAL SELECTIONS

In

The air broke into a mist with bells,

The old walls rocked with the crowd and cries.
Had I said, ‘ Good folk, mere noise repels—

But give me your sun from yonder skies !’
They had answered, ‘ And afterward, what else?’

1x

Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun
To give it my loving friends to keep!
Nought man could do, have I left undone:
And you see my harvest, what I reap
This very day, now a year is run.

v

There’s nobody on the house-tops now—
Just a palsied few at the windows set;
For the best of the sight is, all allow,
At the Shambles’ Gate—or, better yet,
By the very scaffold’s foot, I trow.

v

I go in the rain, and, more than needs,
A rope cuts both my wrists behind ;
And I think, by the feel my forei.ead bleeds.
For they fling, whoever has a mind,
Btones at me for my year’s misdeeds.

10
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VI

Thus I entered, and thus I go!
In triumphs, people have dropped down dead.
‘ Paid by the World, what dost thou owe
Me? *—God might question: now instead,
'Tis God shall repay: I am safer so. 30

RoBerT BROWNING.

THE BOY AND THE ANGEL

Morning, evening, noon and night,
‘“ Praise God!" sang Theocrite.

Then to his poor trade he turned,
Whereby the daily meal was earned.

Hard he laboured, long and well;
O’er his work the boy’s curls fell.

But ever, at each period,
He stopped and sang, ‘‘ Praise God!"’

Then back again- his curls he threw,
And cheerful turned to work anew. 10
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Said Blaise, the listening monk, ‘* Well done;
*“ I doubt not thou art heard, my son:

‘* As well as if thy voice to-day
‘* Were praising God, the Pope's great way.

‘* This Easter Day, the Pope at Rome
‘“ Praises God from Peter’s dome.”’

Said Theocrite, ‘‘ Would God that I
‘*“ Might praise him, that great way, and die!”

Night passed, day shone,
And Theocrite was gone.

With God a day endures alway,
A thousand years are but a day.

God said in heaven, ‘* Nor day nor night
‘* Now brings the voice of my delight.”

Then Gabriel, like a rainbow’s birth,
Spread his wings and sank to earth;

Entered, in flesh, the empty cell,
Lived there, and played the crafteman well;

And morning, evening, noon and night,
Praised God in place of Theocrite.

And from a boy, to youth he grew:
The man put off the stripling’s hue:

20
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The man matured and fell away
Into the season of decay:

And ever o'er the trade he bent,
And ever lived on earth content.

{He did God's will; to him, all one
If on the earth or in the sun.)

God said, ‘‘ A praise is in mine ear;
‘‘ There is no doubt in it, no fear:

‘“ So sing old worlds, and so
*“ New worlds that from my footstool go.

“ Clearer loves sound other ways:
‘“ I miss my little human praise.’’

Then forth sprang Gabriel’'s wings, off fell
The flesh disguise, remained the cell.

'Twas Easter Day: he flew to Rome,
And paused above Saint Peter’s dome.

In the tiring-room close by
The great outer gallery,

With his lrmly vestments dight,
Stood the new Pape, Theocrite :

And all his past career
Came back upon him-clear,

Since when, a boy, he plied his trade,
Till on his life the sickness weighed;
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Ang in his cell, when death drew near,

An angel in a dream brought cheer:

And rising from the sicknesg drear
He grew a priest, and now stood here.

To the East with prdise he turned,
And on his sight the angel burned.

* I bore thee from thy craftsman’s cell,
‘2 And set thee here; I did not well.

‘2 Vainly I left my angel-sphere,
<‘* Vain was thy dream of many a year.

** Thy voice’s praise seemed weak, it dropped—
** Creation’s chorus stopped!

! Go back and praise again
*“ The early way, while I remain.

‘“ With that weak voice of our disdain,
‘2 Take up creation’s pausing strain.

‘“ Back to the cell and poor employ :
!2 Resume the craftsman and the boy!’’

Theocrite grew old ﬁt home;
A new Pope dwelt in Peter’s dome

One vanished as the other died:
They sought God side by side.

RoBERT BROWNING.

6(x

70



DRAMATIC LYRICS 91

THE FORSAKEN MERMAN

Come, dear children, let us away;
Dcwn and away below!

Now my brothers call from the bay,
Now the great winds shoreward blow,
Now the salt tides seaward flow;
Now the wild white horses play,
Champ and chafe and toss in the spray.
Children dear, let us away!

This way, this way!

Call her once before you go— 10
Cell once yet!

In a voice that she will know,

‘¢ Margaret! Margaret!

Children’s voices should be dear

(Call once more) to a mother’s ear;

Children’s voices, wild with pain—

Surely she will come again!

Call her once and ccme away;

This way, this way!

** Mother dear, we cannot stay ! 20
The wild white horses foam and fret.’’

Margaret! Margaret !

Come, dear children, come away down;

Call no more!

One last look at the white-wall’d town,

And the little grey church on the windy shore;
Then come down!

She will not come though you call all day;
Come away, come away!
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Children dear, was it yesterday

We heard the sweet bells over the bay?
In the caverns where we lay,

Through the surf and through the swell,
The far-off sound of a silver bell?
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep,
Where the winds are all asleep,

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam,
Where the salt weed sways in the stream,
Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round,
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground;
Where the sea-snakes coil and twine,
Dry their mail and bask in the brine;
Where great whales come sailing by,
Sail and sail, with unshut eye,

Round the world for ever and aye?
When did music come this way?
Children dear, was it yesterday?

Children dear, was it yesterday
{Call yet once) that she went away?
Once she sate with you and me,

On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea,

And the youngest sate on her knee.

She comb’d its bright hair, and she tended it well,
When down swung the sound of a far-off bell.
She sigh'd, she look’d up through the clear green sea;

She said: ‘' I must go, for my kinsfolk pray

In the little grey church on the shore to-day.

’T will be Easter-time in the worid—ah me!

And I lose my poor soul, Merman! here' with thee."
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I said: ‘‘ Go up, dear heart, through the waves; 60
Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea-caves! *’
She smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay.
Children dear, was it yesterday?

Children dear, were we long alone?

*“ The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan;

Long prayers,”’ I zaid, ** in the world they say;

Come! '’ I said; and we rose through the surf in the
bay.

We went up the beach, by the sandy down

Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-wall'd
town;

Through the narrow paved streets, wheve all was still, 70

To the little grey church on the windy hill.

From the church came a murmur of folk at their
prayers,

But we stood without in the cold blowing airs.

Wae climb’d on the graves, on the stones worn with
rains,

And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded
panes.

She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear:

!* Margaret, hist! come quick, wc are here!

Dear heart,”’ I said, ‘“ we are long alone;

The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.”

But, ah, she gave me never a look, S0

For her eyes were seal’d to the koly book!

Loud prays the priest; shut stands the door.

Come away, children, call no more!

Come away, come down, call no more!
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Down, down, down!

Down to the depths of the sea!l

She sits at her wheal in the humming town,
Singing most joyfully.

Hark what she sings: ‘‘ O joy, O joy,

For the humming street, and the child with its toy!
For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well;
For the wheel whare I spun,

And the blessed light of the sun!”

And so she sings her fiil,

Singing most joyfully,

Till the spiadle drops from her hand,

And tho whizzing wheel stands still.

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand
And over the sand at the sea;

And her eyes are set in a stare;

And anon there breaks a sigh,

And anon there drops a tear,

From a sorrow-clouded eye,

And a heart sorrow-laden,

A long, long sigh;

For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden,
And the gleam of her golden hair.

Come away, away children;
Come children, come down!
The hoarse wind blows colder;
Lights shine in the town.

She will start from her slumber
‘When gusts shake the door;
She will hear the winds howling,
‘Will hear the waves roar.
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‘We shall see, while above us
‘The waves roar and whirl,

A ceiling of amber,

A pavement of pearl.

Singing: ‘‘ Here came a mortal
But faithless was she!

And alone dwell for ever

The kings of the sea.’’

But, children, at midnight,
‘When soft the winds blow,
When clear falls the moonlight,
‘When spring-tides are low;

When sweet airs come seaward
From heaths starr’d with broom
And high rocks throw mildly

On the blanch'd sands a gloom;
Up the still, glistening beaches,
Up the creeks we will hie,

Over banks of bright seaweed
The ebb-tide leaves dry.

We will gaze, from the sand-hills
At the white, sleeping town:

At the church on the hill-side —
Aud then come back down.
Singing: *‘‘ There dwells a loved one,
But cruel is she!

She left lonely for ever

The kings of the sea.’”

MATTHEW ARNOLD.
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THE LABORATORY

b ¢

Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly,

May gaze thro’ these faint smokes -curling whitely,
As thou pliest thy trade in this devil’s-smithy—
Which is the poison to poison her, prithee?

I

He is with her; and they know that I know

Where they are, what they do: they believe my
tears flow

While they laugh, laugh at me, at me fled to the
drear

Empty chureh, to pray God in, for them!—I am herec.

Iz

Grind away, moisten and mash up thy paste.

Pound at thy powder,—I am not in haste! 10
Better sit thus, and observe thy strange things,

Than go where men wait me and dance at the King's.

v

Thsat in the mortar—you call it a gum?

Ah, the brave tree whence such gold oozings come!
‘And yonder soft phial, the exquisite blue,

Sure fo taste sweetly,—is that poison too?
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v

Had I but a,l}_of them, thee and thy treasures,

What a wild crowd of invisible pleasures! °

To carry pure death in an earring, a caskes,

A signet, a fan-mount, a filigree-basket ! 20

VI

Soon, at the King’s, a mere lozenge to give

And Pauline should have just thirty minutes to live!

But to light a pastille, and Elise, with her head

And her breast and her arms and her hands, should
drop dead!

v

Quick—ig it finished? The colour’s too grim!
Why not soft like the phial’s, enticing and dim?
Let it brighten her drink, let her turn it and stir,
And try it and taste, ere she fix and prefer!

VIII

‘What & drop! She’s not little, no minion like me—
That’s why she ensnared him: this never will free 30
The soul from those masculine eyes,—say, ‘no!l’

To that pulse’s magnificent come-and-go.

7
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IX

For only last night, as they whispered, I brought

My own eyes to bear on her so, that I thought

Could I keep them one half minute fixed, she would fall,
Shrivelled ; she fell not; yet this does it alll

X

Not that I bid you spare her the pain!

Let death be felt and the proof remain;

Brand, burn up, bite into its grace—

He is sure to remember her dying face! 40

X1

Is it done? Take my mask off! Nay, be not morose,
It kills her, and this prevents seeing it close:

The delicate droplet, my whole fortune’s fee—

If it hurts her, beside, can it ever hurt me?

X1

Now, take all my jewels, gorge gold to your fill,
You may kiss me, old man, on my mouth if you will|
But brush this dust off me, lest horror it brings

Ere I know it—next moment I dance at the King’s!

RoBERT BROWNING.
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THE GLOVE
(PeTER RoNsSARD loguitur)

‘‘ Heigho,”” yawned one day King Francis,
*“ Distance all value enhances!

When a man’s busy, why, leisure

Strikes him as wonderful pleasure:
"Faith, and at leisure once is he?
Straightway he wants to be busy.

Here we’ve got peace; and aghast I'm
Caught thinking war the true pastime.

Is there a reason in metre?

Give us your speech, master Peter! ’’

I who, if mortal dare say so,

Ne'er am at loss with my Naso,

*“ Sire,”’ I replied, *‘ joys prove cloudlets:
Men are the merest Ixions ~’'—

Here the King whistled aloud, ‘‘ Let’s
...... Heigho......go look at our lions!
Such are the sorrowful chances

If you talk fine to King Francis.

And so, to the courtyard proceeding,

Our company, Francis was leading,
Increased by new followers tenfold

Before he arrived at the penfold;

Lords, ladies, like clouds which bedizen

At sunset the western horizon.

And Sir De Lorge pressed 'mid the foremost

With the dame he professed to adore most—

Oh, what a face! One by fits eyed
Her, and the horrible pitside;

10

20



100 POETICAL SELECTIONS

For the penfold surrounded a hollow

Which led where the eye scarce dared follow, 30
And shelved to the chamber secluded

Where Bluebeard, the great lion, brooded.

The King hailed his keeper, an Arab

As glossy and black as a scarab,

And bade him make sport and at once stir

Up and out of his den the old monster.

They opened a hole in the wire-work

Across it, and dropped there a firework,

And fled: one’s heart’s beating redoubled;

A pause, while the pit’s mouth was troubled, 40
The blackness and silence so utter,

By the firework’'s slow sparkling and sputter;

Then earth in a sudden contortion

Gave out to our gaze her abortion.

Such a brute! Were I friend Clement Marot

(Whose experience of nature’s but narrow,

And whose faculties move in no small mist

When he versifies David the Psalmist)

I should study that brute to deseribe you

lllum Juda Leonem de Tribu. 50
One’s whole blood grew curdling and creepy

To see the black mane, vast and heapy,

The tail in the air stiff and straining,

The wide eyes, nor waxing nor waning,

As over the barrier which bounded

His platform, and us who surrounded

The barrier, they reached and they rested

On the space that might stand him in best stead: °
For who knew, he thought, whas the amazement,
The eruption of clatter and blaze meant, 60
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And if, in this minute of wonder,

No outlet, 'mid lightning and thunder,

Lay broad, and, his shackles all shivered,

The lion at last was delivered?

Ay, that was the open sky o’erhead !

And you saw by the flash on his forehead,

By the hope in those eyes wide and steady,

He was leagues in the desert already,

Driving the flocks up the mountain,

Or catlike couched hard by the fountain 70

To waylay the date-gathering negress:

So guarded he entrance or egress.

‘* How he stands! *’ quoth the King: ‘‘ we may
well swear,

(No novice, we’ve won our spurs elsewhere

And so can afford the confession,)

We exercise wholesome discretion

In keeping aloof from his threshold;

Once hold you, those jaws want no fresh hold,

Their first would too pleasantly purloin

The visitor’s brisket or sirloin: 80

But who'’s he would prove so fool-hardy ?

Not the best man of Marignan, perdiel’’

The sentence no sooner was uttered,

Than over the rails a glove fluttered,

Fell close to the lion, and rested:

The dame ’twas, who flung it and jested

With life so, De Lorge had been wooing

For months past; he sat there pursuing

His suit, weighing out with nonchalance

Fine speeches like gold from a balance. 20
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Sound the trumpet, no true knight’s a tarrier!
De Lorge made one leap at the barrier,
Walked straight to the glove,—while the lion
Ne’er moved, kept his far-reaching eye on
The palm-tree-edged desert-spring’s sapphire,
And the musky oiled skin of the Kaffir,—
Picked it up, and as calmly retreated,

Leaped back where the lady was seated,

And full in the face of its owner

Flung the glove.

‘“ Your heart’s queen, you dethrone her?
So should I!”’—cried the King—‘*’t was mere
vanity,
Not love, set that task to humanity!”’
Lords and ladies alike turned with loathing
From such a proved wolf in sheep’s clothing.

Not so, I ; for I caught an expression

In her brow’s undisturbed self-possession
Amid the Court’s scoffing and merriment,—
As if from no pleasing experiment

She rose, yet of pain not much heedful

So long as the process was needful,—

As if she had tried in a crucible,

To what ‘‘speeches like gold’’ were reducible,
And, finding the finest prove copper,

Felt the smoke in her face was but proper:
To know what she had not to trust to,
Was worth all the ashes and dust too.

She went out 'mid hooting and laughter;
Clement Marot stayed; I followed after,
And asked, as a grace, what it all meant?

100
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If she wished not the rash deed’s recalment?
““For I "—so0 I spoke—'‘ am a poet:
Human nature,—behoves that I know it!”’

She told me, ‘‘ Too long had I heard

Of the deed proved alone by the word:

For my love—what De Lorge would not dare!
With my scorn—what De Lorge could compare!
And the endless descriptions of death

He would brave when my lip formed a breath,

I must reckon as braved, or, of course, 130
Doubt his word—and moreover, perforce,

For such gifts as no lady could spurn,

Must offer my love in return.

When I looked on your lion, it brought

All the dangers at once to my thought,

Euncountered by all sorts of men,

Before he was lodged in his den,—

From the poor slave whose club or bare hands

Dug the trap, set the snare on the sands,

With no King and no Court to applaud, 140
By no shame, should he shrink, overawed,

Yet to capture the creature made shift,

That his rude boys might laugh at the gift,

—To the page who last leaped o’er the fence

Of the pit, on no groater pretence

Than to get back the bonnet he dropped,

Lest his pay for a week should be stopped.

8o, wiser I judged it to make

One trial what ‘ death for my sake ’

Really meant, while the power was yet minc, 150
Than to wait until time should define
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Such a phrase not so simply as I,

Who took it to mean just ¢ to die.’

The blow a glove gives is but weak:

Does the mark yet discolour my cheek?
But when the heart suffers a blow,

Will the pain pass so soon, do you know? *’

I looked, as away she was sweeping,

And saw a youth eagerly keeping

As close as he dared to the doorway. 160

No doubt that a noble should more weigh

His life than befits a plebeian;

And yet, had our brute been Nemean—

(I judge by a certain calm fervour

The youth stepped with, forward to serve her)

—He’d have scarce thought you did him the worst
turn

If you whispered ‘‘ Friend, what you'd get, first
earn!

And when, shortly after, she carried

Her shame from the Court, and they married,

To that marriage some happiness, maugre 17

The voice of the Court, I dared augur.

RosErT BROWNING.



Satirical and Humorous Poems
THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES

In ImrraTiON OoF THE TENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL.
Let Observation, with extensive view,

Survey mankind from China to Peru;

Remark each anxious toil, each eager strife,

And watch the busy scenes of crowded life;

Then say how hope and fear, desire and hate,
O’erspread with snares the clouded maze of fate,
Where wavering man, betray’d by venturous pride,
To tread the dreary paths without a guide,

As treacherous phantoms in the mist delude,
Shuns fancied ills, or chases airy good;

How rarely Reason guides the stubborn choice,
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the suppliant voice;
How nations sink, by darling schemes oppress’d,
‘When Vengeance listens to the fool's request;
Fate wings with every wish the afflictive dart,
Each gift of Nature, and each grace of Arb,
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows,

With fatal sweetness elocution flows,
Impeachment stops the speaker’s powerful breath,
And restless fire precipitates on death!

But, scarce observed, the knowing and the bold
Fall in the general massacre of gold;
Wide-wasting pest! that rages unconfined,

And crowds with crimes the records of mankind.

10
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For gold his sword the hireling ruffian draws,

For gold the hireling judge distorts the laws;
Woealth heap’d on wealth, nor truth, nor safety buys,
The dangers gather as the treasures rise.

Let history tell, where rival kings command,
And dubious title shakes the madded land,
When statutes glean the refuse of the sword,
How much more safe the vassal than the lord:
Low skulks the hind beneath the reach of power,
And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tower;
Untouch’d his cottage, and his slumbers sound,
Though Confiseation’s vultures hover round.

The needy traveiler, serene and gay,
Walks the wild heath, and sings his toil away.
Does envy seize thee? Crush the upbraiding joy,
Increase his riches, and his peace destroy—
Now fears in dire vicissitude invade,
The rustling brake alarms, and quivering shade;
Nor light nor darkness brings his pain relief,
One shows the plunder, and one hides the thief.
Yet still one general cry the sky assails,
And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales;
Few know the toiling statesman’s fear or care,
The insidious rival, and the gaping heir.

Once more, Demacritus! arise on earth,
With cheerful wisdom and instructive mirth;
See motley life in modern trappings dress’d,
And feed with varied fools the eternal jest:
Thou who could’st laugh where want enchain’d
caprice,

Toil crush’d conceit, and man was of a piece:

30
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Where wealth, unloved, without a mourner died;

And scarce a sycophant was fed by pride;

Where ne’er was known the form of mock debate,

Or seen a new-made mayor's unwieldy state;

Where change of favourites made no change of laws,

And senates heard before they judged a cause; 60

How wouldst thou shake at Britain’s modish tribe,

Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe!

Attentive, truth and nature to descry,

And pierce each scene with philosophic eye,

‘I'o thee were solemn toys or empty show

The robes of pleasure, and the veils of woe:

All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain,

Whose joys are causeless, or whose griefs are vain.
Such was the scorn that fill'd the sage’s mind,

Renew'd at every glance on humankind. 70

How just that scorn, e’er yet thy voice declare,

Search every state, and canvass every prayer.
Unnumber’d suppliants crowd Preferment’s gate,

Athirst for wealth, and burning to be great;

Delusive Fortune hears the incessant call,

They mount, they shine, evaporate, and fall.

On every stage the foes of peace attend,

Hate dogs their flight, and insult mocks their end.

Love ends with hope, the sinking statesman’s door

Pours in the morning worshipper no more; 80

For growing names the weekly seribbler lies,

Fo growing wealth the dedicator flies;

From every room descends the painted face,

That hung the bright Palladium of the place;

And smoked in kitchens, or in auctions sold,

To better features yields the frame of gold;
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For now no more we trace in every line
Heroiec worth, benevolence divine:
The form distorted justifies the fall,
And detestation rids the indignant wall.

But will not Britain hear the last appeal,
Sign her foes’ doom, or guard her favourites’ zeal?
Through Freedom’s sons no more remonstrance rings,
Degrading nobles, and controlling kings;
Our supple tribes repress their patriot throats,
And ask no questions, but the price of votes;
With weekly libels and septennial ale,
Their wish is full to riot and to rail.

In full-blown dignity see Wolsey stand,
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand!
To him the church, the realm, their powers consign,
Through him the rays of regal bounty shine;
Turn'd by his nod, the stream of honour flows,
His smile alone security bestows :
Still to new heights his restless wishes tower;
Claim leads to claim, and power advances power;
Till conquest unresisted ceased to please,
And rights submitted, left him none to seize.
At length his sovereign frowns—the train of state
Mark the keen glance, and watch the sign to hate;
Where'er he turns, he meets a stranger’s eye,
His suppliants scorn him, and his followers fly;
Now drops at once the pride of awful state,
The golden canopy, the glittering plate,
The regal palace, the luxurious board,
The liveried army, and the menial ‘ord.
With age, with cares, with maladies oppress’d,
He seeks the refuge of monastic rest.
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Grief aids disease, remember’d folly stings,
And his last sighs reproach the faith of kings. 120
Speak thou, whose thoughts at humble peace
repine,
Shall Wolsey’s wealth, with Wolsey’s end, be thine?
Or liv’st thou now, with safer pride content,
The wisest justice on the banks of Trent?
For why did Wolsey, near the steeps of Fate,
On weak foundations raise the enormous weight?
Why but to sink beneath Misfortune’s blow,
With louder ruin, to the gulphs below!
What gave great Villiers to the assassin’s knife,
And fix’d disease on Harley’s closing life? 130
What murder'd Wentworth, and what exiled Hyde,
By kings protected, and to kings allied?
‘What but their wish indulged, in eourts to shine,
And power too great to keep, or to resign!

When first the college rolls receive his name,
The young enthusiast quits his ease for fame;
Resistless burns the fever of renown,

Caught from the strong contagion of the gown:
O’er Bodley’s dome his future labours spread,
And Bacon’s mansion trembles o’er his head. 140
Are these thy views? Proceed, illustrious youth,
And Virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth!
Yet, should thy soul indulge the generous heat,
Till captive Science yields her last retreat;
Should Reason guide thee with her brightest ray,
And pour on misty Doubt resistless day;

Should no false kindness lure to loose delight,
Nor praise relax, nor difficulty fright;
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Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain,
And Sloth effuse her opiate fumes in vain; 150
Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart,
Nor claim the triumph of a letter’d heart;
Should no disease thy torpid veins invade,
Nor Melancholy’s phantoms haunt thy shade;
Yet hope not life from grief or danger free,
Nor think the doom of man reversed for thee:
Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes,
And pause a while from learning, to be wise;
There mark what ills the scholar’s life assail,
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail. 160
See nations, slowly wise, and meanly just,
To buried merit raise the tardy bust.
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend,
Hear Lydiat’s life, and Galileo’s end.
Nor deem, when Learning her last prize bestows,
The glittering eminence exempt from foes;
See, when the vulgar ’scapes, despised or awed,
Rebellion’s vengeful talons seize on Laud.
From meaner minds though smaller fines content,
The plunder’d palace, or sequester’d rent, 170
Mark’d out by dangerous parts he meets the shock,
And fatal Learning leads him to the block:
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep,
But hear his death, ye blockheads! hear and sleep.
The festal blazes, the triumphal show,
The ravish’d standard, and the captive foe, .
The senate’s thanks, the Gazette’s pompous tale,
With force resistless o’er the brave prevail.
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Asia whirl’d;
For such the steady Romans shook the world; 180
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For such in distant lands the Britons shine,

And stain with blood the Danube or the Rhine;

This power has praise, that virtue scarce can warm,

Till Fame supplies the universal charm.

Yet Reason frowns on War’s unequal game,

Where wasted nations raise a single name,

And mortgaged ‘states their grandsires’ wreaths
regret,

From age to age in everlasting debt;

Wreaths which at last the dear-bought right convey

To rust on medals, or on stones decay. ’ 190

On what foundation stands the warrior’s pride,
How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide;
A frame of adamant, a soul of fire,
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire;
O’er love, o’er fear, extends his wide domain,
Unconquer’d lord of pleasure and of pain;
No joys to him pacific sceptres yield,
War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field;
Behold surrounding kings their powers combine,
And one capitulate, and one resign; 200
Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in vain :
* Think nothing gain’d,” he cries, ‘till nought remain,
On Moscow’s walls till Gothic standards fly,
And all be mine beneath the polar sky.’
The march begins in military state,
And nations on his eye suspended wait;
Stern Famine guards the solitary coast,
And Winter barricades the realms of Frost;
He comes, nor want nor cold his course delay;
Hide, blushing Glory! hide Pultowa’s day:, 210
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The vanquish’d hero leaves his broken bands,
And shows his miseries in distant lands;
Condemn’d a needy supplicant to wait,

While ladies interpose, and slaves debate.

But did not Chance at length her error mend?
Did no subverted empire mark his end?

Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound,

Or hostile millions press him to the ground?
His fall was destined to a barren strand,

A petty fortress, and a dubious hand;

He left the name at which the world grew pale,
To point a moral, or adorn a tale.

All times their scenes of pompous woe afford,
From Persia’s tyrant to Bavaria’s lord.
In gay hostility, and barbarous pride,
With half mankind embattled at his side,
Great Xerxes comes to seize the certain prey,
And starves exhausted regions in his way;
Attendant Flattery counts his myriads o’er,
Till counted myriads soothe his pride no more;
Fresh praise is tried, till madness fires his mind,
The waves he lashes, and enchains the wind;
New powers are claim’d, new powers are still

bestow’d,

Till rude resistance lops the spreading god;
The daring Greeks deride the martial show,
And heap their valleys with the gaudy foe;
The insulted sea with humbler thoughts he gains,
A single skiff to speed his flight remains;
The encumber’d oar scarce leaves the dreaded coast
Th1:ough purple billows and a floating host.
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The bold Bavarian, in a luckless hour,
Tries the dread summits of Ceesarean power,
With unexpected legions bursts away,
And sees defenceless realms receive his sway:
Short sway! fair Austria spreads her mournful

charms,

The Queen, the Beauty, sets the world in arms;
From hill to hill the beacon’s rousing blaze
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praise;
The fierce Croatian, and the wild Hussar,
With all the sons of ravage, crowd the war;
The baffled prince, in Honour’s flattering bloom,
Of hasty greatness finds the fatal doom,
His foes’ derision, and his subjects’ blame,
And steals to death from anguish and from shame.

Enlarge my life with multitude of days,—
In health, in sickness, thus the suppliant prays,
Hides from himself his state, and shuns to know
That life protracted is protracted woe.
Time hovers o’er, mmpatient to destroy,
And shuts up all the passages of joy:
In vain their gifts the bounteous seasons pour,
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flower;
With listless eyes the dotard views the store—
He views, and wonders that they please no more.
Now pall the tasteless meats and joyless wines,
And Luxury with sighs her slave resigns.
Approach, ye minstrels! try the soothing®strain,
Diffuse the tuneful lenitives of pain:
No sounds, alas! would touch the impervious ear,

Though dancing mountains witness’d Orpheus near:

8
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Nor lute nor lyre his feeble powers attend,

Nor sweeter music of a virtuous friend;

But everlasting dictates crowd his tongue,

Perversely grave, or positively wrong;

The still returning tale, and lingering jest,

Perplex the fawning niece and pamper’d guest;

While growing hopes scarce awe the gathering sneer,

And scarce a legacy can bribe to hear;

The watchful guests still hint the last offence,

The daughter’s petulance, the son’s expense, 280

Improve his heady rage with treacherous skill,

And mould his passions till they make his will.
Unnumber’d maladies his joints invade,

Lay siege to life, and press the dire blockade;

But unextinguish’d Avarice still remains,

And dreaded losses aggravate his pains;

He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands,

His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands;

Or views his coffers with suspicious eyes,

Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 290
But grant, the virtues of a temperate prime

Bless with an age exempt from scorn or erime—

An age that melts with unperceived decay,

And glides in modest innocence away,

Whose peaceful day Benevolence endears,

Whose night congratulating Conscience cheers;

The general favourite as the general friend:

Such age there is, and who shall wish its end? .
Yet o’en on this her load Misfortune flings,
To press the weary minutes’ flagging wings; 300

New sorrow rises as the day returns,
A sister sickens, or a daughter mourns.
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Now kindred Merit fills the sable bier,

Now lacerated Friendship claims a tear;

Year chases year, decay pursues decay,

Still drops some joy from withering life away;
New forms arise, and different views engage,
Superfluous lags the veteran on the stage,

Till pitying Nature signs the last release,

And bids afflicted worth retire to peace.

But few there are whom hours like these await,
Who set unclouded in the gulphs of Fate.
From Lydia’s monarch should the search descend,
By Solon caution’d to regard his ond,
In life’s last scene what prodigies surprise,
Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise !
From Marlborough'’s eyes the streams of dotage flow,
And Swift expires a driveller and a show.

The teeming mother, anxious for her race,
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face:
Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty spring;
And Sedley cursed the form that pleased a king.
Ye nymphs of rosy lips and radiant eyes,
Whom pleasure keeps too busy to be wise,
‘Whom joys with soft varieties invite,
By day the frolie, and the dance by night,
Who frown with vanity, who smile with art,
And ask the latest fashion of the heart;
What care, what rules your heedless charms shall

save,

Each nymph your rival, and each youth your slave?
Against your fame, with Fondness Hate combines,
The rival batters, and the lover mines.
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With distant voice neglected Virtue calls,

Less heard and less, the faint remonstrance falls;

Tired with contempt, she quits the slippery reign,

And Pride and Prudence take her seat in vain;

In crowd at once, where none the pass defend,

The harmless freedom and the private friend.

The guardians yield, by force superior plied—

To Interest, Prudence; and to Flattery, Pride. 340
Here Beauty falls betray’d, despised, distress’d,

And hissing Infamy proclaims the rest.

Where, then, shall Hope and Fear their objects
find?

Must dull suspense corrupt the stagnant mind?
Must helpless man, in ignorance sedate,
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate?
Must no dislike alarm, no wishes rise,
No cries invoke the mercies of the skies?
Inquirer, cease! petitions yet remain,
Which Heaven may hear, nor deem Religion vain. 350
Still raise for good the supplicating voice,
But leave to Heaven the measure and the choice;
Safe in His power, whose eyes discern afar
'The secret ambush of a specious prayer,
Implore His aid, in His decisions rest,
Secure whate’er He gives, He gives the best.
Yet when the sense of sacred presence fires,
And strong devotion to the skies aspires, .
Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind,
Obedient passions, and a will resigr’d; 860
For love, which scarce collective man can fill;
For patience, sovereign o’er transmuted ill;
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For faith, that, panting for a happier seat,

Caunts death kind Nature’s signal of retreat:

These goods for man the laws of Heaven ordain,
These goods He grants, who grants the power to gain;
With these celestial Wisdom calms the mind,

And makes the happiness she does not find,

SAMUEL JOHNSON.

HUDIBRAS

When civil dudgeon first grew high,

And men fell out they knew not why;

When hard words, jealousies, and fears

Set folks together by the ears;

When Gospel-trumpeter, surrounded

With long-ear’d rout, to battle sounded;

And pulpit, drum ecclesiastic,

Was beat with fist, instead of a stick;

Then did Sir Knight abandon dwelling,

And out he rode a-colonelling. 10

A wight he was, whose very sight weuld
Entitle him Mirror of Knighthood,.
That never bow’d his stubborn knee-
To anything but chivalry,
Nor put up blow, but that which laid
Right Worshipful on shoulder-blade;
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Chief of domestic knights and errant,
Either for chartel or for warrant;

Great on the bench, great in the saddle
That could as well bind o’er as swaddie;
Mighty he was at both of these,

And styl'd of War, as well as Peace:
(So some rats, of amphibious nature,
Are either for the land or water.)

But here our Authors make a doubt
Whether he were more wise or stout:
Some hold the one, and some the other,
But, howsoe’er they make a pother,
The diff'rence was so small, his brain
Outweigh’d his rage but half a grain;
Which made some take him for a tool
That knaves do work with, call’'d a Fool.
For’t has been held by many, that

As Montaigne, playing with his cat,
Complains she thought him but an ass,
Much more she would Sir Hudibras:
(For that’s the name our valiant Knight
To all his challenges did write).

But they’re mistaken very much;

"Tis plain enough he was not such.

We grant, although he had much wit,
H’ was very shy of using it,

As being loth to wear it out,

And therefore bore it not about;

Unless on holydays or so,

As men their best apparel do.

Beside, 'tis known he could speak Greek
As naturally as pigs squeak;

20
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That Latin was no more difficile,
Than to a blackbird ’tis to whistle:
Being rich in both, he never scanted
His bounty unto such as wanted;
But much of either would afford

To many that had not one word.

He was in logic a great critic,
Profoundly skill’'d in analytic;
He could distinguish, and divide
A hair ’twixt south and south-west side;
On either which he would dispute,
Confute, change hands, and still confute:
He’d undertake to prove, by force
Of argument, a man’s no horse;
He’d prove a buzzard is no fowl,
And that a lord may be an owl;
A calf an alderman, a goose a justice,
And rooks Committee-men and Trustees.
He’d run in debt by disputation,
And pay with ratiocination:
All this by syllogism, true
In mood and figure he would do.

For his religion, it was fit
To match his learning and his wit:
'Twas Presbyterian true blue;
For he was of that stubborn crew
Of errant saints, whom all men grant
To be the true Church Militant;
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Such as do build their faith upon

The holy text of pike and gun;

Decide all controversies by

Infallible artillory; 80
And prove their doctrine orthodox,

By Apostolic blows, and knocks;

Call fire and sword, and desolation,

A godly, thorough Reformation,

Which always must be carried on,

And still be doing, never done;

As if Religion were intended

For nothing else but to be mended:

A sect whose chief devotion lies

In odd perverse antipathies; 90
In falling out with that or this,

And finding somewhat still amiss;

More peevish, cross, and splenetic,
Than dog distract, or monkey sick:

That with more care keep holyday

The wrong, than others the right way;
Compound for sins they are inclin’d to,
By damning those they have no mind to:
Still so perverse and opposite,

Asg if they worshipp’d God for spite: 100
The self-same thing they will abhor

One way, and long another for:

Freewill they one way disavow,

Another, nothing else allow:

All piety consists therein

In them, in other men all sin*

Rather than fail, they will defy

That which they love most tenderly;
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Quarrel with minc’d-pies, and disparage

Their best and dearest friend, plum-porridge; 110
Fat pig and goose itself oppose,

And blaspheme custard through the nose.

SAMUEL BUTLER.

DEATH'S RAMBLE

One day the dreary old King of Death
Inclined for some sport with the carnal,

8o he tied a puck of darts on his back,
And quietly stole from his charnel.

His head was bald of flesh and of hair,
His body was lean and lank,

His joints at each stir made a crack, and the cur
Took a gnaw, by the way, at his shank.

And what did he do with his deadly darts,
-+ This goblin of grisly bone? 10
He dabbled and spill'd man's blood, and he klll’d )

\ Like a butcher that kills his own.
-
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The first he slaughter’d it made him laugh
(For the man was a coffin-maker)
o_think how the mutes, and men in black suits,
Y Would mourn for an undertaker.

-

Death saw two Quakers sitting at church;
Quoth he, ** We shall not differ,” ‘

‘And he let them alone, like figures of stone,
For he could not make them stiffer.

He saw two duellists going to fight,
In fear they could not smother;

And he shot one through at once—for he knew
They never would shoot each other.

He met a coachman driving his coach
And he gave a snore infernal;

Baid Death, ‘‘ He may keep his breath, for/];s sleep
Can never be more eternal.”

S -

He met a coachman driving his coach
So slow, that his fare grew sick;
| But he let him stray on his tedious way, _
. For Death only wars on the quick.

——

Death saw a toll-man taking & toll,
In the spirit of his fraternity:

But he knew that sort of man would extort,
Though summon’d to all eternity.
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,
He found an author writing his life,

|

But he let him write no further;
For Death, who strikes whenever he likes,
Is jealous of all self-murther!

Death saw a patient that pulled out his purse,
And a doctor that took the sum;

But he let them be—for he knew that the ‘‘ fee ’’
Was a prelude to “jﬂv ** and ‘‘ fum}

He met a dustman ringing a bell,

And he gave him a mortal thrust;
For himself, by law, since Adam’s ﬂaw
' Is contractor for all our dust.

He saw a sailor mixing his grog,
And he mark’d him out for slaughter;

For on water he scarcely had cared for Death,
And never on rum-and-water.

Death saw two players playing at cards,
But the game wasn’t worth a dump,
For he quickly laid them flat with a spade

To wait for the final trump!  °

TroMas Hoob.
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STRAY PLEASURES

By their floating mill,
That lies dead and still,
Behold yon Prisoners three,
The Miller with two Dames, on the breast of the
Thames!
The platform is small, but gives room for them all;
And they’re dancing merrily.

From the shore come the notes
To their mill where it floats,
To their house and their mill tethered fast:
To the small wooden isle where, their work to beguile, 10
They from morning to even take whatever is given;—
And many a blithe day they have past.

In sight of the spires,

All alive with the fires
‘Of the sun going down to his rest,
In the broad open eye of the solitary sky,
They dance,—there are three, as jocund as free,
‘While they dance on the calm river’s breast.

Man and Maidens wheel,

They themselves make the reel, 20
And their music’s a prey which they seize;
It plays not for them,—what matter? ’tis theirs;
And if they had care, it has scattered their cares
While they dance, erying, ‘‘ Long as ye please!’’
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They dance not for me,
Yet mine is their glee!
Thus pleasure is spread through the earth
In stray gifts to be claimed by whoever shall find;
Thus a rich loving-kindness, redundantly kind,
Moves all nature to gladness and mirth. 80

The showers of the spring

Rouse the birds, and they sing;
If the wind do but stir for his proper delight,
Each leaf, that and this, his neighbour will kiss;
Each wave, one and t’other, speeds after his brother;
They are happy, for that is their right!

WirLiaM WORDSWORTH.

YARROW UNVISITED

From Stirling Castle we had seen

The mazy Forth unravelled;

Had trod the banks of Clyde, and Tay,
And with the Tweed had travelled;
And when we came to Clovenford,
Then said my ‘‘ winsome Marrow,”

‘ Whate'er betide, we'll turn aside,
And see the Braes of Yarrow.”’
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‘“ Let Yarrow folk, frae Selkirk town,

Who have been buying, selling, 10
Go back to Yarrow, ’tis their own;

Each maiden to her dwelling!

On Yarrow’s banks let herons feed,

Hares couch, and rabbits burrow!

But we will downward with the Tweed,

Nor turn aside to Yarrow.

‘‘ There's Galla Water, Leader Haughs,

Both lying right before us;

And Dryborough, where with chiming Tweed

The lintwhites sing in chorus; 20
There’s pleasant Tiviot-dale, a land

Made blithe with plough and harrow;

‘Why throw away a needful day

To go in search of Yarrow?

‘‘ What's Yarrow but a river bare,

That glides the dark hills under?

There are a thousand such elsewhere

As worthy of your wonder.”’

—Strange words they seemed of slight and scorn;

My True-love sighed for sorrow; B8O
And looked me in the face, to think

I thus could speak of Yarrow!

‘“ Oh! green,” said I, ‘‘ are Yarrow’s holms,
And sweet is Yarrow’s flowing!

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, .
But we will leave it growing.

‘O’er hilly path, and open Strath,

‘We'll wander Scotland thorough;
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But, though so near, we will not turn
Into the dale of Yarrow.

‘“ Let beeves and home-bred kine partake
The sweets of Burn-mill meadow;

The swan on still St. Mary’s Lake

Float double, swan and shadow!

We will not see them; will not go,
To-day, nor yet to-morrow;

Enough if in our hearts we know

There's such a place as Yarrow.

‘“ Be Yarrow stream unseen, unknown!
It must, or we shall rue it:

‘We have a vision of our own;

Ah! why should we undo it?

The treasured dreams of times long past,
We'll keep them, winsome Marrow !

For when we’re there, although ‘tis fair,
'Twill be another Yarrow!

‘. If Care with freezing years should come,
And wandering seem but folly,—

Should we be loth to stir from home,

And yet be melancholy;

Should life be dull, and spirits low,

"Twill soothe us in our sorrow,

That earth has something yet to show,
The bonny holms of Yarrow!"

WiLLIAM WORDSWORTH.
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THE PRIMROSE OF THE ROCK

A Rock there is whose homely front
The passing traveller slights;

Yet there the glow-worms hang their lamps,
Liko stars, at various heights;

And one coy Primrose to that Rock
The vernal breeze invites.

What hideous warfare hath been waged,

What kingdoms overthrown,
Since first I spied that Primrose-tuft

And marked it for my own; 10
A lasting link in Nature’s chain

From highest heaven let down!

The flowers, still faithful to the stems,
Their fellowship renew;

The stems are faithful to the root,
That worketh out of view;

And to the rock the root adheres
In every fibre true.

Close clings to earth the living rock,

Though threatening still to fall; 20
The earth is constant to her sphere;

And God upholds them all:
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So blooms this lonely Plant, nor dreads
Her annual funeral.

Here closed the meditative strain;
But air breathed soft that day,
The hoary mountain-heights were cheered,
The sunny vale looked gay;
And to the Primrose of the Rock
I gave this after-lay.

I sang—Let myriads of bright flowers,
Like Thee, in field and grove
Revive unenvied ;—mightier far

Than tremblings that reprove
Our vernal tendencies to hope,

Is God’s redeeming love;

That love which changed—for wan disease,
For sorrow that had bent
O’er hopeless dust, for withered age—
Their moral element,
And turned the thistles of a curse
To types beneficent.

Sin-blighted though we are, we too,

The reasoning Sons of Men,
From one oblivious winter called

Shall rise, and breathe again;
And in eternal summer lose

Our threescore years and ten.
9
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To humbleness of heart descends
This prescience from on high,

The faith that elevates the just,
Before and when they die;

And makes each soul a separate heaven,
A court for Deity.

WiLLiaM WORDSWORTH.

POWER OF MUSIC

An Orpheus! an Orpheus! yes, Faith may grow bold,

And take to herself all the wonders of old;—

Near the stately Pantheon you’ll meet with the same

In the street that from Oxford hath borrowed its
name.

His station is there; and he works on the crowd,

He sways them with harmony merry and loud;

He fills with his power all their hearts to the brim—
Was aught ever heard like his fiddle and him?

‘What an eager assembly! what an empire is this!
The weary have life, and the hungry have bliss;
The mourner is cheered, and the anxious have rest;
And the guilt-burthened soul is no longer opprest.

50
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As the Moon brightens round her the clouds of the
. night,
8o He, where he stands, is a centre of light;
It gleams on the face, there, of dusky-browed Jack,
And the pale-visaged Baker’s, with basket on back.

That errand-bound ’'Prentice was passing in haste—
What matter! he’s caught—and his time runs to

waste;
The Newsman is stopped, though he stops on the fret;
Aund the half-breathless Lamplighter—he’s in the net! 20

The Porter sits down on the weight which he bore;
The Lass with her barrow wheels hither her store;—
If a thief could be here he might pilfer at ease;
She sees the Musician, ’'tis all that she sees!

He stands, backed by the wall;—he abates not his din;

His hat gives him vigour, with boons dropping in,

From the old and the young, from the poorest; and
there |

The one-pennied Boy has his penny to spare.

‘O blest are the hearers, and proud be the hand

Ot the pleasure it spreads through so thankful a band; 30

I'am glad for him, blind as he is!—all the while

If they speak ’tis to praise, and they praise with a
smile.
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That tall Man, & giant in bulk and in height,

Not an inch of his bedy is free from delight;

Can he keep himself still, if he would? oh, not he!
The music stirs in him like wind through a tree.

Mark that Cripple who leans on his crutch; like a
tower
That long has leaned forward, leans hour after hour!—
Tnat Mother, whose spirit in fetters is bound,
While she dandles the Babe in her arms to the sound. 4¢

Now, coaches and chariots! roar on like a stream;
Here are twenty souls happy as souls in a dream:
They are deaf to your murmurs—they care not for you,
Nor what ye are flying, nor what ye pursue!

WiLLiAM WORDSWORTLE.

THE AFFLICTION OF MARGARET

[y

I

Where art thou, my beloved Son,

Wkere art thou, worse to me thar dead?
Oh find maJ, prosperous or undone !

Or, if the grave be now thy bed,

Why am I ignorant of the same

That I may rest; and neither blame

Nor sorrow may attend thy name?
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I

Seven years, alas!| to have received

No tidings of an only child;

To have despaired, have hoped, believed, 10
And been for evermore beguiled ;

Sometimes with thoughts of very bliss!

CI catch at them, and then I miss;

Was ever darkness like to this?)

1

He was among the prime in worth, (,“«“" b
An object beauteous to behold ;
Well born, well bred; I sent him forth
’ Ingenuous, innocent, and bold:
Tf things ensued that wanted grace,
As hath been said, they were not base; 20
And never blush was on my face.

Ah! little doth the young-one dream,

When full of play and childish cares,

What power is in his wildest scream,

Heard by his mother unawares |

He knows it not, he cannot guess:
C_Years to a mother bring distress;

But do not make her love the lesg
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v

Negleet me! no, I suffered long

From that ill thought; and, being blind,
Said, ‘‘ Pride shall help me in my wrong:
Kind mother have I been, as kind

As ever breathed: *’ and that is true;
I’ve web my path with tears like dew,
Weeping for him when no one knew.

VI

My Son, if thou be humbled, poor,
Hopeless of honour and of gain,

Oh! do not dread thy mother’s door;
Think not of me with grief and pain:
T now can see with better eyes;

And worldly grandeur I despise,
And fortune with her gifts and lies.

viI

Alas! the fowls of heaven have wings,
And blast~ 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 anc sea,

And wishes, vain as mine, may be

All that is left to comfort theey
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VI

Perhaps some dungeon hears thee 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 mates, to keep
An incommunicable sleep.

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 passj
I question things, and do not find

One that will answer to my mind;
And all the world appears unkind.

’
v

A
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XI

éayond participation lie

My troubles, and beyond relief:

If any chance to heave a sigh,

They pity me, and not my gr@
Then come to me, my Son, or’send
Some tidings that my woes may end;
I have no other earthly friend!

‘WiLLiaM WORDSWORTH.

THE CLOUD

T bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,
From the seas and the streams;

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid
In their noon-day dreams.

From my wings are shaken the dews that waken
The sweet birds every one,

When rocked to rest on their mother’s breast,
As she dances about the sun.

I wield the flail of the lashing hail,
And whiten the green plains under, 10

And then again T dissolve it in rain,
And laugh as I pass in thunder.
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I sift the snow on the mountains below,
And their great pines groan aghast;
And all the night ’tis my pillow white,
While I sleep in the arms of the blast.
Sublime on the towers of my skyey bowers,
Lightning my pilot sits;
In a cavern under is fettered the thurder,
It struggles and howls at fits; 20

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion,
This pilot is guiding me,
Lured by the love of the genii that move
In the depths of the purple sea;
Over the rills, and the crage, and the hills,
Over the lakes and the plains,
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream,
The Spirit he loves remains:
And I all the while bask in heaven’'s blue smile,
Whilst he is dissolving in rains. 80

The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes,
And his burning plumes outspread,
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack,
When the morning star shines dead;
As on the jag of a mountain crag,
Which an earthquake rocks and swings,
An eagle alit one moment may sit
In the light of its golden wings.
Ahd when Sunset may breathe, from the lit sea
beneath,

Tts ardours of rest and of love, . 40
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And the crimson pall of eve may fall
From the depth of heaven above,
With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest,
As still as a brooding dove.

That orbéd maiden with white fire laden,
Whom mortals call the moon,

Glides glimmering o’er my fleece-like floor,
By the midnight breezes strewn;

And wherever the beat of her unseen feet,
Which only the angels hear, 50

Muy have broken the woof of my tent’s thin roof,
The stars peep behind her and peer;

And T laugh to see them whirl and flee,
Like a swarm of golden bees,

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent,
Till the ealm rivers, lakes, and seas,

Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high,
Are each paved with the moon and these.

I bind the sun's throne with a burning zone,
And the moon’s with a girdle of pearl; 60
The volcanoes are dim, and the stars recel and swim,
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl.
From cape io cape, with a bridge-like shape,
Over a torrent sea, R
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof,—
The mountains its coluruns be.
The triunzphal arch through which I march
With hurricane, fire and snow,
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When the powers of the air are chained to my chair,

Is the million-coloured bow: 70
The sphere-fire above its soft eolours wove,

While the moist earth was laughing below.

I am the daughter of Earth and Water,
And the nursling of the Sky;
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores;
I change, but I cannot die.
For after the rain when with never a stain,
The pavilion of Heaven is bare,
And the winds and sunbeams with their convex
gleams,
Build up the blue dome of air, 80
I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,
And out of the caverns of rain,
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the
tomb,

I arise and unbuild it again.

Percy BysSHE SHELLEY.

CHORUS

FroMm Hellas

In the great morning of the world,

The spirit of God with might unfurl’d

The flag of Freedoin over Chaos,
And all its banded anarchs fled,
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Like vultures frighted from Imaus
Before an earthquake’s tread.—
So from Time’s tempestuous dawn
Freedom’s splendour burst and shone:—
Thermopyle and Marathon
Caught, like mountains beacon-lighted,
The springing fire. The winged glory
On Philippi half-alighted,
Like an eagle on a promontory.
Its unwearied wings could fan
The quenchless ashes of Milan.
From age to age, from man to man,
It lived; and lit from land to land
Florence, Albion, Switzerland.
Then night fell; and, as from night,
Re-assuming fiery flight,
From the West swift Freedom came,
Against the course of Heaven and doom,
A second sun array’d in flame,
To burn, to kindle, to illume.
From far Atlantis its young beams
Chased the shadows and the dreams.
France, with all her sanguine steams,
Hid, but quench’d it not; again
Through clouds its shafts of glory rain
From utmost Germany to Spain.
As an eagle fed with morning
Scorns the embattled tempest’s warning,
When she seeks her aiéry hanging
In the mountain-cedar’s hair,
And her brood expeet the clanging
Of her wings through the wild air,

10
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Sick with famine :—Freedom so
To what of Greece remaineth now
Returns; her hoary ruins glow
Like Orient mountains lost in day;
Beneath the safety of her wings
Her renovated nurselings play,
And in the naked lightnings

Of truth they purge their dazzled eyes.

Let Freedom leave,—where’er she flies,
A Desert, or a Paradise:

Let the beautiful and the brave

Share her glory, or a grave.

PErcy BYSSHE SHELLEY.

SONG

Rarely, rarely, comest thou,
Spirit of Delight!
‘Wherefore hast thcu left me now
Many a dey and night?
Many a weary night and day
'Tis since thou art fled away.

141
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How shall ever one like me
Win thee back again?
With the joyous and the free
Thou wilt scoff at pain.
Spirit fa]sel@hou hast forgot
All but those who need thee not

As a lizard with the shade
Of a trembling leaf,
Thou with sorrow art dismay’d;
(Even the sighs of grief
Reproach thee, that thou art not near,
And reproach thou wilt not hea.r)

(Let me set my mournful ditty
To a merry measure,
Thou wilt never come for pity,
Thou wilt come for pleasure,
Pity then will cut away 1
Those cruel wings, and thou wilb st@

I love all that thou lovest,
Spirit of Delight!
The fresh Earth in new leaves drest,
And the starry night;
Autumn evening, and the morn
‘When the golden mists are born.

I love snow, and all the forms
Of the radiant frost;

I love waves, and winds, and storms,
Every thing almost

10

20
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Which is Nature's, and may be
Untainted by man’s misery.

I love tranquil solitude,
And such society
As is_quiet, wise and good;
@etween thee and me 40
What difference? but thou dost possess
The things I seek, not love them lelis)

I love Love—though he has wings,
And like light can flee,
But above all other things,
Spirit, I love thee—
Thou art love and life! O come,
Make once more my heart thy home.

PeroY BYSSHE SHELLEY.

SOUND THE LOUD- TIMBREL
MIRIAM'S SONG

Sound the loud Timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea !
Jehovah has triumph’d—his people are free.
Sing—for the pride of the Tyrant is broken,

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave-
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How vain was their boast, for the Lord hath but spoken,

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave.
Sound the loud Timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea;
Jehovah has triumph’d—his people are free.

Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord !
His word was our arrow, his breath was our sword.—
Who shall return to tell Egypt the story
Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride?
For the Lord hath look’d out from his pillar of glory,
And all her brave thousands are dash’d in the tide.
Sound the loud Timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea;
Jehovah has triumph’d—his people are free!

Traomas Moore.

PRO PATRIA MORI

When he who adores thee has left but the name
Of his fault and his sorrows behind,

O! say wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame
Of a life that for thee was resigned?

Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn,
Thy tears shall efface their decree;

For, Heaven can witness, though guilty to them,
I have been but too faithful to thee.

10



LYRIC POEMS 145

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love;
Every thought of my reason was thine: 10
In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above
Thy name shall be mingled with mine |
O blest are the lovers and friends who shall live
The days of thy glory to see;
But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give
Ta the pride of thus dying for thee.

THOMAS MOORE.

t

THE ISLES OF GREECE
FroMm Don Juan, Canto I11.

1

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece!
Where burning Sappho loved and sung,
‘Where grew the arts of war and peace,
Where Delos rose, and g_l;ggus sprung |
Eternal summer gilds them yet, g
But all, except their sun, is set.

2

The Scian snd the Teiay mus@)lr
The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute,™ -
Have found the fameAyour shores refuse,
Their place of birth alone is mute 10

10
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To sounds which echo further west
Than your sires’ ‘‘ Islands of the Blest."’

3

" The mountains look on Marathon—

And Marathon looks on the sea;-
And musing there an hour alone,

'+ I dream’d that Greece might still be free, '

‘(F or standing on the Persians’ grave,

I could not deem myself a sla.veﬁ

£

4

. A king sate on the rocky brow

Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis;
And ships, by thousands, lay below,

And men in nations;—all were his!
He counted them at bresk of day—
And when the sun set where were they?

5

And where arc they? and where art thou,
My country? On thy voiceless shore
The heroic lay is i{i}eless now—
The heroic bosom beats pn more!
And must thy lyre, so so_long divine,
Degenerate into hands like mine ?)

20

30
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6

(_'Tis something, in the dearth of fame, -,
Though link’d among a fetter’d race,,
To feel at least a patriot’s shame,
Even as I sing, suffuse my face}
For what is left the poet here? .’
For Greeks a blush—for Greece & tear.

7 .

Must we but weep o’er days more blest?
Must e but blush ?—Our fathers bled.
“Earth! render back from out thy breast
- A remnant of our Spartan dead! 40
Of the three hundred grant but three,
To make a new Thetmopylaap )

8

What, silent still? and silent all? S
Ah! no;—the voices of the dead .
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, i
And answer, ‘‘ Let one living head,
But one arise,—we come, we comel”’
"Tis but the living who are dumb.

Q

In vain;in vain :4strikep other chords‘;
Fill high the cup with Samian wine! 50
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Leave battles to the Turkish hordes,
And shed the blood of Scio’s vinel

Hark| rising to the ignoble call—

How answers each bold Bacchanal |

10

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet;
Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone?
Of two such lessons, why forget
The nobler and the manlier one‘@
You have the letlers Cadmus gave—7-
Think ye he meant them for a slave) 60

11 .

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!
We will not think of themes like these!
It made Anacreon’s song divine;
He served—but served Polycrates—
A tyrant; but our masters then
Were still, at least, our countrymen.

12

The tyrant of the Chersonese . . ..
Was freedom’s best and bravest £nend
That tyrant was Miltiades!
('Oh! that the present hour would lend 70
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Another despot of the kind!
Such chains as his were sure to binp

13

, !
.ﬁ@-u.(

Fill high the bowl with Sarman wine!
On Suli’s rock, and Parga’s shore,.
Exists the remnant of a line
Such as the Doric mothers bore; «

( And there, perhaps, some seed is sown,

The Heracleidan blood might own_)

14

Trust not for freedom to the Franke—
They have a king who buys and sells;
In native swords, and native ranks, °
The only hope of courage dwells:

(_But Turkish force, and Latin fraud, }’S ek §

Would bresk your shield, however broad

15

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!

Our virging dance beneath the shade—
I see their glorious black eyes shine;

But gazing on each glowing maid,
My own the burning tear-drop la_gp_s_,tnua
To think such breasts must suckle slaves.

149
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.. 16

N e

(Where nothing, save the waves and I,
May hear our mutual murmurs sweep;

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine!

Lorp Byron.

““0 CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN!”

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done!

The ship has weathered every wrack. the prize we
sought is won.

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and
daring.

But O heart! heart! heart!

Leave you not the little &pot
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.
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O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells!

Rise up! for you the flag is flung, for you the bugle
trills : 10

For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths, for you the
shores a-crowding:

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces
turning.

O Captain! dear father!

This arm I push beneath you.

It is some dream that on the deck
You’ve fallen cold and dead!

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still :

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor
will.

But the ship, the ship is anchored safe, its voyage closed
and done:

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object

won | 20
Exult, O shores! and ring, O bells!
But I, with silent tread,
Walk the spot my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

WaLt WnITMAN.
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MIMNERMUS IN CHURCH *

You promise heavens free from strife,
Pure truth, and perfect change of will;
But sweet, sweet is this human life,
So sweet, I fain would breathe it still;
Your chilly stars I can forgo,
This warm kind world is all I know.

You say there is no substance here,
One great reality above:

Back from that void I shrink in fear,
And child-like hide myself in love:

Show me what angels feel. Till then,

I cling, a mere weak man, to men.

You bid me lift my mean desires

From faltering lips and fitful veins
To sexless souls, ideal quires,

Unwearied voices, wordless strains:
My mind with fonder welcome owns
One dear dead friend’s remembered tones.

Forsooth the present we must give
To that which cannot pass away;

All veauteous things for which we live
By laws of time and space decay;

But oh, the very reason why

I clasp them, is because they die.

WiLLiaM JounsoN Cory.

10

20

* Reproduced from Cory's Ionmica by kind permission of Messrs.
George Allen and Unwin, Ltd., Publishers.
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SIR GALAHAD

My good blade carves the casques of men,
My tough lance thrusteth sure,

My strength is as the strength of ten,
Because my heart is pure.

The shattering trumpet shrilleth high,
The hard brands shiver on the steel,
The splinter’d spear-shafts crack and fly,

The horse and rider reel :
They reel, they roll in clanging lists,
And when the tide of combat stands,
Perfume and flowers fall in showers,
That lightly rain from ladies’ hands.

How sweet are looks that ladies bend
On whom their favours falll
For them I battle till the end,
To save from shame and thrall:
But all my heart is drawn above,

My knees are bow'd in crypt and shrine:

I never felt the kiss of love,
Nor maiden’s hand in mine.
More bounteous aspects on me beam,
Me mightier transports move and thrill;
So keep I fair thro’ faith and prayer
A virgin heart in work and will.
. When down the stormy crcscent goes,
A light before me swims,
Between dark stems the forest glows,
I hear a noise of hymns:

153
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Then by some secret shrine I ride;
I hear a voice but none are there;
The stalls are void, the doors are wide,
The tapers burning fair.
Fair gleams the snowy altar-cloth,
The silver vessels sparkle clean,
The shrill bell rings, the censer swings,
And solemn chaunts resound between.

Sometimes on lonely mountain-meres
I find a magic bark;

I leap on board: no helmsman steers:
I float till all is dark.

A gentle sound, an awful light!
Three angels bear the holy Grail:

With folded feet, in stoles of white,
On sleeping wings they sail.

Ah, blessed vision! blood of God!
My spirit beats her mortal bars,

As down dark tides the glory slides,
And star-like mingles with the stars.

‘When on my goodly charger borne
Thro’ dreaming towns I go,
The cock crows ere the Christmas morn,
The streets are dumb with snow.
The tempest crackles on the leads,
And, ringing, springs from bra~d and mail;
But o’er the dark a glory spreads,
And gilds the driving hail.

30

40
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I leave the plain, I climb the height;
No branchy thicket shelter yields;
But blessed forms in whistling storms

Fly o’er waste fens and windy fields.

A maiden knight—to me is given
Such hope, I know not fear;

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven
That often mect me here.

I muse on joy that will not cease,
Pure spaces clothed in living beams,

Pure lilies of eternal peace,
Whose odours haunt my dreams;

And, stricken by an angel’s hand,
This mortal armour that I wear,

This weight and size, this heart and eyes,

Are touch’d, are turn’d to finest air.

The clouds are broken in the sky,
And thro’ the mountain-walls

A rolling organ-harmony
Swells up, and shakes and falis.

Then move the trees, the copses nod,
Wings flutter, voices hover clear:

*“ O just and faithful knight of God!
Ride on! the prize is near.”’

So pass I hostel, hall, and grange;

By bridge and ford, by park and pale,

All-arm’d I ride, whate'er betide,
Until I find the holy Grail.

Lorp TENNYSON.

155
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CROSSING THE BAR

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundlegs deep
Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

For tho’ from out our Lourne of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crost the bar.

Lorp TENNYSON.

10
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ART *

What precious thing are you making fast
In all these silken lines?

And where and to whom will it go at last?
Such subtle knots and twines !

I am tying up all my love in this,
With all its hopes and fears,
With all its anguish and all its bliss,

And its hours as heavy as years.

I am going to send it afar, afar,
To I know not where above;

To that sphere beyond the highest star
Where dwells the soul of my Love.

But in vain, in vain, would I make it fast
With countless subtle twines;

For ever its fire breaks out at last,
Ang shrivels all the lines.

JamMeEs THOMSON.

157

10

* By kind permission of Messrs. P. J. & A. E. Dobbell, Pub-

lishers, London.
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APOLOGY

From The Earthly Paradise

Of Heaven or Hell T have no power to sing,
I cannot ease the burden of your fears,

Or make quick-coming death a little thing,
Or bring again the pleasure of past years,
Nor for my words shall ye forget your tears,
Or hope again for aught that I can say,

The idle singer of an empty day.

But rather, when aweary of your mirth,

From full hearts still unsatisfied ye sigh,

And, feeling kindly unto all the earth,

Grudge every minute as it passes by,

Made the more mindful that the sweet days die—
Remember me a little then I pray,

The idle singer of an empty day)

q“he heavy trouble, the bewildering care

hat weighs us down who live and earn our bread,

These idle verses have no power to bear; .

So let me sing of names remembered, i * ‘.
Because they, l1vma not, can nc’er be dead,

Or long time take their memory quite away
From us poor singers of an empty da@

10
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Dreamer of dreams, born out of my due time,

Why should I strive to set the crooked straight?
et it suffice me that my murmuring rhyme
eats with light wing against the ivory gate,

Telling a tale not too importunatemw

To those who in the sleepy region stay,

Lulled by the singdr of an empty da)D

Folk say, a wizard to a northern king

At Christmas$ide such wondrous things did show, 30
That through one window men beheld the spring,

And through another saw the summer glow,

And through a third the {fruited vines a-row,

While still, unheard, but in its wonted way, t-i !
Piped the drear wind of that December day.

F

So with this Earthly Paradise it is,

If ye will read aright, and pardon me,

Who strive to build a shadowy isle of bliss

Midmost the beating of the steely sea,

Where tossed about all hearts of men must be; to
Whose ravening monsters mighty men shall slay,

Not the poor singer of an empty daz)

WiLriaM MoRRI1s.



160

POETICAL SELECTIONS

IN AFTER DAYS *

In after days when grasses high
O’er-top the stone where I shall lie,
Though ill or well the world adjust
My slepfler claim to honour’d dust,
I shall not’ question nor reply.

I shall not see the morning sky;
I shall not hear the night-wind sigh;
I shall be mute, as all men must
In after days!

But yet, now living, fain would I 10
That some one then should testify,
Saying—' He held his pen in trust
To Art, not serving shame or lust.’
Will none ?—Then let my memory die
In after days!

AvusTIN DoBSoN.

* Poems of Mr. Austin Dobson includea in these Selections are

reproduced by kind permission of the author and Messrs. Kegan Paul,
Trench, Triibner & Co., Ltd., Publishers.
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A FANCY FROM FONTENELLE

The Rose in the garden slipp’d her bud,

And she laugh’d in the pride of her youthful blood,
As she thought of the Gardener standing by—

‘ He is old,—s0 old! And he soon must die! ’

The full Rose wax’d in the warm June air,

And she spread and spread till her heart lay bare;
And she laugh’d once more as she heard his tread-
‘ He is older now! He will soon be dead!’

But the breeze of the morning blew, and found
That the leaves of the blown Rose strew’d the ground;
And he came at noon, that Gardener old,

And he raked them softly under the mould.

And I wove the thing to a random rhyme,
For the Rose is Beauty, the Gardener Time.

AusTIN DoBSON.

11
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ODE

We are the music-makers,

And we are the dreamers of dreams,
Wandering by lone sea-breakers,

And sitting by desolate streams;
World-losers and world-forsakers,

On whom the pale moon gleams:
Yet we are the movers and shakers

Of the world for ever, it seems.

With wonderful deathless ditties

‘We build up the world’s great cities.
And out of a fabulous story
We fashion an empire’s glory:

One man with a dream, at pleasure,
Shall go forth and conquer a crown;

And three with a new song’s measure
Can trample an empire down.

We, in the ages lying
In the buried past of the earth,
Built Nineveh with our sighing,
And Babel itself with our mirth;
Angd o’erthrew them with prophesying
To the old of the new world’s worth;
For eack age is a dream that is dying,
Or one that is coming to birth.

10

ARTHUR WILLIAM [EpgAR O’SHAUGHNESSY.
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DAISY

‘Where the thistle lifts a purple crown
Six foot out of the turf,

And the harebell shakes on the windy hill—
O the breath of the distant surf!—

The hills look over on the South,
And southward dreams the sea;

And with the sea-breeze hand in hand
Came innocence and she.

‘Where 'mid the gorse the raspberry

Red for the gatherer springs, 10
Two children did we stray and talk

Wise, idle, childish things.

She listened with big-lipped surprise,
Breast-deep 'mid flower and spine:

Her skin was like a grape, whose veins
Run snow instead of wine.

‘Bhe knew not those sweet words she spake,
*  Nor knew her own sweet way;
But there’s never a bird, so sweet a song
Thronged in whose throat that day. 20
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Oh, there were flowers in Storrington
On the turf and on the spray;

But the sweetest flower on Sussex hills
Was the Daisy-flower that day!

Her beauty smoothed earth’s furrowed face;
She gave me tokens three:—

A look, a word of her winsome mouth,
And a wild raspberry.

A berry red, a guileless look,
A still word,—strings of sand!

And yet they made my wild, wild heart
Fly down to her little hand.

For standing artless as the air,
And candid as the skies,

She took the berries with her hand,
And the love with her sweet eyes.

The fairest things have fleetest end,
Their scent survives their close :

But the rose’s scent is bitterness
To him that loved the rose.

She looked a little wistfully,

Then went her sunshine way:—
The sea’s eye had a mist on it,

And the leaves fell from the day.

30

40
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She went her unremembering way,
' She went and left in me
The pang of all the partings gone,
And partings yet to be.

She left me marvelling why my soul
Was sad that she was glad;

At all the sadness in the sweet,
The sweetness in the sad.

8till, still I seemed to see her, still
Look up with soft replies,

And take the berries with her hand,
And the love with her lovely eyes.

Nothing begins, and nothing ends,
That is not paid with moan;

For we are born in other’s pain,
And perish in our own.

Franors THOMPSON.
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THE GATES OF DREAMLAND *

It's a lonely road through bogland to the lake at
Carrowmore,

And a sleeper there lies dreaming where the water
laps the shore;

Though the moth-wings of the twilight in their
purples are unfurled,

Yet his sleep i8 filled with music by the masters of
the world.

There’s & hand is white as silver that is fondling with.
his hair:

There are glimmering feet of sunshine that are
dancing by him there:

And half-open lips of faery that were dyed a faery red

In their revels whers the Hazel Tree its holy clusters
shed.

‘‘ Come away,”’ the red lips whisper, ‘‘ all the world
is weary now;

"Tis the twilight of the ages and it's time to quit the
plough.

Oh, the very sunlight's weary ere it lightens up the
dew,

And its gold is changed and faded before it falls to
you.

10

* Poems of Mr. George W. Russell included in these Selections
are reproduced by kind permission of the author and Messrs. Macmillan

& Co., I4d., Publishers, from Collected Poems by A. E.
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** Though your colleen’s heart be tender, a tenderer
heart is near.

What's the starlight in her glances when the stars
are shining clear?

Who would kiss the fading shadow when the flower-
face glows above?

"Tis the Beauty of all Beauty that is calhng for your
love.”’

Oh, the great gates of the mountain have opened once
again,

And the sound of song and dancing falls upon the
ears of men,

And the Land of Youth lies gleaming, flushed with
rainbow light and mirth,

And the old enchantment lingers in the honey-heart
of earth.

A. E. (GrorGe WiLLIAM RUSSELL).

A MEMORY OF EARTH

In the wet dusk silver-sweet,
Down the violet-scented ways,
As I moved with quiet feet
I was met by mighty days..
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On the hedge the hanging dew
Glass’d the eve and stars and skies,
While I gazed a madness grew
Into thunder'd battle-cries.

Where the hawthorn glimmer’d white,
Flashed the spear and fell the stroke,
Ah, what faces pale and bright
Where the dazzling battle broke!

There a hero-hearted queen
With young beauty lit the van.
Gone! the darkness flow’d between
All the ancient wars of man.

While I paced the valley’s gloom,
Where the rabbits patter’d near,
Shone a temple and a tomb
With a legend carven clear:

Time put by a myriad fates

That her day might dawn in glory:
Death made wide a million gates

So to close her tragic story.

A. E. (George WiLLIAM RUSSELL).

THIE MAN TO THE ANGEL

I have wept a million tears;

Pure and proud one, where are thine?
What the gain tho’ all thy years

In unbroken beauty shine?

10
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All your beauty cannot win

Truth we learn in pain and sighs:
You can never enter in

To the circle of the wie.

They are but the slaves of light
‘Who have never known the gloom,
And between the dark and light
Will’d in freedom their own doom.

Think not, in your pureness there,
That our pain but follows sin;

There are fires for those who dare
Seek the throne of might to win.

Pure one, from your pride refrain:
Dark and lost amid the-strife,

I am myriad years of pain
Nearer to the fount of life.

When defiance fierce is thrown
At the God to whom you bow,

Rest the lips of the Unknown
Tenderest upon my brow.

A. E. (GEOoRGE WiILLIAM RUSSELL).
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‘“ WHEN SPRING COMES BACK TO ENGLAND ”*

When Spring comes back to England
And crowns hey brows with May,
Round the merry moonlit world
She goes the greenwood way:
She throws a rose to Italy,
A fleur-de-lys to France;
But round her regal morris-ring
The seas of England dance.

When Spring comes back to England
And dons her robe of green,

There’s many a nation garlanded
But England is the Queen;

She’s Queen, she’s Queen of all the world
Beneath the laughing sky,

For the nations go a-Maying
When they hear the New Year cry—

‘“ Come over the water to Ingland,
My old love, my new love,

Come over the water to England,
In showers of flowery rain;

Come over the water to England,
April, my true love;

And tell the heart of England
The: Spring is here again! *’

10

20

ALFrRED NoOYES. .,
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*IN THE COOL OF THE EVENING "

In the cool of the evening, when the low sweet whispers

waken,
When the laborers turn them homeward, and the

weary have their will,
When the censers of the roses o’er the forest aisles are

shaken,
TIs it but the wind that cometh o’er the far green hill?

For they say ’tis but the sunset winds that wander
through the heather,
Rustle all the meadow-grass and bend the dewy fern:
They say ’tis but the winds that bow the reeds in
prayer together, .
And fill the shaken pools with fire along the shadowy
burn.

In the beauty of the twilight, in the Garden that Te
loveth,
They have veiled His lovely vesture with the dark-
ness of a name!
Through His Garden, through His Garden, it is but ihe
wind that ‘'moveth,
No more! But O the miracle, the miracle is the same.

In the cool of the evening, when thé sky is an old story, ]
Slowly dying, but remembered, ay, and loved with

passion still . . .
Hush! . . . the fringes of His garment, in the fading

. Bolden glory
Softly rustling as He cometh o’er the far green hill.

ALFRED NovEs.

16
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SONG

I came to the door of the House of Love
And knocked as the starry night went by;

And my true love cried ‘“ Who knocks? ** and I said
“Itis I.”

And Love looked down from a lattice above
Where the roses were dry as the lips of the dead:
** There isnot room in the House of Love
For you both,’’ he said.

I plucked a leaf from the porch and crept

Away through a desert of scoffs and scorns 10
To a lonely place where I prayed and wept

And wove me a crown of thorns.

I came once more to the House of Love
And knocked, ah, softly, and wistfully,

And my true love cried ‘‘ Who knocks? *’ and I said
‘‘ None now but thee.”

And the great doors opened wide apart
And a voice rang out from a glory of light,
** Make room, make room for a faithful heart
In the House »f Love, to-night.”’ 20

ALFRED NoOYES. .
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SAN LORENZO’'S MOTHER *

I had not seen my son’s dear face

(He chose the cloister by God’s grace)
Since it had come to full flower-time.
T hardly guessed at its perfect prime,

That folded flower of his dear face.

Mine eyes were veiled by mists of tears
When on a day in many years
One of his Order came. I thrilled,
Facing, I thought, that face fulfilled.
I doubted, for my mists of tears. 10

His blessing be with me for ever!

My hope and doubt were hard to sever.
—That altered face, those holy weeds.
T filled his wallet and kissed his beads.

And lost his echoing feet for ever.

If to my son my alms were given
I know not, and I wait for Heaven.
He did not plead for child of mine,
But for another Child divine,
And unto Him it was surely given. 20

* Poems of Mrs. Meynell included in these Belections are repro-
duced from Poems by Alice Meynell by kind permission of the authoress
snd the Publishers, Messrs. Burns and Oates, London, England.
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There is One alone who cannot change;
Dreams are we, shadows, visions strange;
And all T give is given to One.
I might mistake my dearest son.
But never the Son who cannot change.

ALICcE MEYNELL.



Odes
SONG FOR SAINT CECILIA’S DAY, 1687

From Harmony, from heavenly Harmony
This universal frame began:
When Nature underneath s heap
Of jarring atoms lay
And could not heave her head,
The tuneful voice was heard from hjgh,
Arise, ye more than dead!
Then cold, and hot, and moist, and ary
In order to their stations leap,
And Music’s power obey. 10
From harmony, from heavenly harmony
This universal frame began:
From harmony to harmony
Through all the compass of the notes it ran,
The diapason closing full in Man.

What passion cannot Music raise and quell?
When Jubal struck the chorded shell
His listening brethren stood around,
And, wondering, on their faces fell
To worship that celestial sound. 20
Less than a god they thought there could not dwell
. Within the hollow of that shell
That spoke so swectly and so well.
What passion cannot Music raise and quell?
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The trumpet’s loud clangor
Excites us to arms,
With shrill notes of anger
And mortal alarms.
The double double double beat
Of the thundering drum
Cries ‘ Hark! the foes comse;
Charge, charge, 'tis too late to retreat!’

The soft complaining flute
In dying notes discovers
The woes of hopeless lovers,
Whose dirge is whisper’d by the warbling lute.

Sharp violins proclaim
Their jealous pangs and desperation,
Fury, frantic indignation,
Depth of pains, and height of passion
For the fair disdainful dame.

But oh! what art can teach,
What human voice can reach
The sacred organ’s praise?
Notes inspiring holy love,
Notes that wing their heavenly ways
To mend the choirs above.

Orpheus could lead the savage race,
And trees unrooted left their place
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Sequacious of the lyre:
Bub bright Cecilia raised the wonder higher:
When to her Organ vocal breath was given,
An Angel heard, and straight appear’d—
Mistaking Earth for Heaven!

Grand Chorus

As from the power of sacred lays
The spheres began to move,
Angd sung the great Creator’s praise

To all the blest above
So when the last and dreadful hour
This crumbling pageant shall devour,
The trumpet shall be heard on high,
The dead shall live, the living die,
And Music shall untune the sky.

JoHN DRYDEN.

12
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THE BARD

A Pixparic OpE

‘ Ruin eeize thee, ruthless King!
* Confusion on thy banners wait,
‘ Tho’ fann'd by Conquest’s crimson wing
‘ They mock the air with idle state.
* Helm, nor Hauberk’s twisted mail,
‘ Nor e’en thy virtues, Tyrant, shall avail
‘ To save thy secret soul from nightly fears,
‘ From Cambria’s curse, from Cambrin’s tears!’
Such were the sounds, that o’er the crested pride
Of the first Edward scatter’d wild dismay,
As down the steep of Snowdon’s shaggy side
He wound with toilsome march his long array.
Stout Glo’ster stood aghast in speechless trance:

* To arms! ’ cried Mortimer, and couch’d his quiv'ring

lance.

L 2.

On a rock, whose haughty brow
Frowns o'er old Conway’s foaming flood,
Robed in the sable garb of woe,
With haggard eyes the Poet stood,
(Loose his beard and hoary hair
Stream’d, like a meteor, to the troubled air)

7

10

20
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And with a Master’s hand, and Prophet’s fire,
Struck the deep sorrows of his lyre:
‘ Hark, how each giant-oak, and desert-cave,
‘ Sighs to the torrent’s awful voice beneath!
‘ O’er thee, oh King! their hundred arms they wave,
‘ Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs breathe;
‘ Vocal no more, since Cambria’s fatal day,
‘ To high-born Hoel’s harp, or soft Llewellyn’s lay.

L 3.

‘* Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue,

‘ That hush’d the stormy main: 30
‘ Brave Urien sleeps upon his craggy bed:

‘ Mountains, ye mourn in vain

‘ Modred, whose magic song

* Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topped head.

* On dreary Arvon'’s shore they lie

mear’d with gore and ghastly pale:

Far, far aloof the affrighted ravens saj

‘ The famish’d Eagle screams, and passes 'bB
‘ Dear lost companions of my tuneful art,

‘ Dear as the light that visits these sad eyes, 40
* Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart,

‘ Ye died amidst your dying country’s cries—
‘ No more I weep. They do not sleep.

‘ On yonder cliffs, a grjesly band, ~
* T seo them sit; they Lnger yet,

! Avengers of their native land:
* With me in dreadful harmony they join,
* And weave with bloody hands the tissue of thy line.”
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II. 1.

‘* Weave the warp, and weave the woof,
‘‘ The winding-sheet of Edward’s race. 50
‘ Give ample room, and verge enough i
‘‘ The characters of hell to trace.
‘ Mark the year, and mark the night,
‘ When Severn shall re-echo with affright
‘‘ The shrieks of death thro’ Berkley’s roofs that ring,
‘* Shrieks of an agonizing King!
‘ Bhe-Wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs °
‘o That tear’st the bowels of thy mangled Mate,
. From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs
‘*“ The scourge of Heav'nD What Terrors round him -
wait | 2" 80
f“ Amazement in his van, with Flight combined,
‘““ And sorrow’s faded form, and solitude behind.)

II. 2.

‘*“ Mighty Victor, mighty Lord!
‘* Low on his funeral couch he lies!

‘“ No pitying heart, no eye, afford
‘“ A tear to grace his obsequies.
‘‘ Is the sable Warrior fled?
‘“ Thy son is gone. He rests among the Dead.
‘** The Swarm that in thy noon-tide beam were born?
+.!* Gone to salute the rising Morn. 70
'\ Fair laughs the Morn, and soft the Zephyr blows, °
‘“ While proudly riding o’er the &zure realm

‘“ In gallant trim the gilded Vessel goes;
‘“ Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the helm;
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!* Regardless of the sweeping Whirlwind’s sway,
' ‘ That, hush’d in grim repose, expects his evening-prey

II. 3.

£ Fill high the sparkling bowl,
‘* The rich repast prepare,
- ““ Reft of a crown, he yet may share the feast:
TClose by the regal chair 80
‘““ Fell Thirst and Famine scowl
YA baleful smile upon their baffled Guest.
“ Heard ye the din of battle bray,
‘ Lance to lance, and horse to horse?
‘“ Long Years of havock urge their destined course,
‘* And thro’ the kindred squadrons mow their way.
‘“ Yo Towers of Julius, London’s lasting shame,
£ With many a foul and midnight murder fed,
‘“ Revere his Consort’s faith, his Father’s fame,
‘** And spare the meek Usurper’s holy head! 90
‘ Above, below, the rose of snow,
‘‘ Twined with her blushing foe, we spread:
‘“ The bristled Boar in infant-gore
** Wallows beneath the thorny sha@
‘“ Now, Brothers, bending o’er the accurséd loom,
‘“ Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom.

IIT. 1.

:“ Edward, lo! to sudden fate
*“ (Weave we the woof; The thread is spun;)
‘* Half of thy heart we consecrate.
‘“ (The web is wove. The work is dome.)” 100



182 POETICAL SELECTIONS

‘—S8tay, oh stay! nor thus forlorn
‘ Leave me unbless’d, unpitied, here to mourn:
“In yon bright track that fires the western skies,
* They melt, they vanish from my eyes.
‘ But oh! what solemn scenes on Snowdon’s height

‘ Desceending slow their glittering skirts unroll?

Visions of glory, spare my aching sight,
‘ Ye unborn Ages, crowd not on my soul)
* Nc more our long-lost Arthur we bewail.
* All hail, ye genuine Kings! Pritannia’s Issue, hail! 110

III1. 2.

* Girt with many a Baron bold
- Sublime their starry fronts they rear
* Aud gorgeous Dames, and Statesmen old
‘ In bearded majesty, appear.
‘ In the midst a Torm divine!
¢ Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-T.ine;
‘ Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face,
* Attemper’d sweet to virgin grace.
‘ What strings symphonious tremble in the air,
‘ What strains of vocal transport round her play! 120
* Hear from the grave, great Taliessin, hear;¢« " .p
* They breathe a soul to animate thy clay. '
* Bright Rapture calls, and soarihg, as she sings,
* Waves in the eye of Heav’n her many-colour’d wings.

TII1. 3.

‘ The verse adorn again
¢ Fierce War, and faithful Love,
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“ And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction drest.
< In buskin’d measure move
‘ Pale Grief, and pleasing Pain,
* With Horror, Tyrant of the throbbing breast. 130
* A Voice, as of the Cherub-Choir,
! Gales from blooming Eden bear3,
‘ And distant warblings lessen on my ear,
3 ‘ That lost in long futurity expire.
2 Fond impious Man, think’st thou, yon sanguine cloud
‘ Rais’d by thy breath, has quench’d the Orb_of day?
‘ To-morrow he repairs the golden floud
‘ And warms the nations with redoubled mﬂ
‘ Tinough for me: with joy I see
* The different doom our Fates assign. 140
‘ Be thine Despair, and secaptr’d Care,
‘ To triumph, and to die, are mine.’
—He spoke, and headlong from the mountain’s height
Deep in the roaring tide he plung’d to endless night.

Triomas GRray.

ODE TO EVENING

I:f aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song,

May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest ear,
Like thy own solemn springs,
Thy springs and dying gales;
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O Nymph reserved, while now the bright-hair’d sun
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts,

With braid ethereal wove,

O’erhang his wavy bed:

Now air is hush’d, save where the weak-eyed bat,

With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing, 10
Or where the beetle winds
His small but sullen horn,
As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path,
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum:
Now teach me, maid composed,
To breathe some soften’d strain
Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkening vale,
May not unseemly with its stillness suit;
As, musing slow, I hail
Thy genial loved return! 20
For when thy folding-star arising shows
His paly circlet, al his warning lamp
The fragrant hours, and elves
Who slept in buds the day,
And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with '
sedge,

And sheds the frsehening dew, and, lovelier still,
The pensive Pleasures sweet
Prepare thy shadowy car.
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Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene;

Or find some ruin 'midst its dreary dells, 30
Whose walls more awful nod
By thy religious gleams.

Or, if chill blustering winds or driving rain

Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut
That from the mountain’s side,
Views wilds, and swelling floods,

And hamlets brown, and dim-discover’d spires;
And hears their simple bell, and marks o’er all
Thy dewy fingers draw
The gradual dusky veil. 40

While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Evel
While Summer loves to sport
Beneath thy lingering light;

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves;
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air,
Affrights thy shrinking train
And rudely rends thy robes;

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule,

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 50
Thy gentlest influence own,

And love thy favourite name!

WiLLiAM COLLINS.
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ODE TO AUTUMN

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;
Conspiring with him how to load und bless
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves
run;
To bend with apples the moss’d cottage-trees,
And fill all fruit with ripcness tc the core;
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,
And still more, later flowers for the bees,
Until they think warm days will never cease, 10
For Summer has o'er-brimm’d their clammy
cells,

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?
Sometimes whoever secks abroad may find
Thee sitting carcless on a granary floor,
Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnuwing wind ;
Or on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep,
Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook
Spares the next swath and all its twinéd flowers:
And somctimes like a gleaner thou dost keep
Steady thy laden head across a brook; 20
Or by a cyder-press, with patient look,
Thou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours.

Wktere are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they?
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,—
While barréd clouds bloom the soft-dying day
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue;
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Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn
-Among the river-sallows, borne aloft
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 30
Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft
The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft;
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies,

Jonn KEaTs.

HORATIAN ODE UPON CROMWELL'S RETURN
FROM IRELAND

The forward youth that would appear,
Must now forsake his Muses dear,
Nor in the shadows sing
His numbers languishing.

'Tis time to leave the books in dust,
And oil th’ unuséd armour’s rust,
Removing from the wall
The corslet of the hall.

So restless Cromwell could not cease

In the inglorious arts of peace, 10
But through adventurous war
Urgéd his active star:
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And like the three-fork’d lightning, first
Breaking the clouds where it was nurst,
Did thorough his own side
His fiery way divide:

(For ’tis all one to courage high
The emulous, or enemy;
And with such, to enclose
Is more than to oppose;)

Then burning through the air he went
And palaces and temples rent;

And Caesar’s head at last

Did through his laurels blast.

'Tis madness to resist or blame

The face of angry heaven’s flame;
And if we would speak true,
Much to the man is due

Who, from his private gardens, where
He lived reservéd and austere

(As if his highest plot

To plant the bergamot),

Could by industrious valour climb

To ruin the great work of Time,
And cast the Kingdoms old
Into another mould;

Though Justice against Fate complain,
And plead the ancient Rights in vain—

20

30
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But those do hold or break
As men are strong or weal.

Nature, that hateth emptiness,
Allows of penetration less,
And therefore must make room
‘Where greater spirits come.

What field of all the Civil War

Where his were not the deepest scar?
And Hampton shows what part
He had of wiser art;

Where, twining subtle fears with hope,
He wove a net of such a scope
That Charles himself might chase
To Carisbrook’s narrow case;

That thence the Royal actor borne

The tragic scaffold might adorn:
While round the arméd bands
Did clap their bloody hands;

He nothing common did or mean

Upon that memorable scene,
But with his keener eye
The axe’s edge did try;

Nor call’d the Gods, with vulgar spite,
To vindicate his helpless right;
But bow’d his comely head
Down, as upon a bed.

189
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—This was that memorable hour
Which first assured the forcéd power:’
So when they did design
The Capitol’s first line,

A Bleeding Head, where they begun,
Did fright the architects to run;
And yet in that the State
Foresaw its happy fatel

And now the Irish are ashamed

To see themselves in one year tamed:
So much one man can do
That does both act and know.

They can affirm his praises best,
And have, though overcome, confest
How good he is, how just
And fit for highest trust;

Nor yet grown stiffer with command,
But still in the Republic’s hand—
How fit he is to sway
That can so well obey |—

He to the Commons’ feet presents

A Kingdom for his first year’s rents,
And (what he may) forbears
His fame, to make it theirs:

70

80
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And has his sword and spoils ungirt

To lay them at the Public’s skirt. 90
So when the falcon high
Falls heavy from the sky,

She, having kill’d, no more does search
But on the next grcen bough to perch,
Where, when he first does lure,
The falconer has her sure.

—What may not then our Isle presume
While victory his crest does plume?
What may not others fear
1f thus he crowns each year? 100

As Caesar he, ere long, to Gaul,
To Italy an Hannibal,
And to all states not free
Shall climacterie ' be.

The Pict no shelter now shall find

Within his parti-colour’d mind,
But from this valour sad,
Shrink underneath the plaid—

Happy, if in the tufted brake

The English hunter him mistake, 110
Nor lay his hounds in near
The Caledonian deer.
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But thou, the War’s and Fortune’s son,
March indefatigably on;

And for the last effect

Still keep the sword erect:

Besides the force it has to fright
The spirits of the shady night,
The same arts that did gzin
A power, must it maintain. 120

ANDREW MARVELL.



Desoriptive Poems
THE NIGHT BEFORE QUATRE-BRAS
From Childe Harold, Canto III.
There was a sound of revelry by night,

And Belgium’s capital had gather’d then
Her Beauty and her Chivalry, and bright

The lamps shone o’er fair women and brave men;

A thousand hearts beat happily; and when
Music arose with its voluptuous swell,
Soft eyes look’d love to eyes which spake again,
And all went merry as a marriage bell;
But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like a
rising knelll

Did ye not hear it —No; ’twas but the wind,
Or the car rattling o’er the stony street;
On with the dance! let joy be unconfined ;

No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet

To chase the glowing Hours with flying feet—
But hark |—that heavy s und breaks in once more,
As if the clouds its echo would repeat;
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before !

Arm! Arm! it is—it is—the cannon’s opening roar!

Within & window’d niche of that high hall

Sate Brunswick's fated chieftain: he did hear

‘That sound the first amidst the festival,

"And caught its tone with Death’s prophetic ear;

And when they smiled because he deem’d it near,
18

10

20
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His heart more truly knew that peal too well

Which stretch’d his father on a bloody bier,

And roused the vengeance blood alone could quell;
He rush’d into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell.

Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro,
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress,
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago
Blush’'d at the praise of their own loveliness;
And there were sudden partings, such as press
The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs
Which ne’er might be repeated ; who could guess
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes,
Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could rise !

And there was mounting in hot haste: the steed,
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car,
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed,
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war;
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar;
And near, the beat of the alarming drum
Roused up the soldier ere the miorning star;
While throng’d the citizens with terror dumb,
Or whispering, with white lips—** The foe! they
come! they come!”’

And wild and high the *‘ Cameron’s gathering ’’ rose
The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn’s hills

Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon foes:—
How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills,
Savage and shrill! But with the breath which fills

30
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Their mountain-pipe, so fill the mountaineers
. With the fieree native daring which instils
The stirring memory of a thousand years,

And Evan’s, Donald’s fame rings in each clansman’s
: ears |

And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves,
Dewy with nature’s tear-drops as they pass,
Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves,
Over the unreturning brave, alas!
Ere cvening to be trodden like the grass
‘Which now beneath them, but ahove shall grow 60
In its next verdure, when this ficry mass
Of living valour, rolling un the foe
And burning with high hope shall moulder cold
and low

Last noon beheld them full ‘of lusty life,

Last eve in Beauty’s circle proudly gay,

The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife,

The morn the marshalling in arms,—the day

Battle’s magnificently stern array!

The thunder-clouds close o’er it, which when rent

The earth is cover’d thick with other clay, 70
Which her own clay shall cover, heap’d and pent,

Rider and horse,—friend, fos,—in one red burial
blent !

Lorp Byron.
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THE EXPEDITION OF NADIR SHAH INTO
HINDOSTAN

As the host of the locusts in numbers, in might
As the flames of the forest that redder the night,

They approach: but the eye may not dwell on the glare

Of standard and sabre that sparkle in air.

Like the fiends of destruction they rush on their way,
The vulture behind them is wild for his prey;

And the spirits of death, and the demons of wrath,
Wave the gloom of their wings o’er their desolate path.

Earth trembles beneath them, the dauntless, the bold ;
Oh ! weep for thy children, thou region of gold ;

For thy thousands are bow’d to the dust of the plain.
And all Delhi runs red with the blood of her slain.

For thy glory is past, and thy splendour is dim,

And the cup of thy sorrow is full to the brim;

And where is the chief in thy realms to abide,

The ‘‘Monarch of Nations,”’ the strength of his pride?

Like a thousand dark streams from the mountain they
throng,

With the fife and the horn and the war-beating gong;

The land like an Eden before them is fair,

But behind them a wilderness dreary and bare.

10
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The shrieks of the orphan, the lone widow’s wail,
The groans of the childless, are loud on the gale;
For the etar of thy glory is blasted and wan,

And wither’d the flower of thy fame, Hindostan!

Lorp TENNYSON.

THE VAGABOND *

Give to me the life I love,
Let the lave go by me,

Give the jolly heaven above
And the byway nigh me.

Bed in the bush with stars to see,
Bread I dip in the river—
There’s the life for a man like me,

There’s the life for ever.

Let the blow fall soon or late,
Let what will be o’er me;
Give the face of earth around
And the road before me.
Wealth I seek not, hope nor love,
Nor a friend to know me;
All T seek, the heaven above
And the road below me.

* By kind permission of Messrs. Chatto & Windus, London.

10
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Or let autumn fall on me
Where afield I linger,
Silencing the bird on tree,
Biting the blue finger. 20
White as meal the frosty field—
Warm the fireside haven—
Not to autumn will I yield,
Not to winter even!

Let the blow fall soon or late,
Let what will be o’er me;
Give the face of earth rround,
And the road before me.
Wealth I ask not, hope uor love,
Nor a friend to know me; 80
All T ask, the heaven above
And the road below me.

RoBERT Louls STEVENSON.
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v

" THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN
I

Do ye hear the children weeping, O my brothers,
Kre the sorrow comes with years?
They are leaning their young heads against their
mothers,
And that cannot stop their tears. - -wn
The young lambs are bleating in the meadows,
The young birds are chirping in the nest,
The young fawns are playing with the shadows,
The young flowers are blowing toward the west—
But the young, young children, O my brothers,
They are weeping bitterly! 10
Thev are weeping in the playtime of the others,
Tn the country of the free.

II

Do you question the young children in the sorrow,

Why their tears are falling so?
(’I;‘he old man may weep for his to-morrow

Which is lost in Long Ago;

The old tree is leafless in the forest,
The old year is ending in the frost,

The old wound, if stricken, is the sorest,
The old hope is hardest to be lost) 20

But the young, young children, O my brothers,
Do you ask them why they stand

Weeping sore before the bosoms of their mothers,
In our happy Fatherland?
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I

They look up with their pale and sunken faces,
And their looks are sad to see,

For the man’s hoary anguish draws and presses
Down the cheeks of infancy.

‘ Your old earth,’ they say, ‘ is very dreary;
Our young feet,” they say, ‘ are very weak! 30

Few paces have we tgken, yet are weary—
Our grave-rest is very far to seek.

Ask the aged why they weep, and not the children;
For the outside earth is cold;

And we young ones stand without, in our bewildering,
And the graves are for the old.’

v

" True,’ say the children, ‘ it may happen

That we die before our time;
Little Alice died last year—her grave is shapen

Like a snowball, in the rime. Naor - feoal 40
We looked into the pit prepared to take her:

Was no room for any work in the close clay!
From the sleep wherein she lieth none will wake her,
Crying, ** Get up, little Alice! it is day.”

If you listen by that grave, in sun and shower,
With your ear down, little Alice never cries;
(Could we see her face, be sure we should not know her,

For the smile has time for growing in her eye@
And merry go her moments, lulled and stilled in
The shroud by the kirk-chimeHMesr'ow
(‘lt is good when it happens,’ say the children,
 That we die before our time.
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v

.

Alas, alas, the children! they are seeking
Death in life, as best to have;
EThey are binding up their hearts away from breaking,  _
With & cerement from the grave)
Go out, children, from the mine and from the city,
Sing out, children, as the little thrushes do;
Pluck you handfuls of the meadow cowslips pretty,
Laugh aloud, to feel your fingers let them
through ! 60
But they answer, * Are your cowslips of the meadows
Like our weeds anear the mine?
Leave us quiet in the dark of the coal-shadows,
From your pleasures fair and fine!

* For oh,’ say the children, ‘ we are weary,
And we cannot run or leap;
If we cared for any meadows, it were merely
To drop down in them and sleep.
Our knees tremble sorely in the stooping,
We fall upon our faces, trying to go; 70
And, underneath our heavy eyelids drooping,
.~ , The reddest flower would look as pale as snow;
For, all day, we drag our burden tiring
Through the coal-dark, under-ground—
Or, all day, we drive the wheels of iron
In the factories, round and round.
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v

‘ For, all day, the wheels are droning, turning,—
Their wind comes in our faces,—
Till our hearts turn,—our head, with pulses burning,
And the walls turn in their places: 80
Turns the sky in the high window blank and reeling,
Turns the long light that drops adown the wall,
Turn the black flies that crawl along the ceiling,
All are turning, all the day, and we with all.
And all day, the iron wheels are droning,
And sometimes we could pray,
‘O ye wheels '’ (breaking out in a mad moaning).
‘“ S8top! be silent for to-day! *’’

Vil

Aye! be silent! Let them hear each other breathing
For a moment, mouth to mouth!
(’iot them touch each other's hands, in a fresh
wreathing
Of their tender human youth!
Let them feel that this cold metellic motion
Is not all the life God fashions or reveals)
et them prove their living souls against the notion
That they live in you, or under you, O wheels!
till, all day, the iron wheels go onward,
Grinding life down from its mark;
And the children’s souls, which God is calling sunward
8pin on blindly in the dark) 100

a0
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IX

Now tell the poor young children, O my brothers,
To look up to him and pray;

So the blesséd One who blesseth all the others,
Will bless them another day.

They answer, * Who is God that He should hear us,
While the rushing of the iron wheels is stirred?

When we sob aloud, the human creatures near us
Pass by, hearing not, or answer not a word.

And we hear not (for the wheels in their resounding)
Strangers speaking at the door: 116

Is it likely God, with angels singing round Him,
Hears our weeping any more? I

X

‘ Two words, indeed, of praying we remember,
And at midnight’s hour of harm,
We say softly for a charm.;r(,.m au}wf e
‘“ Our Father,”’ looking upward in the chamber
We know no other words, except ‘‘ Our Father,"’
And we think that, in some pause of angels’ song,
God may pluck them with the silence sweet to
gather,
And hold both within His right hand which is
L
. strong. 12
** Qur Father!’" If He heard us, He would surely
(For they call Him good and mild)
Answer, smiling down the steep world very purely,
! Come and rest with Me, My child.”’
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XI

t But, no!’ say the children, weeping faster,
‘ He is speechless as a stone;
And they tell us, of His image is the master
Who commands us to work on.
‘Go to!’ say the children,—* up in Heaven,
Dark, wheel-like, turning clouds are all we find.
Do not mock us; grief has made us unbelieving—
We look up for God, but tears havé made us
blind.’
Do you hear the children weeping and disproving,
O my brothers, what ye preach?
For God’s possible is taught by His world’s loving,
And the children doubt of each)

X

And well may the children weep before you!
They are weary ere they run;
They have never seen the sunshine, nor the glory
_ Which is brighter than the sun.
@‘hey know the grief of man, without its wisdom;
The' sink in man’s despair, without its calm}
Are slaves, without the liberty in Christdom, {y}
Arexmartyrs, by the pang without the m.l_r_n,-
{Are worn, as if with age, yet unretrievingly :
The harvest of its memories cannot reapy-
Are orphans of the earthly love and heavenly.
Let them weep! let them weep!

130
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XIlI

They look up, with their pale and sunken faces,
And their look is dread to see, 150
- For they mind you of their angels in high places,
With eyes turned on Deity |—
* How long,” they say, ‘ how long, O cruel nation,
Will you stand, to move the world, on a child’s
heart,—
Stifle down with a mailed heel its palpitation,
And tread onward to your throne amid the mar@
Our blood splashes upward, O gold-heaper,
And your purple shows your path!
C_But the child’s sob in the silence curses deeper
Than the strong man in his wratlg 160-

EvizasetH BARRETT BrOWNING.



Elegiac Poems

ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY
CHURCH-YARD

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day,
The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea,
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way,
And leaves the world to darkness and ro me.

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight,
And all the air a solemn stillness holds,

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds;

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower

The moping owl does to the moon complain 10
Of such as, wand’ring near her secret bower,

Molest her ancient solitary reign.

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade, -
Where heaves the turf in many a mould’ring heap,
Fach in his narrow cell for ever laid,
The rude Foiefathers of the hamlet sleep.

-~The breezy call of incense-breathing Morn,
The swallow twitt’ring from the straw-built shed,
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 20
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For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,
\Or busy housewife ply her evening care;
No children run to lisp their sire’s return,
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield,

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke; !
How jocund did they drive their team afield|

How bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stroke!

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil,
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure;
Nor Grandcur hear, with a disdainful smile,
The short and simple annals of the poor.

The boust of heraldry, the pomp of power,
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour.
\_ The paths of glory lead but to the grave,

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault,

If Mem'ry o’er their tomb no trophies raise,
Where thro’ the long-drawn aisle and Fretted vauls

3 ;Ihe pealing anthem swells the note of praise.

Cay storied ‘urn or animated bust
) %m to its mansion call the fleeting breath?

Can Honour’s voice provoke the silent dust,
Or Flatt’ry soothe the dull cold ear of Death?

207
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Perhaps in_this neglected spot is laid
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire;
Hands, that the rod of empire might have swayed,
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre. -

But Knowledge to their eyes her ampie page
Rich with the spoils of time did ne’er unroll; 50

Chill Penury repressed their noble rage,
i And froze the genial current of the soul

Full many a gem, of purest ray serene,
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear;
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.

"Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast
The little tyrant of his fieldg withstood;
Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest,
Some Cromwell guiltless of his country’s blood. - 60

Th’ applause of list’'ning senates to command,
The threats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land,
And read their history in a nation’s eyes,

/Their lot forbad; nor circumsecribed alone
Their growing virtues, but their ~rimes confined;
Forbad to wade through slaughter to a throne,
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind,
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X {The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide
“To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame,
Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride
+” With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame.

70

Yur from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife,
Their sober wishes never learned 6o stray;
Along the cool sequestered vale of life <zedrn

They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. ~

i

Yct e’en these bones from insult to protect
Some {rail memorial still erected nigh,
With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked,

§ Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 80

Their name, their years, spelt by th’ unlettered Muse,
The place of fame and elegy supply;

And many a holy text around she strews,
That teach the rustic moralist to die.

For who, to dumb Forgetfulness 8 prey, "

This pleasinéznﬁops—ﬁgmg o’er resigned,’ )
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day,
Nor cast one longing ling’ring look behind?

Qg some fond breast the parting soul relies,
Some pious drops the closing eye requires;
E’en from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,
E’en in our ashes live their wonted fires.

14
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For thee, who, mindful of th’ unhonoured Dead
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate;

If chance, by lonely Contemplation led,
Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate,

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, -
¢ Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 100

‘ There at the foot of yonder nodding beech,
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high,
His listless length at noontide would he stretch,

And pore upon the brook that babbles by.

‘ Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, Lon
Mutt’ring his wayward fancies he would rove, \§e~<
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,
Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeless love.

‘ One morn I missed him on the customed hill,

Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree; 110
Another came; nor yet beside the rill,

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he;

‘ The next with dirges due in sad array
Slow thro’ the church-way path we saw him borne.
Approach and read (for thou can’st read) the lay
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.’
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Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown.
Fair Science frowned not on his humble birth,
And Melancholy marked him for her own. 120

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere,
Heav'n did a recompense as largely send;
He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear,
He gained from Heav’n (’twas all he wished) a friend.

No farther seek his merits to disclose,
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode,
(There they alike in trembling hope repose,)
The bosom of his Father and his God.

TrOoMAS GRAY.

THE CASTAWAY

Obscurest night involv’d the sky,
Th’ Atlantic billows roar’d,
When such a destin’d wretch as I,
Wash’d headlong from on board,
Of friends, of hope, of all bereft,
His floating home for ever left.
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No braver chief could Albion boast
Than he with whom he went,

Nor ever ship left Albion’s coast,
With warmer wishes sent.

He lov’d them both, but both in vain,

Nor him beheld, nor her again.

Not long beneath the whelming brine,
Expert to swim, he lay;

Nor soon he felt his strength decline,
Or courage die away;

But wag’d with death a lasting strife,

Supported by despair of life.

He shouted: nor his friends had fail’d
To check the vessel’s course,

But so the furious blast prevail’d,
That, pitiless perforce,

They left their outcast mate behind,

And scudded still before the wind.

Some succour yet they could afford;
And, such as storms allow,

The cask, the coop, the floated cord,
Delay’d not to bestow.

But he (they knew) nor ship, nor shore,

Whate’er they gave, should visit more.

Nor, cruel as it seem’d, could he
Their haste himself condemn,

Aware that flight, in such a sea,
Alone could rescue them;

10

20



ELEGIAC POEMS 213

Yet bitter felt it still to die
Deserted, and his friends so nigh.

He long survives, who lives an hour
In ocean, self-upheld;
And so long he, with unspent pow'’r,
His destiny repell’d; 40
And ever, as the minutes flew,
Entreated help, or cried—Adieu!

At length, his transient respite past,
His comrades, who before

Had heard his voice in ev’ry blast,
Could catch the sound no more.

For then, by toil subdued, he drank

The stifling wave, and then he sank.

No poet wept him: but the page
Of narrative sincere, 50
That tells his name, his worth, his age,
Is wet with Anson’s tear.
And tears by bards or heroes shed
Alike immortalise the dead.

I therefore purpose not, or dream,
Descanting on his fate,
To give the melancholy theme
A more enduring date:
But misery still delights to trace
Its semblance in another’s case. 60
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No voice divine the storm allay’d,
No light propitious shone;

When, snatch’d from all effectual aid,
We perish’d, each alone:

But I beneath a rougher sea,

And whelm’d in deeper gulfs than he.

WiLLiaM COWPER.

THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS

One more Unfortunate,
Weary of breath,

Rashly importunate,
Gone to her death!

Take her up tenderly,
Lift her with care;
Fashion’d so slenderly,
Young, and so fair!l

Look at her garments
Clinging like cerements
Whilst the wave constantly
Drips from her cluthing;
Take her up instantly,
Loving, not loathing.—

10
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Touch her not scornfully :
Think of her mournfully,
Gently and humanly;
Not of the stains of her,
All that remains of her
- Now is pure womanly. 20

Make no deep scrutiny
Into her mutiny
Rash and undutiful:
Past all dishonour
Death has left on her
Only the beautiful,

Still, for all slips of hers,
One of Eve’s family—
Wipe those poor lips of hers
Qozing so clammily. 30

Loop up her tresses
Escaped from the comb,

Her fair auburn tresses;

Whilst wonderment guesses
Where was her home?

Who was her father?
Who was her mother?
Had she a sister?
Had she a brother?
Or was there a dearer one 40
Still, and a nearer one
Yet, than all other?
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Alas| for the rarity

Of Christian charity
Under the sun!

Oh! it was pitifull

Near a whole city full,
Home she had none!

Bisterly, brotherly,
Fatherly, motherly
Feelings had changed:
Love, by harsh evidence,
Thrown from its eminence;
Even God’s providence
Seeming estranged.

Where the lamps quiver
So far in the river,
With many a light
From window and casement,
From garret to basement,
She stood, with amazement,
Houseless by night.

The bleak wind of March

Made her tremble and shiver;
But not the dark arch,

Or the black flowing river:
Mad from life’s history,
Glad to death’s mystery,

Swift to be hurl’d- -
Anywhere, anywhere,

Out of the world!

50

70
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In she plunged boldly,

No matter how coldly
The rough river ran,—

Over the brink of it,

Picture it—think of if,
Dissolute man!

Lave in it, drink of it,
Then, if you canl!

Take her up tenderly, 80
Lift her with care;
Fashion’d so slenderly,

Young, and so fair!

Ere her limbs frigidly
Stiffen too rigidly,
Decently,—kindly,—
Smooth and compose them:
And her eyes, close them,
Staring so blindly!

Dreadfully staring an
Thro’ muddy impurity,

As when with the daring

Last look of despairing,
Fix'd on futurity.

Perishing gloomily,
Spurr’d by contumely,
Cold inhumanity,
Burning insanity,
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Into her rest.—
Cross her hands humbly, 100
As if praying dumbly,
Over her breast!
Owning her weakness,
Her evil behaviour,
And leaving, with meekness,
Her sins to her Saviourl

Traomas Hoop.

COWPER’S GRAVE
1

It is a place where poets crowned may feel the heart’s

decaying;

It is a place where happy saints may weep amid their
praying.

Yet let the grief and humbleness, as low as silence,
languish : '

Earth surely now may give her calm to whom she gave
her anguish.
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I

O poets, from a maniac’s tongue was poured the death-
less singing!

O Christians, at your cross of hope, a hopeless hand was
clinging !

O men, this man in brotherhood your weary paths
beguiling,

Groaned inly while he taught you peace, and died while
ye were smiling|

And now, what time ye all may read through dimming
tears his story,

How discord on the music fell, and darkness on the
glory,

And how when, one by one, sweet sounds and wander-
ing lights departed,

He wore no less a loving face because so broken-hearted,

v

He shall be strong to sanctify the poet’s high vocation,
And bow the meekest Christian down in meeker adora-
« tion;
Nor ever shall he be, in praise, by wise or good forsaken,
Named softly as the household name of one whom God
hath taken.

19
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h'4

With quiet sadness and no gloomi I learn to think
upon him,—

With meekness that is gratefulness to God whose
heaven hath won him,

Who suffered once the madness-cloud to His own love
to blind him,

But gently led the blind along where breath and bird

could find him;

VI

And wrought within his shattered brain such quick
poetic senses

As hills have language for, and stars, harmonious in-
fluences.

The pulse of dew upon the grass, kept his within its
number,

And silent shadows from the trees refreshed him like a
slumber.

viI

Wild timid hares were drawn from woods to share his
home-caresses,

Uplooking to his human eyes with sylvan tendernesses.

The very world, by God’s constraint, from falsehood’s
ways removing,

Tts women and its men became, beside him, true and
loving.

20
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VIII

And though, in blindness, he remained unconscious of
that guiding,

And things provided came without the sweet sense of
providing, ’

He testified this solemn truth, while frenzy desolated,

—Nor man nor nature satisfy whom only God created.

IX

Like a sick child that knoweth not his mother while
she blesses .

And drops upon his burning brow the coolness of her
kisses,—

That turns his fevered eyes around—' My mother!
where’s my mother? '—

As if such tender words and deeds could come from
any other!—

The fever gone, with leaps of heart he sees her bending
o’er him,

Her face all pale from watchful love, the unweary love
she bore him |—

Thus, woke the poet from the dream his life’s long fever
gave him,

Beneath those deep pathetic Eyes, which closed in
death to save him.

221
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XI

Thus? oh, not thus! no type of earth can image that
‘awaking,

Wherein he scarcely heard the chant of seraphs, round
him breaking,

Or felt the new immortal throb of soul from body
parted,

But felt those eyes alone, and knew,—‘ My Saviour!
not deserted! ’

XI1I

Deserted! Who hath dreamt that when the cross in
darkness rested,

Upon the Victim’s hidden face, no love was manifested ?

‘What frantic hands outstretched have e’cr the atoning
drops averted?

What tears have washed them from the soul, that one
should be deserted?

XIII1

Deserted! God could separate from His own essence

rather;
And Adam’s sins have swept between the righteous
Son and Father. .50
Yea, once, Immanuel’s orphaned cry His universe hath
sken—

It went up single, echoless, ‘* My God, I am forsaken! ’
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X1v

It went up from the Holy’s lips amid His lost creation,

That, of the lost, no son should use those words cf
desolation |

That earth’s worst frenzies, marring hope, should mar
not hope’s fruition,

And I, on Cowper’s grave, should see his rapture in a
vision.

ErizaBETH BARRETT BROWNING.

BY THE STATUE OF KING CHARLES AT
CHARING CROSS *

Sombre and rich, the skies,
Great glooms, and starry plains;
Gently the night wind sighs;
Else a vast silence reigns.

The splendid silence clings

Around me: and around

The saddest of all Kings,

Crown’d, and again discrown’d. ;

* By kind permission of Mr. Elkin Matthews, Tondon.
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Comely and calm, he rides

Hard by his own Whitehall, 10
Only the night wind glides:

No crowds, nor rebels, brawl.

Gone, too, his Court: and yet,
The stars his courtiers are:
Stars in their stations set;
And every wandering star.

Alone he rides, alone,

The fair and fatal King:
Dark night is all his own,
That strange and solemn thing. 20

Which are more full of fate:
The stars; or those sad eyes?
Which are more still and great:
Those brows, or the dark skies?

Although his whole heart yearn
In passionate tragedy,

Never was face so stern

With sweet austerity.

Vanquish’d in life, his deati

By beauty made amends: 30
The passing of his breath

Won his defeated ends.
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Brief life, and hapless? Nay :
Through death, life grew sublime.
Speak after sentence? Yea:

And to the end of time

Armour’d he rides, his head

Bare to the stars of doom;

He triumphs now, the dead,

Beholding London’s gloom. 40

Our wearier spirit faints,
Vex’d in the world’s employ :
His soul was of the saints;
And art to him was joy.

King, tried in fires of woe!
Men hunger for thy grace:
And through the night I go,
Loving thy mournful face.

Yet, when the city sleeps,

When all the cries are still, 50
The stars and heavenly deeps

Work out a perfect will.

LioNEL Prcor JOHNSON.
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A FRIEND

He gave, and went again:
I havc seen one man live,
Al that he came to give,
I have seen one man reign,
With all the graces in his train.

As one of us, he wrought
Things of the common hour:
Whence was the charmed soul brought,
That gave each act such power;
The natural beauty of a flower?

Magnificence and grace,

Excellent courtesy:

A brightness on the face,

Airs of high memory:
Whence came all these, to such as he?

Like young Shakespearian kings,

He won the adoring throng:

And, as Apollo sings,

He triumphed with a song:
Triumphed, and sang, and passed along.

With a light word, he took

The hearts of men in thrall:

And, with a golden look,

Welcomed them, at his call
Giving their love, their strength, their all.

10

20
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No man less proud than he,

Nor cared for homage less:

Only, he could not be

¥aur off from happiness:
Nature was bound to his success.

Weary, the cares, the jars,
The lets, of every day,
But the heavens filled with stars,
Chanced he upon the way:
And where he stayed, all joy would stay.

Now, when sad night draws down,

When the austere stars burn:

Roaming the vast live town,

My thoughts and memories yearn
Toward him, who never will return.

Yet have I seen him live,

And owned my friend, a king:

All that he came to give,

He gave: and I, who sing
His praise, bring all I have to bring.

LioNEL Prcor JOHNSON.
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ON THE RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER'S
PICTURE OUT OF NORFOLE

Oh that those lips had language ! Life has pass’d
With me but roughly since I heard thee last.
Those lips are thine—thy own sweet smiles I scc,
The same that oft in childhood solaced me .
Voice only fails, else, how distinct they say,

. Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears away!”’
ﬁhe meek intelligence of those dear eyes
(Blest be the art that can immortalize,
The art that baffles time’s tyrannic claim
To quench it) here shines on me still the same.
Faithful remembrancer of one eo dear,
O welcome guest, shough unexpected, here !

ho bid’st me honour with an artless song,‘

Affectionate, a mother lost so long, ’

I will obey, not willingly alone,

But gladly, as the precept were her own:
And, while that face renews my filial grief,
Fancy shall weave a charm for my reliefe=s
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie,

A momentary dream, that “thou art she.

My mother! when I learn’d that thou wast dead,
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed? ~
Hover'd thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son,

Wretch even then, life’s journey just begun?
Perhaps thou gav’st me, though unseen, a kiss;
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss—
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Ah, that maternal smile! it answers—Yes.
I-heard the bell toll’d on thy burial day,
I saw the hearsa fhat bore thee slow away,
And, turning from my nurs’ry window, drew
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu!
But was it such ?—It was.—Where thou art gone
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown.
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore,
The parting sound shall pass my lips no more!
Thy maidens griev’d themselves at my concern,
Oft gave me promise of a quick return,
What ardently I wish'd, I long believ’d,
And, disappointed still, was etill deceiv’'d;
By disappointment every day beguil’d,
Dupe of to-morrow even from a child.
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went,
Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent,
I learn’d at last submission to my lot;
But, though I less deplor’d tliee, ne’er forgot.

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more,
Children not thine have trod my nurs’ry floor;
And where the gard'mer Robin, day by day,
Drew me to school along the public way,
Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapt
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capt,
'Tis ‘'now become a history little known

17, ‘once we call’d the past’ral house our own.
Short-liv’d possession! Hut the record fair
'ﬁnt mom’ry keeps of all thy kindness there,
Still outlives many a storm that has effac’d
A thousand other themes less deeply trac’d.
“Thy. nightly visite to. my chamber made,
That thou might’st know me safe and warmly laid;

30
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Thy morning bounties cre I left my home, ' 60
The biscuit, or confectionary plum; SR

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestow’d ,

By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glow’d;

\All this, and more endearing still than all,

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall,

Ne'er roughen’d by those cataracts and brakes X
That humour interpos’d too often makes:

All this still legible in mem’ry’s page.

And still to be so, to my latest age,

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay ()]
Buch honours to thee as my numbers may ;

Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere,

Not scorn’d in heav’n though little notic’d here.

Could time, his flight revers'd, restore the hours,
When, playing with thy vesture’s tissued flow’rs,
The violet, the pink, and jessamine,
I prick’d them into paper with g pin,
(And thou wast happier than myself the while,
Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head and smile)
Could those few pleasant hours again appear, 80
Might one wish bring them, would I wish them here?
I would not trust my heart—the dear delight
Seems so to be desir'd perhaps I might.—
But no,—what here we call our life is such,
So little to be lov’'d, and thou so much,
That I should ‘il requite tkee to constrain
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again.

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coast
(The storms all weather’d and the ocean cross’d)
Bhoots into port at some well-haven’d isle, 90"
Where spices breathe and brighter seasons smile,
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There sits quiescent on the floods that show

Her beautesus form reflected clear below,

While airs impregnated with incense play
" Around her, fanning light her streamers gay:

o thou, with sails how swift! hast reach’d the shore

. Where tempests never beat nor billows roar,”

And thy lov’d consort on the dang’rous tide

Of life, long since, has anchor’'d at thy side.

But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest, 100
Always from port withheld, always distress’d—

Me howling winds drive aevinus, tempest-toss'd,

Sails ript, seams op’ning wide, and compass lost,

And day by day some current’s thwarting force

Sets me more distant from a prosp’rous course.

But oh the thought, that thou artsafe, and he!

That thought is joy, arrive what may to me.

My boast is not that I deduce my birth

From loing enghron’d, and rulers of the earth;

But higher far my proud pretensions rise— . 110
The son of parents pass’d into the skies.

And now, farewell—time, unirevok’d, has run

His wonted_course, yet what T wish’d is done.

By contemplation’s help, not .?roggbu'Lvain

I seem t"&feﬁd m}?) childhood o’er agzni; ;

To have renew’d the joys that once were mine,

Without The sin of ‘violating thine:

ApZ, while the wingg of fancy still are free,

And I can view this mimic show of thee, :
Time has but halfsucceeded in his theft— 120
E.‘hyself remov’d, thy power to soot-he__ me left.

WitrLiaM COWPER.
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THE SINGERS

God sent His Singers upon earth

With songs of sadness and of mirth,

That they might touch the hearts of men,
And bring them back to heaven again.

The first, a youth with soul of fire,

Held in his hand a golden lyre;

Through groves he wandered, and by streams,
Playing the music of our dreams.

The second, with a bearded face,
Stood singing in the market-place,
And stirred with accents deep and loud
The hearts of all the listening crowd.

A gray old man, the third and last.
Sang in cathedrals dim and vast,
While the majestic organ rolled
Contrition from its mouths of gold.

And those who heard the Singers three
Disputed which the best might be;
For still their music seemed to start
Discordant echoes in each heart

But the great Master said, ‘‘ I see
No best in kind, but in degree;

I gave a various gift to each,

To. charm, to strepgthen, andita teach,

| N

&
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‘“ These are the three great chords of might,
And he whose ear is tuned aright

Will hear no discord in the three.

But the most perfect harmony."’

IHENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW.

SANTA FILOMENA

Whene'’er a noble deed is wrought,
Whene’er is spoken a noble thought,
Our hearts, in glad surprise,

To higher levels rise.

The tidal wave of deeper souls

Into our inmost being rolls,
And lifts us unawares
Out of all meaner cares.

Honour to those whose words or deeds

Thus help us in our daily needs, 10
And by their overflow
Raise us from what is low!

Thus thought I, as by night I read
Of the great army of the dead,
The trenches cold and damp,
The starved and frozen camp,—
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The wounded from the vattle-plain,
In dreary hospitals of pain,
The cheerless corridors,
The cold and stony floors. 20

Lol in that house of misery

A lady with a lamp I see
Pass through the glimmering gloom.
And flit from room to room.

And slow, as in a dream of bliss,
The speechless sufferer turns to kiss
Her shadow, as it falls
Upon the darkening walls.

Ag if a door in heaven should be :

Opened and then closed suddenly, 30
The vision came and went,
The light shone and was spent.

On England’s annals, through the long

Hereafter of her speech and song,
That light its rays shall cast
From portals of the past.

A Lady with a Lamp shall stand
In the great history of the land,
A noble type of good.
Heroic womanhood. 40
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Nor even shall be wanting here
The palm, the lily, and the spear,
The symbols that of yore

Saint Filomena bore

HeNnry WapSWORTH LONGFELLOW.

[

THE BUTLDFERS

All are architects of Fate,
Working in these walls of Time;
Some with massive deeds and great,
Some with ornaments of rhyme.

Nothing useless is, or lew;
Each thing in its place is best;
And what seems but idle show
Strengthens and supports the rest.

For the structure that we raise,

Time is with materials filled ; 10
Our to-days and yesterdays

Are the blocks with which we build.

Truly shape and fashion these;
Leave no yewning gaps betwcen;

Think not, because no man sees,
Such things will remain unseen.
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In the elder days of Art,

Builders wrought with greatest care
Each minute und unseen part;

For the Gods see everywhere.

Let us do our work as well,
Both the unseen and the seen;

Masake the house, where Gods may dwell,
Beautiful, entire, and clean.

Else our lives are incomplete,
Standing in these walls of Time,

Broken stairways, where the feet
Stumble as they seek to climb.

Build to-day, then, strong and sure,
With a firm and ample base;
And ascending and secure
Shall to-morrow find its place.

Thus alone can we attain
To those turrets, where the eye
Sees the world as one vast plain,
And one boundless reach of sky.

30

HENRY WADSWORTH J.ONGFELLOW.
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THE TOYS

My little Son, who look’d from thoughtful eyes

And moved and spoke in quiet growm-up wise,

Having my law the seventh time disobey’d,

I struck him, and dismiss’d

With hard words and unkiss’d,

—His Mother, who was patient, being dead.

Then, fearing lest his grief should hinder sleep,

I visited his bed,

But found him slumbering deep,

With darken’d eyelids, and their lashes yet

From his late sobbing wet.

And I, with moan,

Kissing away his tears, left others of my own;

For, on a table drawn beside his head,

He had put, within his reach,

A box of counters and a red-vein'd stone,

A piece of glass abraded by the beach,

‘And six or seven shells,

A bottle with bluebells,

‘And two French copper coins, ranged there with
careful art,

To comfort his sad heart.

So when that night I pray’d

To God, I wept, and said :

Ah! when at last we lie with trancéd breath,

Not vexing Thee in death,

‘And Thou rememberest of what toys

We ‘'made our joys,

How weakly understood

Thy great commanded good,

237
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Then, fatherly not less

Than I whom Thou hast moulded from the clay,
Thou’lt leave Thy wrath, and say,

‘I will be sorry for their childishness.’

COVENTRY PATMORE.

THE DANCE OF DEATH
(Arrer HoLBEIN.)

He is the despots’ Despot. All must bide,
Later or soon, the message of his might;
Princes and potentates their heads must hide,
Touched by the awful sigil of his right;
Beside the Kaiser he at eve doth wait

And pours a potion in his cup of state;

The crownéd Queen his bidding must obey ;
No keen-eyed Cardinal shall him affray;

And to the Dame that wantoneth he saith—
** Let be, Sweet-heart, to junket and to play.”’
There is 17 King more terrible than Death.

The lusty Lord, rejoicing in his pride, X

He draweth down; before the arméd Knight
With jingling bridle-rein he still doth ride;
He crosseth the strong Captain in the fight;

10
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The Burgher grave he beckons from debate;

- He hales the Abbot by his shaven pate,

Nor for the Abbess’ wailing will delay ;

No bawling Mendicant shall say him nay; -

E’en to the pyx the Priest he. followeth, 20
Nor can the Leech bis chilling finger stay . . .

There is no King more terrible than Death.

All things must bow to him. Ard woe betide

The Wine-bibber,—the Roisterer by night;

Him the feast-master, many bouts defied,

Him ’twixt the pledging and the cup shall smite
‘Woe to the Lender at usurious rate,

The hard Rich Man, the hireling Advocate;

Woe to the Judge that selleth Law for pay;

Woe to the Thief that like a beast of prey 30
With creeping tread the traveller harryeth :—
These, in their sin, the sudden sword shall slay . . .
There is no King more terrible than Death.

He hath no pity,—nor will be denied.

When the low hearth is garnishéd and bright,
Grimly he flingeth the dim portal wide,

And steals the Infant in the Mother’s sight;

He hath no pity for the scorned of fate:—

He spares not Lazarus lying at the gate,

Nay, nor the blind that stumbleth as he muy; 40
Nay, the tired Ploughman,—at the sinking ray,—
In the last furrow,—feels an icy breath,

And knows a hand hath turned the team astray . . .
There is no King more terrible than Death.
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He hath no pity. For the new-made Bride,
Blithe with the promise of her life’s delight,
That wanders gladly by her Husband’s side,
He with the clatter of his drum doth fright;
He scares the Virgin at the convent grate;
The Maid half-won, the Lover passionate;
He hath no grace for weakness and decay :
The tender Wife, the Widow bent and gray,
The feeble Sire whose footstep faltereth,—
All these he leadeth by the lonely way . . .
There is no King more terrible than Death.

» ENvoy.

Youth, for whose ear and monishing of late,

I sang of Prodigals and lost estate,

Have thou thy joy of living and be gay;

But know not less that there must come a day,—
Aye, and perchance e’en now it hasteneth,—

When thine own heart shall speak to thee and say,—

There is no King more terrible than Death.

AvusTIN DoBSON.

60
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THE KINGDOM OF GOD*

‘ INn xo STrANGE LAND.”’

O world invisible, we view thee,

O world intangible, we touch thee,
O world unknowable, we know thee,
Tnapprehensible, we clutch thee!

Does the fish soar to find the ocean,
The eagle plunge to find the air—

That we ask of the stars in motion
If they have rumour of thee there?

Not where the wheeling systems darken,
And our benumbed conceiving soars |— 10
The drift of pinions, would we hearken,
Beats at our own clay-shuttered doors.

The angels keep their ancient places;—
Turn but & stone, and start a wing!
'Tis ye, 'tis your estrangéd faces,
That miss the many-splendoured thing.

But (when so sad thou canst not sadder)

Cry ;—and upon thy so sore loss

Shall shine the traffic of Jacob’s ladder

Pitched betwixt Heaven and Charing Cross. 20

* By kind permission of the Literary Executor, Mr. Wilfrid
Meynell, and the publishers, Messrs. Burns & Oates, Ltd., London.

16
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Yea, in the night, my Soul, my daughter,
Cry,—clinging Heaven by the hems;
And lo, Christ walking on the water

Not of Gennesareth, but Thames ¥

Franors THOMPSON.

ULYSSES

It little profits that an idle king,

By this still hearth, among these barren crags,

Match’d with an aged wife, I mete and dole

Unequal laws unto a savage race,

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.

I cannot rest from travel: I will drink

Lifc to the lees: all times I have enjoy’d

Greatly, have suffer’d greatly, both with those

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when

Thro’ scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 10

* This poem (found among his papers when he died) Francis
Thompson might yet have worked upon to remove, here n defective
rhyme, there an anexpected elision. But no altered mind would he
have brought to 1fs main purport; and the prevision of ‘‘ Heaven in
Tarth and God in Man,"” pervading his earlier published verse, we
find here accented by poignantly local and personal allusions. For in
these triumphing stanzas, he held in retrospect those days and nights
of human dereliction he spent beside XLondon's River, and in the
shadow—but all radiance to him—of Charing Cross,
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Vext the dim sea: I am become a name;

For always roaming with a hungry heart

"Much have I seen and known; cities of men

And manners, climates, councils, governments,

Mpyself not least, but honour’d of them all;

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.

I am a part of all that I have met;

Yt all experience is an arch wherethro’

Gleams that untravell’d world, whose margin fades

Yor ever and for ever when I move.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnish’d, not to shine in use!

As tho’ to breathe were life. Life piled on life

Were all too little, and of one to me

Little remains: but every hour is saved

From that eternal silence, 'something more,

A bringer of new things; and vile it were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,

And this gray spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge like a sinking star,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thoughs.
This is mysson, mine own Telemachus,

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle—

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil

This labour, by slow prudence to make mild

A rugged people, and thro’ soft degrees

Subdue them to the useful and the good.

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere

©f common duties, decent not to fail

In offices of tenderness, and pay

Meet adoration to my household gods,

248
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When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.
There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail:

There gloom the dark broad seas. My mariners,

Souls that have toil’d, and wrought, and thought

with me—

That ever with a froliec welcome took

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed

Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old;

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;

Death closes all: but something ere the end,

Some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep

Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,

"Tis not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

Aqad see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho’ mueh is taken, much abifes; and tho’

We are not now that strength which in old days

Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are;

One equal temver of heroic hearts,

Made weak by iime and fate, but strong in will

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

T.orp TENNYSON.

50
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HART-LEAP WELL

The Knight had ridden down from Wensley Moor
With the slow motion of a summer’s cloud,
And now, as he approached a vassal’s door,

‘“ Bring forth another horse!’’ he cried aloud.

‘* Another horse !”’—That shout the vassal heard
And saddled his best Steed, a comely grey;
Sir Walter mounted him; he was the third
Which he had mounted on that glorious day.

Joy sparkled in the prancing cougser’s eyes;

The horse and horseman are a happy pair; 10
But, though Sir Walter like a falcon flies,

There is a doleful silence in the air.

A rout this morning left Sir Walter's Hall,
That as they galloped made the echoes roar;
But horse and man are vanished, one and all;
Such race, I think, was never seen before.

Sir Walter, restless as a veering wind,

Calls to the few tired dogs that yet remain:

Blanch, Swift, and Musie, ncblest of their kind,

Follow, and up the weary mountain strain. 20

The. Knight hallooed, he cheered and chid them on
With suppliant gestures and upbraidings stern;
But breath and eyesight fail; and, one by one,

The dogs are stretched among the mountain fern.



246 POETICAL SELECTIONS

Where is the throng, the tumult of the race?
The bugles that so joyfully were blown?
—This chase it looks not like an earthly chase;
Sir Walter and the Hart are left alone.

The poor Hart toils along the mountainside;

I will not stop to tell how far he fled, 30
Nor will I mention by what death he died;

But now the Knight beholds him lying dead.

Dismounting, then, he leaned against a thorn;
He had no follower, dog, nor man, nor boy:

He neither cracked his whip, nor blew his horn,
But gazed upon the spoil with silent joy.

Close to the thorn on which Sir Walter leaned

Stood his dumb partner in this glorious feat;

Weak as a lamb the hour that it is veaned ;

And white with foam as if with cleaving sleet 46

Upon his side the Hart was lying stretched :

His nostril touched a epring beneath a hill,

And with the last deep groan his breath had fetched
The waters of the spring were trembling still.

And now, too happy for repose or rest,

(Never had living man such joyful lot!)

Sir Walter walked all round, north, south, and west.
And gazed and gazed upon that darling spot.

And climbing up the hill—(it was at least )
Four roods of sheer ascent) Sir Walter found 50
Three several hoof-marks which the hunted Beast

Had left imprinted on the grassy ground.
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Sir Walter wiped his face, and cried, ‘‘Till now
Such sight was never seen by human eyes:
Three leaps have borne him from this lofty brow
Down -to the very fountain where he lies.

“T’'ll build a pleasure-house upon this spot.

And a small arbour, made for rural joy;

"Twill be the traveller’s shed, the pilgrim’s cot,

A place of love for damsels that are coy. 60

‘“ A cunning artist will I have to frame

A basin for that fountain in the dell!

And they who do make mention of the same,

From this day forth, shall call it HarT-LEAP WELL.

*“ And, gallant Stag! to make thy praises known,
Another monument shall here be raised ;

Three several pillars, each a rough-hewn gtone,
And planted where thy hoofs the turf have grazed

‘“ And in the summer-time, when days are long,

I will come hither with my Paramour; 70
And with the dancers and the minstrel’s song

We will make merry in that pleasant bower.

*“ Till the foundations of the mountains fail
My mansion with its arbour shall endure;—
The joy of them who till the fields of Swale,
And fhem who dwell among *he woods of Ure!’’
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Then home he went, and left the Hart stone-dead,
With breathless nostrils stretched above the spring.
—=Soon did the Knight perform what he had said;
And far and wide the fame thereof did ring. 80

Erc thrice the Moon into her port had steered,
A cup of stone received the living well;
Three pillars of rude stone Sir Walter reared,
And built a house of pleasure in the dell.

And, near the fountain, flowers of stature tall

With trailing plants and trees were intertwined,—
Which soon composed a little sylvan hall,

A leafy shelter from the sun and wind.

And thither, when the summer days were long,

Sir Walter led his wondering Paramour; 90
And with the dancers and the minstrel’s song

Made merriment within that pleasant bower.

The Knight, Sir Walter, died in course of time,
And his bones lie in his paternal vale.—

But there is matter for a second rhyme,

And I to this would add another tale.

ParT SeECcoND

The moving accident is not my trade;

To freeze the blood I have no read, arts:
'Tis my delight, alone in summer shade,
To pipe a simple song for thinking hearts. 100
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As T from Hawes to Richmond did repair,
It chanced that I saw standing in a dell
Three aspens at three corners of a square;
And one, not four yards distant, cear a well.

What this imported I could ill divine:
And, pulling now the rein my horse to stop,
I saw three pillars standing in g line,—
The last stome-pillar on a dark hill-top

The trees were grey, with neither arms nor head ;

Half wasted the square mound of tawny green; 110
So that you just might say, as then I said,

‘* Here in old time the hand of man hath been."’

I looked upon the hill both far and near?
More doleful place did never eye survey;
It seemed as if the spring-time came not here,
And Nature here were willing to decay.

I stood in various thoughts and fencies lost,

When one, who was in shepherd’s garb attired,

Came up the hollow:—him did I accost,

And what this place might be I then enguired. 120

The Shepherd stopped, and that same story told
Which in my former rhyme I have rehearsed.

‘““ A jolly place,”” said he, ‘‘ in times of old !
But something ails it now ; the spot is curst.

““ ¥ou see these lifeless stumps of aspen wood—
Some say that they are beeches, others elms—
These were the bower; and here a mansion stood,
The finest palace of a hundred realms!
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‘“ The arbour does its own condition tell;

You see the stones, the fountain, and the stream; 130
But as to the great Lodge! you might as well

Hunt half a day for a forgotten dreara.

‘* There’s neither dog nor heifer, horse nor sheep,
Will wet his lips within that cup of stone;

And oftentimes, when all are fast asleep,

This water doth send forth a dolorous groan.

‘* Some say that here a murder has been done,

And blood cries out for blood: but, for my part,

I've guessed, when I've been sitting in the sun,

That it was all for that unhappy Hart. 140

** What thoughts must through the creature’s brain
have past!

Even from the topmost stone, upon the steep,

Are but three bounds—and look, Sir, at this last—

O Master! it has been a cruel leap.

‘“ For thirteen hours he ran a desperate race;

And in my simple mind we cannot tell

What cause the Hart might have to love this place,
And come and make his death-bed near the well.

‘“ Here on the grass perhaps asleep he sank, N
Lulled by the fountain in the sum.ncr-tide; 150
This water was perhaps the first he drank

When he had wandered from his mother’s side.
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*“In April here beneath the flowering thorn

Hé¢ heard the birds their morning carols sing;
And he perhaps, for aught we know, was born
Not half a furlong from that self-same spring.

*“ Now, here is neither grass nor pleasant ghade;
The sun on drearier hollow never ehone;

So will 1t be, as I have often said,

Till trees, and stones, and fountain, all are gone.’’

*“ Grey-headed Shepherd, thou hast spoken well;
Small difference lies between thy creed and mine:
This Beast not unobserved by Nature fell ;

His death was mourned by sympathy divine.

*“ The Being that is in the clouds and air,
That is in the green leaves among the groves,
Maintains & deep and reverential care

Tor the unoffending creatures whom he loves.

** The pleasure-house is dust:—behind, before,
This is no common waste, no common gloom ;
But Nature, in due course of time, once more
Shall here put on her beauty and her bloom.

““'She leaves these objects to a slow decay,

That what we are, and have heen. may be known ;
But at the coming of the milder day

These monuments shall all he overgrown.
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‘“ One lesson, Shepherd, let us two divide,

Taught both by what she shows, and what conceals;

Never to blend our pleasure or our pride
With sorrow of the meanest thing that feels.’”

WirLtaM WORDSWORTH.

THE LADY POVERTY

The Lady Poverty was fair:

But she has lost her looks of late.
With change of times and change of air.
Ah slattern! she neglects her hair,

Her gown, her shoes; she keeps no state
As once when her pure feet were bare.

Or—almost worse, if worse can be—
She scolds in parlours, dusts and trims,
Watches and zounts. Oh, is this she
‘Whom Francis met, whose step wac frce,
‘Who with Obedience carolled hymns,

1n Umbria walked with Chastity?

‘Where is her ladyhood? Not here,

Not among modern kinds of men;
But in the stony fields, where clear
Through the thin trees the skies appear,
In delicate spare soil and fen,

And slender landscape and austere.

AricE MEYNELL.
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PEN AND INK*

Ye wanderers that were my sires,
Who read men’s fortunes in the hand,
Who voyaged with your smithy fires
From waste to waste across the land,
Why did you leave for garth and town
Your life by heath and river’s brink,
Why lay your gipsy freedom down
And doom your child to Pen and Ink?

You wearied of the wild-wood meal
That crowned, or failed to crown, the day; 10
Too honest or too tame to steal
You broke into the beaten way:
Plied loom or awl like other men,
And learned to love the guineas’ chink—
Oh, recreamt gires, who doomed me then
To earn so few—with Pen and Ink!

Where it hath fallen the tree must lie;
"Tis over late for me to roam,
Yet the caged bird who hears the ery
Of his wild fellows fleeting home 20
May feel no sharper pang than mine,
Who seem to hear, whene’er I think,
Spate in the stream, and wind in pine,
5 Call me to quit dull Pen and Ink.

* By kind permission of Mrs. Lang and Messrs. Longmans Green
& Co., Ltd., London.
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For then the spirit wandering,

That slept within the blood, awakes;
For then the summer and the spring

I fain would meet by streams and lakes;
But ah! my birthright long is sold,

But custom chains me, link on link,
And I must get me, as of old,

Back to my tools, to0 Pen and Ink.

ANDREW LANG.

THE GREAT RENUNCIATION
From The Light of Asiu.

““ I will depart,”’ he spake; ‘‘ the hour is come!
'Thy tender lips, dear Sleeper, summon me
To that which saves the earth but sunders us;
And in the silence of yon sky I read
My fated message flashing. Unto this
Came I, and unto this all nights and days
Have led me; for I will not have that crown
Which may be mine: I lay aside those realms
‘Which wait the gleaming of my naked sword:
My chariot shall not roll with bloody wheels
From victory to victory, till earth
Wears the rea record of my name. I choose
To tread its paths with patient, stainless fee,
Making its dust my bed, its loneliest wastes
My dwelling, and its meanest things my matcs;
<Clad in no prouder garb than outcasts wear,
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Fed with no meats save what the charituble

Give of their will, sheltered by no more pomp

Than the dim cave lends or the jungle-bush.

@hls will I do because the woful ecry 20
Of life and all flesh living cometh up

Into my ears, and all my soul is full

Of pity for the sickness of this world}}

Which 1 will heal, if healing may be found

By uttermost renouncing and strong strife.

Yor which of all the great and lesser gods

Have power or pity? Who hath seen them—who?
What have they wrought to help their worshippers?
How hath it steaded man to pray, and pay

Tithes of the corn and oil, to chant the charms, 30
To slay the shricking sacrifice, to rear

The stately fane, to feed the priests, and call

On Vishnu, Shiva, Surya, who save

None—not the worthiest—from the griefs that teach
Those litanies of flattery and fear

Ascending day by day, like wasted smoke?

Hath any of my brothers ’scaped thereby

The aches of life, the stings of love and loss,

The fiery fever and the ague-shake, .# .45 V.
The slow, dull, sinking into withered age, 40
The horrible dark death—and what beyond
Waits—till the whirling wheel comes up again,
(And new lives bring new sorrows to be borne,

New generations for the new desires

Which have their end in the old rfockeries

CH;a.th any of my tender sisters found

Fruit of the fast or harvest of the hymn,

‘Or bought one pang the less at bearing-time
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For white curds offered and trim tu]si-leave@

Nay; it may be some of the Gods are good b0

And evil some, but all in action weak;

Both pitiful and pitiless, and both—

As men are—bound upon this wheel of change,

Knowing the former and the after lives.

For so our scriptures truly seem to teach,

That—once, end wheresoe’er, and whence begun—

Life runs its rounds of living, climbing up

From mote, and gnat, and worm, reptile, and fish,

Bird and shagged beast, man, demon, deva, God,

To clod and mote again; so are we kin 60

To all that is; and (tlhus, if one might save

Man from his curse, the whole ‘'wide world should
share

The lightened horror of this ignorance

Whose shadow is chill fear, and cruelty Jac—» / : |

Its bitter pastimg) Yea, if one might save!

And means must be! There must be refuge! Men

Perished in winter-winds till one smote fire

From flint-stones coldly hiding what they held,

The red spark treasured from the kindling sun.

They gorged on flesh like wolves, till one sowed corn, 70

Which grew a weed, yet makes the life of man;

They mowed and babbled till some tongue siruck
speech,

And patient fiuzers framed the lettered sound.

(What good gift have my brothers, but it came

From search and strife and loving sacriﬁce@

If one, then, being great and fortunate,

Rich, dowered with health and ease, from birth
designed
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“To rule—if he would rule—a King of kings;
If one, not tired with life’s long ddy but glad
I’ the freshness of its morning, one not cloyed 80
With love's delicious feasts, but hungry still;

1f one not worn and wrinkled, sadly sage,

But joyous in the glory and the grace

“That mix with evils here, and free to choose

Earth’s loveliest at Lis will: one even as I,

Who ache not, lack not, grieve not, save with griefs
Which are not mine, except as I am man;—

If such a one, having so much to give,

‘Gave all, laying it down for iove of men.

And thenceforth spent himself to search for {ruth. 90
Wringing the secret of deliverance forth,

Whether it lurk in hells or hide in heavens,

Or hover, unrevealed, nigh unto all:

Surely ut last, far off, sometime, somewhere,

The veil would lift for his deep-searching eyes,

The road would open for his painful feet,

That should be won for which he lost the world,
And(Death might find him conqueror of death?)

This will I do, who have a realm to lose,

Because I love my realm, because my heart 100
‘Beats with each throb of all the hearts that ache,

Known and unknown, these that are mine and those
Which shall be mine, a thousand million more

:Saved by this sacrifice I offer now.

Oh, summoning stars! I come! Oh, mournful earth!

For thee and thine I lay aside my youth,

M3 throne, my joys, my golden days, my nights,

My happy palace—and thine arms, sweet Queen !

Harder to put aside than all the rest!

17
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Yel thee, too, I shall save, saving this earth; 110
_ And that which stirs within thy tender womb,
My child, the hidden blossom of our loves,
Whom if I wait to bless my mind will fail.
(Wife! child! father! and people! ye must share
A little while the anguish of this hour
That light may break and all flesh learn the Lav)
Now am 1 fixed, and now I will depart,
Never to come again, till what I seek
Be found—if fervent search and strife avail.”’
% So, with his brow he touched her feet, and bent 120
The farewell of fond eyes, unutterable,
Upon her sleeping face, still wet with tears;
And thrice around the bed in reverence,
As though it were an altar, softly stepped
With clasped hands laid upon his beating heart,
*‘ For never,”’ spake he, ‘‘ lie I there sgain| "’
And thrice he made to go, but thrice came back,
So strong her beauty was, so large his love:
Then, o’cr his head drawing his cloth, he turned
And raised the purdah’s edge. 136

Sir EpwiN ARNOLD.



Narrative Poems
PETER GRIMES
From The Borough

Old Peter Grimes made fishing his employ,

His wife he cabin’d with him and his boy,

And seem’d that life laborious to enjoy:

To town came quiet Peter with his fish,

And had of all a civil word and wish.

He left his trade upon the sabbath-day,

And took young Peter in his hand to pray:

But soon the stubborn boy from care broke loose,
At first refuscd, then added his abuse:

His father’s love he scorn’d, his power defied, 10
But being drunk, wept sorely when he died.

Yes! then he wept, and to his mind there camec
Much of his conduct, and he felt the shame,—
How he had oft the good old man reviled,

And never paid the duty of a child;

How, when the father in his Bible read,

He in contempt and anger left the shed:

“ It is the word of life,” the parcent cried;

—* This is the life itself,” the boy replied;
And while old Peter in amazement stood, 20
Gave the hot spirit to his boiling blood : —
How he, with oath and furious speech, began
To prove his frcedom and assert the man

Angd when the parent check’d his impious rage,
How he had cursed the tyranny of age,—
Nay, once had dealt the sacrilegious blow

On his bare head, "and laid his parent low;
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The father groan’d—* If thou art old,’ said he,
‘ And hast a son—thou wilt remember me:
Thy mother left me in a happy time,

Thou kill’dst not her—Heav'n spares the double crime.’

On an inn-settle, in his maudlin grief,
This he revolved, and drank for his relief.

Now lived the youth in freedom, but debarr’d
From constant pleasure, and he thought it hard;
Hard that he could not every wish obey,

But must awhile relinquish ale and play;
Hard! that he could not to his cards attend,
But must acquire the money he would spend.

With greedy eye he look’d on all he saw,
He knew not justice, and he laugh’d at law;
On all he mark’d he streteh’d his ready hand;
He fish’d by water, and he filch’d by land:
Oft in the night has Peter dropp’d his oar,
Fled from his boat and sought for prey on shore;
Oft up the hedge-row glided, on his back
Bearing the orchard’s produce in a sack,
Or farm-yard load, tugg’'d fiercely from the stack;
And as these wrongs to greater numbers rose,
The more he look’d on all men as his foes.

He built a mud-wall’d hovel, where he kept
His various wealth, and there he oft-times slept;
But no success could please his cruel soul,
He wish’d for one to trouble and control;
He wanted some obedient boy to stand
And bear the blow of his outrageous hand;
And hoped to find in some propitious hour
A feeling creature subject to his power.

30

40

50
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Peter had heard there were in London then,—
Still have they being!—workhouse-clearing men, 60
Who, undisturb’d by feelings just or kind,
Would parish-boys to needy tradesmen bind:
They in their want a trifling sum would take,
And toiling slaves of piteous orphans make.

Such Peter sought, and when a lad was found,
The sum was dealt him, and the slave was bound.
Some few in town observed in Peter’s trap
A boy, with jacket blue and woollen ecap;
But none inquired how Peter used the rope,
Or what the bruise, that made the stripling stoop; 70
None could the ridges on his back behold,
None sought him shiv'ring in the winter’s cold;
None put the question,—* Peter, dost thou give
The boy his food > —What, man! the lad must live:
Consider, Peter, let the child have bread,
He'll serve thee better if he’s stroked and fed.’
None reason’d thus—and some, on hearing q{ies,
Said calmly, ‘Grimes is at his exercise.’

Pinn’d, beaten, cold, pinch’d, threaten'd,
and abused—

His efforts punish’d and his food refussd,— 80
Awake tormented,—soon aroused from sleep,—
Struck if he wept, and yet compell’d to weep,
The trembling boy dropp’d down and strove to pray,
Received a blow, and trembling turn’d away,
Or, sobb’d and hid his piteous face;—while he,
The savage master, grinn’d in horrid glee:
He’d now the power he ever loved to show,
A feeling being subject to his blow.
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Thus lived the lad, in hunger, peril, pain,
His tears despised, his supplications vain: 90
Compell’d by fear to lie, by need to steal,
His bed uneasy and unbless’d his meal,
For three sad years the boy his tortures bore,
And then his pains and trials were no more.

‘ How died he, Peter? ' when the people said,
He growl’d—' I found him lifeless in his bed;’
Then tried for softer tone, and sigh’d, ‘ Poor Sam

is dead.’

Yet murmurs were there, and some questions ask’d,—
How he was fed, how punish’'d, and how task’d?
Much they suspected, but they little proved, 100
And Peter pass’d untroubled and unmoved.

Another boy with equal ease was found,
The money granted, and the vietim bound;
And what his fate >—One night it chanced he fell
From the boat’s mast and perish’d in her well,
Where fish were living kept, and where the boy
(So reason’d men) could not himself destroy:—
‘ Yes! so it was,’ said Peter, ¢ in hi§ play,
(For he was idle both by night and day,)
He climb’d the main-mast and then fell below; '— 110
Then show’d his corpse and pointed to the blow:
‘ What said the jury ?’—they were long in doubt,
But sturdy I'eter faced the matter out:
So they dismiss’d him, saying at the time,
* Keep fast your hatchway when you've boys who .
climb.’
This hit the conscience, and he colour’d more
Than for the closest questions put before.
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Thus all his fears the verdict set aside,
Aud at the slave-shop Peter still applied.

Then came a boy, of manners soft and mild,—
Our seamen’s wives with grief beheld the child;
All thought (the poor themselves) that he was one
Of gentle blood, some noble sinner’s son,

Who had, belike, deceived some humble 1naid,
Whom he had first seduced and then betray’'d:—
However this, he seem’d a gracious lad,

In grief submissive and with patience sad.

Passive he labour’d, till his slender frame
Bent with his loads, and he at length was lame:
Strange that a frame so weak could bear so long
The grossest insult and the foulest wrong;

But there were causcs—in the town they gave
Fire, food, and comfort, to the gentle slave;
And though stern Peter, with a cruel hand,
And knotted rcpe, enforced the rude command,
Yet he consider’d what he’'d lately felt,

And his vile blows with selfish pity dealt.

One day such draughts the cruel fisher made,
o could not vend them in his borough-trade,
But sail’d for London-marl: the boy was ill,
But ever humbled to his master’s will;

And on the river, whero they smoothly sail’d,
1le strove with terror and awhile prevail'd;
But new to danger on the angry sea,

He clung affrighten’d to his master’s knee:
The boat grew leaky and the wind was sirong,
Rough was the passage and the time was long;
His liquor fail’d, and Peter’s wrath arosc,—
No more is known—the rest we must suppose,
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Or learn of Peter;—Peter says, he ‘ spied
The stripling’s danger and for harbour tried;

Meantime the fish, and then th’ apprentice died.’

The pitying women raised a clamour round,

And weeping said, ‘ Thou hast thy ’prentice drown’d.’

Now the stern man was summon’d to the hall,

To tell his tale before the burghers all:
Hec gave th’ account; profess’d the lad he loved,
And kept his brazen features all unmoved.

The mayor himself with tone severe replied,—

‘Henceforth with thee shall never boy abide;
Hire thee a freeman, whom thou durst not beat,
But who, in thy despite, will sleep and cat:
Free thou art now!—again shouldst thou appear,
Thou'lt find thy sentence, like thy soul, severe.’

Alas! for Peter not a helping hand,
So was he hated, could he now command;
Alone he row’d his boat, alone he cast
1lis nets beside, or made his anchor fast;
To hold a rope or hear a curse was none,—
He toil’d and rail’d; he groan’d and swore alone.
Thus by himself compell’d to live each day,
To wait for certain hours the tide's delay;
At the same times the same dull views to see,
The bound:ag marsh-bank and the blighted tree;
The water only, when the tides were high,
When low, the mud half-cover’d and hali-dry;
The sun-burnt tar that blisters on the planks,
And bank-side stakes in their uneven ranks;
Hecaps of enlungled weeds that slowly float,
As the tide rolls by the impeded boat.
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When tides were neap, and, in the sultry day,

‘Through the tall bounding mud-banks made their way,

Which on each side, rose swelling, and below
The dark warm flood ran silently and slow;
There anchoring, Peter chose from man to hide,
There hang his head, and view the lazy tide
In its hot slimy channel slowly glide;
Where the small eels that left the deeper way
For the warm shore, within the shallows play;
Where gaping muscles, left upon the mud,
Slope their slow passage to the fallen flood;—
Here dull and hopeless he’d lie down and trace
How sidelong crabs had serawl’d their crooked racc;
Or sadly listen to the tuneless cry
Of fishing gull or clanging golden-eye;
What time the sea-birds to the marsh would come,
And the loud bittern, from the bull-rush home,
Gave from the salt-ditch side the bellowing boom :
He nursed the feelings these dull scenes produce,
And loved to stop beside the opening sluice;
Where the small stream, confined in narrow bound,
Ran with a dull, unvaried, sadd’ning sound;
Where all, presented to the eye or ear,
Oppress’d the soul with misery, grief, and fear.
Besides these objects, there were places three,
Which Peter seem’d with certain dread to see;
When he drew near them he would turn from each,
And loudly whistle till he pass’d the reach.
A change of scene to him brought no relief;
In town, 'twas plain, men took him for a thief:
The sailors’ wives would stop him in the street,
And say, ! Now, Peter, thou’st no boy to beat: ’
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Infants at play, when they perceived him, ran,
Warning each other—' That’s the wicked man:’
He growl’d an oath, and in an angry tone
Cursed the whole place and wish’d to be alone.
Alone he was, the same dull scenes in view,
And still more gloomy in his sight they grew:
Though man he hated, yet employ’d alone
At bootless labour, he would swear and groan, 220
Cursing the shoals that glided by the spot,
And gulls that caught them when his arts could not.
Cold nervous tremblings shook his sturdy frame,
And strange disease-—he couldn’t say the name;
Wild were his dreams, and oft he rose in fright,
Waked by his view of horrors in the night,—
Horrors that would the sternest minds amaze,
Horrors that demons might be proud to raise:
And though he felt forsaken, grieved at heart,
To think he lived from all mankind apart; 230
Yet, if a man approach’d, in terrors he would start.
A winter pass’d since Peter saw the town,
And summer-lodgers were again come down;
These, idly curious, with their glasses spied
The ships in bay as anchor’d for the tide,—
The river’s craft,-—the bustle of the quay,—
And sea-port views, which landmen love to sce.
One, up tke river, had a man and boat
Scen day by Jay, now anchor’d, now afloat;
Fisher he seem’d, yet used no net nor hook; 240
Of sea-fowl swimming by no heed ! e took, .
But on the gliding waves still fix’d his lazy look:
At certain statious he would view the stream,
As if he stood bewilder’d in a dream,
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Or that some power had chain’d him for a time,
To feel a curse or meditate on crime.

This known, some curious, some in pity went,
And others question’d—*' Wreteh, dost thou repent?’
He heard, he trembled, and in fear resign’d
His boat: new terror fill’d his restless mind; 250
Furious he grew, and up the country ran,

And there they seized him—a distemper’d man:—
Iim we received, and to a parish-bed,
Tollow’d and cursed, the groaning man was led.

Here when they saw him, whom they used to shun,
A lost, lone man, so harass’d and undone;

Our gentle females, ever prompt to feel,

Perceived compassion on their anger steal;

His crimes they could not from their memories blot,

But they were grieved, and trembled at his lot. 260

A priest too came, to whom his words arc told;
And all the signs they shudder’d to behold.

‘ Tiook! look! ’ they cried; ¢ his limbs with

horror shake,
And as he grinds his teeth, what noise they make!
How glare his angry eyes, and yet he’s not awake:
Sce! what cold drops upon his forehead stand,
And how he clenches that broad bony hand.’

The priest attending, found he spoke at times
As one alluding to his fears and crimes:

‘ Tt was the fall,” he mutter’d, * I can show 270
The manner how—I never struck a blow:'—

And then aloud—' Unhand me, free my chain;

On oath, he fell—it struck him to the brain:—

Why ask my father ?—that old man will swear

Against my life; besides, he wasn’t there:—
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What, all agreed >—Am I to die to-day?—
My Lord, in merey, give me time to pray.’

Then, as they watch’d him, calmer he became,
And grew so weak he couldn’t move his frame,
Bub murmuring spake,—while they could see and hear 280
The start of terror and the groan of fear;

Sec the large dew-beads on his forehead rise,
And the cold death-drop glaze his sunken eyes;
Nor yet he died, but with unwonted force
Secm’d with some fancied being to discourse:
IIe knew not us, or with accustom’d art

He hid the knowledge, yet exposed his heart;
"I'was part confession and the rest defence,

A madman’s tale, with gleams of waking sense.

I’ tell you all,’” he said, * the very day 290
When the old man first placed them in my way:
My father’s spirit—he who always tried
To give me trouble, when he lived and died—
When he was gone, he could not be content
To see my days in painful labour spent,

But would appoint his meetings, and he made
Me watch at these, and so neglect my trade.

"Twas one hot noon, all silent, still, serene,
No living being had I lately seen;

I paddled up and down and dipp’'d my net, 300
But (such his pleasure) I could nothing get,—

A father’s plessure, when his toil was done,

To plague and torture thus an only son!

And so I sat and look’d upon the si-eam,

How it ran on, and felt as in a dream:

But dream it was not; no!—I fix’d my eyes

On the mid stream and saw the spirits rise;
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I saw my father on the water stand,

And hold a thin pale boy in either hand;

And there they glided ghastly on the top 310
Of the salt flood, and never touch’d a drop:

I would have struck them, but they knew th’ intent,

And smiled upon the oar, and down they went.

‘ Now, from that duy, whenever I began
To dip my net, there stood the hard old man—
He and those boys: I humbled me and pray’d
They would be gone;—they heeded not, but stay’d:,
Nor could I turn, nor would the boat go by,
But gazing on the spirits, there was I:
They bade me leap to death, but I was loth to die: 320
And every day, as sure as day arose,
Would these three spirits mecet me ere the close;
To hear and mark them daily was my doom,
And ** Come,”’ they said, with weak, sad voices,
** come. "’
To row away with all my strength I try’d,
But there were they, hard by me in the tide,
The three unbodied forms—and *‘ Come,’’ still
! come "’ they cried.

* Fathers should pity—but this old man shook
His hoary locks, and froze me by a look:
Thrice, when I struck them, through the water came 330
A hollow groan, that weaken’'d all my frame:
*“ Father! '’ said I, ‘‘ have mercy:’’—He replied,
I know not what—the angry spirit lied,—
“ Didst thou not draw thy knife?’’ said he:—

"Twas true,

But I had pity and my arm withdrew :
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He cried for merey which I kindly gave,
But he has no compassion in his grave.

* There were threc places, where they ever rose,—
The whole long river has not such as those,—
Places accursed, where, if a man remain, 340
He’ll sce the things which strike him to the brain;
Aud there they made me on my paddle lean,

And look at them for hours;—accursed scene!
When they would glide to that smooth eddy-space,
Then bid me leap and join them in the place;
And at my groans each little villain sprite
Eujoy’d my pains and vanish’'d in delight.

! In one fierce summer-day, when my poor brain
Was burning hot and cruel was my pain,

Then came this father-foe, and there he stood 350
With his two boys again upon the flood;

There was more michief in their eyes, more glee

In their pale faces when they glared at mec:

Still did they force me on the oar to rest,

And when they saw me fainting and oppress’d,

He, with his hand, the old man, scoop’d the flood,

And there came flame about him mix’d with blood;

He bade me stoop and look upon the place,

Then flung the hot-red liquor in my face;

Burning it blazed, and then I roar’'d for pain, 360
I thought the demons would have turn’'d my brain.

‘ Still there they stood, and forced me to bekold
A place of horrors—they cannot be told—

Where the flood open«d, there I heard the shriek
Of tortured guilt—no earthly tongue can speak:
*“ All days alike! for ever!’’ did they say,

! And unremitted torments every day '—
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Yes, so they said:’—But here he ceased and gazed

On all around, affrighten’d and amazed;

And still he tried to speak, and look’d in dread 370
Of frighten’d females gathering round his bed;

Then dropp’d exhausted and appear’d at rest,

Till the strong foe the vital powers possess’d:

Then with an inward, broken voice he cried,

* Again they come,’” and mutter’d as he died.

GEORGE CRABBE.

MICHAEL
A PastoraL PoEmM

If from the public way you turn your steps

Up the tumultuoug brook of Greenhead Ghyll,

You will suppose that with an upright path

Your feet must struggle; in such Bold ascent

The pastoral mountains front you, face to face.

But, courage! for around that boisterous brook

The mountains have all opened out themselves,

And made a hidden valley of their own.

No habitation can be seen ; but they

Who journey thither find themselves alone 10



272 POETICAL SELECTIONS

With a few sheep, with rocks and stones, and kites

That overhead are sailing in the sky.
It is in truth an utter solitude;
Nor should 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 sumple object appertains
A story—unenriched with sfrange events,
Yet not unfit, I deem, for the fireside,
Or for the summer shade. It was the first
Of those domestic tales that spake to me
Of shepherds, dwellers in the valleys, men
Whom I already loved;—not veril
TFor their own sakes, but for the fields and hills
Where was their occupation and abode.
And hence this Tale, while I was yet a Boy
Careless of books, yet having 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 history
Homely and rude, I will relate tho same
For the delight of a few natural hearts;
And, with yet fonder feeling, for the sake
Of youthful Pocts, who among these hills
Will be my second self when I am gone

Upon the forest-side in Grasmere Vale
There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his name;
An old man, stout of heart, and strong of limb.
His bodily frame had been from youth to age

20

30
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Of an unusual strength: his mind was keen,
Intense, and frugal, apt for all affairs,

And in his ghepherd’s calling he was prompt

And watchful more than ordinary men.

Hence had he learned the meaning of all winds,
Of blasts of every tone; and, oftentimes,

When others heeded not, He heard the South
Make suybterraneous music, like the noise

Of bagpipers on distant Highland hills.

The Shepherd, at such warning, of hig flock
Bethought him, and he to himself would say,

‘“ The winds are now devising work for me!”
And, truly, at all times, the storm, thab drives
The traveller to a shelter, summoned him

Up to the mountains: he had been alone

Amid the heart of many thousand mists,

That came to him, and left him, un the heights.
So lived he till his eightieth year was past.

And grossly that man errs, who should suppose
That the green valleys, and the streams and rocks,
Were things indifferent to the Shepherd’s thoughts.
Fields, where with cheerful spirits he had breathed
The common air; hills, which with vigorous step
He had so often climbed; which had impressed
So many incidents upon his mind

Of hardship, skill or courage, joy or fear;

Which, like a book, preserved the memory

Of the dumb animals, whom he had saved,

Had fed or sheltered, linking to such acts

The certainty of honourable gain:
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Those fields, those hills—what could they less? had laid

Strong hold on his affections, were to him
A pleasurable feeling of blind love,

18
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The pleasure which there is in life itself.

His days had not been passed in singleness.
His Helpmate was a comely matron, old—
Though younger than himself full twenty years.
She was a woman of a stirring life,

Whose heart was in her house: two wheels she had

Of antique form; this large, for spinning wool ;

That small, for flax; and if one wheel had rest,

It was because the other was at work.

The Pair had but one inmate in their house,

An only Child, who had been born to them

When Michael, telling o’er his years, began

To deem that he was old,—in shepherd’s phrase,

With one foot in the grave. This only Son,

With two brave sheep-dogs tried in many a storm,

The one of an inestimable worth,

Made all their household. 1 may truly say,

That they werc 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 come 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. Yet when the
meal

Was ended, Luke (for so the Son was named)

And his old Father both betook themselves

To such convenient work as might employ

Their hands by the fireside; perhaps to card

Wool for the Housewife's spindle, or repair

Some injury done to sickle, flail, or scythe,
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Or other implement of house or field.
Down from the ceiling, by the chimney’s edge, 110
That in our ancient uncouth country style
With huge and black projection overbrowed
Large space beneath, as duly as the light
Of day grew dim the Housewife hung a lamp;
An aged utensil, which had performed
Service beyond all uthers of its kind.
Early at evening did it burn—and late,
Surviving comrade of uncounted hours,
‘Which, going by from year to year, had found,
And left, the couple neither gay perhaps 120
Nor cheerful, yet with objects and with hopes,
Living a life of eager industry.
And now, when Luke had reached his eighteenth year,
There by the light of this old lamp they sate,
Father and Son, while far into the night
The Housewife plicd her own peculiar work,
Making the cottage through the silent hours
Murmur as with the sound of summer flies.
This light was famous in its neighbourhood,
And was a public symbol of the life 130
That thrifty Pair had lived. For, as it chanced,
Their cottage on a plot of rising ground
Stood single, with large prospect, north and south,
High into Easedale, up to Dunmail-Raise,
And westward to the village near the lake;
And from this constant light, so regular
Angd so far seen, the House itself, by all
WHho dwelt within the limits of the vale,
Both old and young, was named The Evening Star.
Thus living on through such a length of years, 140
The Shepherd, if he loved himself, must needs
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Have loved his Helpmate; but to Michael’s heart
This son of his old age was yet more dear—
Less from instinctive tenderness, the same
Fond spirit that blindly works in the blood of all—
Than that a child, more than all other gifts
That earth can offer to declining man,
Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts,
And stirrings of inquietude, when they
By tendency of nature needs must fail.
Exceeding was the love he bare to him,
His heart and his heart’s joy! For oftentimes
Old 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 acts of tenderness; and he had 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 before him stretched
Under the large old ouak, 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 Clipping l'ree, a name which vet 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
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By catching at their legs, or with his shoute
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 old;

Then Michael from a winter coppice cut
With his own hand a sapling, which he hooped
With iron, making it throughout in all
Due requisites a perfect shepherd’s staff,
And gave it to the Boy; wherewith equipt
He as a watchman oftentimes was placed
At gate or gap, to stem or turn the flock;
And, to his office prematurely called,
There stood the urchin, as you will divine,
Something between a hindrance and a help;
And for this cause not always, I believe,
Receiving from his Father hire of praise;
Though nought was left undone which staff, or voice,
Or looks, or threatening gestures, could perform.
But soon as Luke, full ten years old, could stand
Against the mountain blasts; and to the heights,
Not fearing toil, nor length of weary ways,
He with his Father daily went, and they
Were as companions, why should [ 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 music to 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 eighteenth year,
He was his comfort and his daily hope.
While in this sort the simple household lived

277

180

190

200



278 POETICAL SELECTIONS

From day to day, to Michael’s ear there came
Distressful tidings. Long before the time )
Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been bound 210
In surety for his brother’s son, a man

Of an industrious life, and ample means;

But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly

Had prest upon him; and oid Michael now

Was summoned to discharge the forfeiture,

A grievous penalty, but little less

Than half his substance. This unlooked-for claim,

At the first hearing, for a moment toolk

More hope out of his life than he supposed

That any old man ever could have lost. 220
As soon as he had armed himself with strength

To look hig trouble in the face, it seemed

The Shepherd’s sole resource to sell at oncc

A portion of his patrimonial fields.

Such was his first resolve; Lie thought again,

And his heart failed him. ‘‘ Isabel,’”’ said he,

Two evenings after he had heard the news,

! T have been toiling more than sevently years,

And in the open sunshine of God’s love

Have we all lived; yet, if these fields of ours 230
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 morc diligent than I;

And T have lived to be u fcol at last

To my own family. An evil man

That was, and made an evil choire, if he

Were false to us; and if he were not false,

There are ten thousand to whom loss like this

Had been no sorrow. I forgive him ;—but 240
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"Twere better to be dumb than to talk thus.
. When I began, my purpose was 1o speak
Of remedies and of a cheerful hope.
Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel; the land
Shall not go from us, and it shall be free;
He shall possess it, free as is the wind
That passes over it. We have, thou know’st.
Another kinsman—he will be our friend
In this distress. He is a prosperous man,
Thriving in trade—and Luke to him shall go, 250
Anqd with his kinsman'’s help and his own thrift
He quickly will repair this loss, and then
He may return to us. If here he stay,
What can be done? Where every one is poor,
What can be gained?’’

At this the old Man paused
And Isabel sat silent, for her mind
Was busy, looking back into past times.
There’s Richard Bateman, thought she to herself.
He was a parish-boy—at the church-door
They made a gathering for him, shillings, pence 260
And halfpennies, wherewith the neighbours bought
A basket, which they filled with pedlar’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 his merchandise
Beyond the seas; where he grew wondrous rich,
And left estates and monies to the poor,
And, at his birth-place, built a chapel floored
With marble which he sent from foreign lands. 270
These thoughts, and many others of like sort,
Passed quickly through the mind of lsabel,



280 POETICAL SELECTIONS

And her face brightened. The old Man was glad,
And thus resumed:—'* Well, Isabel! this scheme
These two days has been meat and drink to me.
Far more than we have lost is left us yet.

--We have enough—I wish indeed that I

Were younger ;—but this hope is a good hope.
Make ready Luke’s best garments, of the best

Buy for him more, and let us gend him forth 280
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 fields went forth
With a light heart. The Housewife for five days
Was restless morn and night, and all day long
Wrought on with her best fingers to prepare
Things needful for the journey of her son.

But Isabel was glad when Sunday came

To stop her in her work: for, when she lay

By Michael’s side, she through the last two nights 290
Heard him, how he was troubled in his sleep:

And when they rose at morning she could sec

That all his hopes were gone. That duy at noon
She said to Luke, while they two by themselves
Were sitting at the door, ‘* Thou must not go-

We have no other Child but thee to lose,

None to remember—do not go away,

For if thou leave thy Father he will die.”

The Youth made answer with a jocund voice;

And Isabel, when she had to!d her fears, 300
Recovered heart. That evening her best fare

Did she bring forth, and all ‘ogetl ar sat

Like happy people round a Christmas fire.

, With daylight Isabel resumed her work;

And all the ensuing week the house appeared
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Fig ™!
As cheerful as a grove in Spring: at length
The expected letter from their kinsman came,
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
The letter was read cver; Isabel
Went forth to show it to the neighbours round;
Nor was there at that time on English land
A prouder heart 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
Which, if at such short notice he should go,
Would surely be forgotten. Bub at length
She gave consent, and Michael was at ease.

Near the tumultuous brook of Greenhead Ghyll,
In that deep valley, Michael had designed
To build a Sheepfold; and, before he heard
The tidings of his melancholy loss,
For this same purpose he had gathered up
A heap of stones, which by the streamlet’s edge
Lay thrown together, ready 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

I look upon thee, for thou 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 histories; ‘twill do thee good

When thou art from me, even if I should touch
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On things thou canst not know of..——After thou
First cam’st into the world—as oft befalls 340
To new-born infants—thou didst sleep away

Two days, and blessings from thy Father’s tongue

Then fell upon thee. Day by day passed on,

And still T loved thee with increasing love.

Never to living ear came sweeter sounds

Than when I heard thee by our own fireside

First uttering, without words, a natural tune;

While thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy

Sing at thy Mother’s breast. Month followed month,
And in the open fields my life was passed 350
And on the mountains; else I think that thou

Hadst been brought up upon thy Father’s knees

But we were playmates, Luke: among these hills,

As well thou knowest, in us the old and young

Have played together, nor 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 gaid, ** Nay, do not take it so—I sec

That these are things of which I need net speak. 360
—Even to the utmost I have been to thee

A kind and a good Father: and herein

I but repay a gift which I myself

Received at others’ hands; for, though now old
Beyond the common life of man, 1 still .
Remember them who loved me 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 loth
To give their bodies to the family mould. 370

I wished that thou shouldst live the life they lived:
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But ’tis a long time to look back, my Son,
And see so little gain from threescore years.
These fields were burthened when they came to me;
Till I was forty years of age, not more
Than half of my inheritance was mine.
I toiled and toiled ; God blessed me in my worl,
And till these three weeks past the land was free.
—It looks as if it never could endure
Another Master. Heaven forgive me, Luke, 380
If I judge ill for thee, but it seems good
That thou shouldst go.”’

At this the old Man paused ;
Then, pointing to the stones near which they stood,
Thus, after a short silence, he resumed :
*“ This was a work for us; and now, my Sou,
It is a work for me. But, lay one stone—
Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own hands.
Nay, Boy, be of good tope;—we both may live
To see a better day. At eighty-four
I still am strong and hale;—do theu thy part: 390
I will do mine.—I will begin again
With many tasks that were resigned to thec:
Up to the heights, and in among the storms,
Will I without thee go again, and do
All works which T was wont to do alone,
Before I knew thy face.—Heaven bless thec, Boy!
Thy heart these two weeks has been beating fast
With many hopes; it should be so—yes—yves—
I knew that thou couldst never have a wish
TS leave me, Luke: thou hast been bound to me 400
Only by links of love: when thou art gone,
What will be left to us!—But I forget
My purposes. Lay now the corner-stone,
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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 moment ; hither turn thy thoughts,
And God will strengthen thee: amid all fear

And all temptation, Luke, I pray that thou

May’st bear in mind the life thy Fathers lived, 410
Who, being innocent, did for that cause

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

Befall thee, I shall love thee to the last.

And bear thy memory with me to the grave *’

The Shepherd ended here; and Luke stooped down,
And, as his Father had requested, laid
The first stone of the Sheepfold. At the sight 420
The old Man'’s grief broke from him; to his hecart
He pressed his Son, he kisséd him and wept;
And to the house together they returned.
—Hushed was that House in peace, or sceming peace,
Ere the night fell : —with morrow’s dawn the Boy
Began his journey, and when 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 followsd him till he was out of sight. 480

A good report did from their Kinsman come,
Of Luke and his well-doing: and ‘he Bov
Wrote loving Jotters, full of wondrous news,
Which, as the Housewife phrased ib, were throughout
*‘* The prettiest letters that were ever seen.’’
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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; and now
Sometimes when he could find a leisure hour 440
He to that valley took his way, and there
Wrought at the Sheepfold. Meantime Luke began
To slacken in his duty; and, at length,
He in the dissolute city gave himself
To evil courses: 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 brain, or break the heart: 450
I have conversed with more than one who well
Remember the old Man, and what he was
Years after he had hcard this heavy news.
His bodily frame had becen {rom youth to age
Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks
He went, and still looked up to sun and ecloud,
And listened to the wind; 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 460
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 & single stone.

There, by the Sheepfold, sometimes was he seen
Sitting alone, or with his faithful Dog,
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Then old, beside him, lying at his feet.

‘The length of full seven years, from time to time, 470
He at the building of this Sheepfold wrought,

And left the work unfinished when he died.

Three years, or little more, did Isabel

Survive her Husband : at her death the estate

Was sold, and went into a stranger’s hand.

The Cottage which was named the EVENING STAR

Is gone—the ploughshare has been 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 480
Of the unfinished Sheepfold may be seen

Beside the boisterous brook of Greenhead Ghyll.

WiLLiam WORDSWORTH.

SONG AT THE FEAST OF BROUGHAM CASTLE

UPON THE RES" HDRATION OF LOUD CLIFFORD, THE SHEPHERD,
TO THE ESTATES AND HONOURS OF HIS ANCESTORS.

High in the breathless Hall the Mivstrel sate,
And Emont’s murmur mingled with the Song.—
The words of ancient time I thus translate,

A festal strain that hath been silent long:—
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** From town to town, from tower to tower,

The red rose is a gladsome flower.

Her thirty years of winter past.

The red rose is revived at last;

She lifts her head for endless spring,

['or everlasting blossoming: 10
Both roses flourish, red and white:

in love and sisterly delight

The two that were at strife are blended,

And all old troubles now are ended.—

Joy ! joy to both! but most to her

Who is the flower of Lancaster!

Behold her how She smiles to-day

On this great throng, this bright array i

Fair greeting doth she send to all

From every corner of the hall; 20
But chiefly from above the hoard

Where sits in state our rightful Lord,

A Clifford to his own restored!

* They came with banner, spear, and shield;
And it was proved in Bosworth-field.
Not long the Avenger was withstood —
Earth helped him with the ery of blood:
St. George was for us, and the might
Of blessed Angels crowned the right.
Lond voice the Land has uttered forth, 30
We loudest in the faithful north:
Our fields rejoice, cur mountaing ting,
Our streams proclaim a welcomineg :
Our strong-abodes and castles see
The glory of their loyalty.
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‘“ How glad is Skipton at this hour— .
Though lonely, a deserted Tower;
Knight, squire, and yeoman, page and groom:
We have them at the feast of Brough’m.
How glad Pendragon—though the sleep 40
Of years be on her!—She shall reap
A taste of this great pleasure, viewing
As in a dream her own renewing.
Rejoiced is Brough, right glad, I deem,
Beside her little humble stream ;
And she that keepeth watch and ward
Her statelier Eden’s course to guard;
They both are happy at his hour,
Though each is but a lonely Tower:—
But here is perfect joy and pride 50
For one fair House by Emont's side,
This day, distinguished without peer,
To see her Master and to cheer—
Him, and his Lady-mother dear!

‘“ Oh! it was a time forlorn
When the fatherless was born—
Give her wings that she may fly,
Or she sees her infant die!

Swords that are with slaughter wild

Hunt the Mother and the Child. 60
Who will take them from the light?

—Yonder is a man in sight—

Yonder is a house—but where?

No, they must not enter there.

To the caves, and to the brooks,

To the clouds of heaven she looks;
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Bhe is speechless, but her eyes

Pray in ghostly agonies.

Blissful Mary, Mother mild,

Maid and Mother undefiled, 70
Save a Mother and her Child!

*“ Now Who is ho that bounds with joy
On Carrock’s side, a Shepherd-boy ?
No thoughts hath he but thoughts that pass
Light as the wind along the grass.
Jan this be He who hither came
In secret, like a smothered Aame?
O’er whom such thankful tears were shed
For shelter, and a poor man’s bread !
God loves the Child; and God hath willed 80
‘That those dear words should be fulfilled,
The Lady’s words, when forced away
The last she to her Babe did say:
* My own, my own, thy Fellow-guest
[ may not be; but rest thee, rest,
For lowly shepherd’s life is best !’

‘“ Alas! when evil men are strong
No life is good, no pleasure leng.
"The Boy must part from Mosedale’s groves,
And leave Blencathara’s rugged coves, 40
And quit the flowers that summer brings
"T'o Glenderamakin’s lofty springs;
Must vanish, and his careless cheer
Bg turncd to heaviness and feur.
—Give Sir Lancelot Threlkeld praise!
Hecar it, good man, old in days!
‘Thou tree of covert and of rest
For this young Bird that is distrest;

19
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Among thy branches safe he lay,
And he was free fo sport and play,
When falcons were abroad for prey.

‘“ A recreant harp, that sings of fear
And heaviness in Clifford’s ear!
I said, when evil men are strong,
No life is good, no pleasure long,
A weak and cowardly untruth!
Our Clifford was a happy Youth,
And thankful through a weary time,
That brought him up to manhood’s prime.
—Again he wanders forth at will,
And tends a flock from hill to hill:
His garb is humble; ne’er was seen
Such garb with such a noble mien;
Among the shepherd-grooms no mate
Hath he, a Child of strength and state!
Yet lacks not friends for simple glee,
Nor yet for higher sympathy.
To his side the fallow-deer
Came, and rested without fear;
The eagle, lord of land and sea,
Stooped down to pay him fealty;
And both the undying fish that swim
Through Bowscale-tarn did wait on him;
The pair were servants of his eye
In their imnortality ;
And glancing, gleaming, dark or bright,
Moved to and fro, for his delight.
He knew the rocks which Angels haunt
Upon the mountains visitant;
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He hath kenned them taking wing: 130
And into caves where Faerieg sing

He hath entered; and been told

By Voices how men lived of old.

Among the heavens his eye can seo

The face of thing that is to be;

And, if that men report him right,

His tongue could whisper words of might.

—Now another day is come,

Fitter hope, and nobler doom ;

He hath $hrown aside his crook, 140
And hath buried deep his book;

Armour rusting in his halls

On the blood of Clifford calls:—~

* Quell the Scot,’ exclaims the Lance—

Bear me to the heart of France,

Is the longing of the Shield—

Tell thy name, thou trembling Field ;

I'ield of death, where’er thou be,

Groan thou with our victory!

Happy day, and mighty hour, : 150
When our Shepherd in his power,

Mailed and horsed, with lance and sword,

To his ancestors restored

Like a re-appearing Star,

Like a glory from afar,

First shall head the flock of warl’

Alas! the impassioned minstrel did not know

Hdw, by Heaven’s grace, this Clifford’s heart was
framed :

How he, long forced in humble walks to go,

Was softened into feeling, soothed, and tamed. 160
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Love had he found in huts where pcor men lie;
His daily teachers had baen woods and rills,
The silence that is in the starry sky,

The sleep that is among the lonely hills.

In him the savage virtue of the Race,
Revenge, and all ferocious thoughts were dead :
Nor did he change; but kept in lofty place

The wisdom which adversity had bred.

Glad were the vales, and every cottage-hearth ;

The Shepherd-lord was honoured more and mor?; 170
And, ages after he was laid jn earth,

‘“ The good Lord Clifford '* was the name he bore.

WiLLiaM WORDSWORTH.

THE ERRAND OF WILLIAM OF DELORAINE
From The Lay of the Last Minstrel, Canto 11

1

If thou would’st view fair Melrose aright,
Go visit it by the pale moonlight;

For the gay beams of lightsome day,

Gild, but to flout, the ruins grey.

When the broken arches are black m night,
And each shafted oriel glimmers white;
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When the cold light’s uncertain shower
Streams on the ruin’d central tower,

When buttress and buttress, alternately,

Seem framed of ebon and ivory; 10
When silver edges the imagery,

And the scrolls that teach thee to live and die;
‘When distant Tweed is heard to rave,

And the owlet to hoot o’er the dead man’s grave,
Then go—but go alone the while—

Then view St. David's ruin’d pile;

And, home returning, soothly swear,

Was never scene so sad and fair!

n

Short halt did Deloraine make there:
Little reck’d he of the scene so fair; 20)
With dagger’s hilt, on the wicket strong,
He struck full loud, and struck full long.
The porter hurried to the gate—
““ Who knocks so loud, and knocks so late?’’'—-
*“ From Branksome I,’’ the warrior cried;
And straight the wicket open’d wide:
For Branksome’s Chiefs had in battle stood,
To fence the rights of fair Melrose;
And lands and livings, many a rood,
Had gifted the shrine for their souls’ repose 30

111

Bold Deloraine his errand said;
The porter bent his humble head ;
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With torch in hand, and feet unshod,

And noiseless step, the path he trod;

The arched cloister, far and wide,

Rang to the warrior’s clanking stride,

Till, stooping low his lofty crest,

He enter’d the cell of the ancient priest,

And lifted his barred aventayle,

To hail the Monk of St. Mary's aisle. 40

v

‘** The Ladye of Branksome greets thee by me;
Says, that the fated hour is come,
And that to-night I shall watch with thee,
To win the treasure of the tomb.”’—
From sackecloth couch ths monk arose,
With toil his stiffen’d limbs he rear’d;
A hundred years had flung their snows
On his thin locks and floating heard.

\4

And strangely on the knight look’d he,
And his blue eyes gleam’d wild and wide; 50
‘“ And darest thou, Warrior! seek to sce
What heaven and hell alike would hide?
My breast, in belt of iron pent,
With shirt of hair end scourge of thorn;
For threescore years, in penance spent, .
My knees those flinty stones have worn;
Yet all too little to atone
For knowing what should ne’er be known.
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Would’st thou thy every future year
Tn ceaseless prayer and penance drie,

Yet wait thy latter end with fear—
Then, daring Warrior, follow me!l’'—

v

‘‘ Penance, father, will T none;

Prayer know I hardly one;

For mass or prayer can I rarely tarry,

Save to patter an Ave Mary,

When I ride on a Border foray.

Other prayer can I none;

So speed me my errand, and let me be gone.’’—

V1t

Again on the Knight look’d the Churchman old,
And again he sighed heavily;

For he had himself been a warrior bold,
And fought in Spain and Ttaly.

And he thought on the days that were long since by,

When his limbs were strong, and his courage was

high : —

Now, slow and faint, he led the way,

Where, cloister’d round, the garden lay;

The pillar’d arches were over their head,

And beneath their feet were the bones of the dead.

VIII

Spreading herbs, and flowerets bright,
Glisten'd with the dew cf night;
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Nor herb, nor floweret, glisten’d therc,
But was carved in the cloister-arches as fair.
The Monk gazed long on the lovely moon,
Then into the night he looked forth;
And red and bright the streamers light
Were dancing in the glowing north.
So had he seen, in foir Castile,
The youth in glittering squadrons stuort;
Sudden the flying jennet wheel, 90
And hurl the unexpected dart.
He knew, by the streamers that shot so bright,
That spirits werc riding the northern light.

IX

By a steel-clench’d postern door,
They cnter’d now the chancel tall;
The darken’d roof rose high aloof
On pillars lofty and light and small:
The key-stone, that lock’d each ribbed aisle,
Was a fleur-de-lys, or a quatre-feuille;
The corbells were carved grotesque and grim; 100
And the pillars, with cluster’d shafts so trim,
With base and with capital flourish’d around,
Scem’d bundles of lances which garlands had bound.

X

F¥ull many a scatcheon and banner riven,

Shook to the cold night-wind of heaven.
Around the screened altar’s palo;

And there the dying lamps did burn,

Before thy low and lonely urn,
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O gallant Chief of Otterburne!

~And thine, dark Knight of Liddesdale!
O fading honours of the dead!

O high ambition, lowly laid!

XI

The moon on the easi oriel shone
Through slender shafts of shapely stone,
By foliaged tracery combined; )
Thou would’st have thought some fairy’s hand
"T'wixt poplars straight the ozier wand,
In many a freakish knot, had twined;
Then framed a spell, when the work was done,
And changed the willow-wreaths to stone.
The silver light, so pale and faint,
Show’d many a prophet, and many a saint,
Whose image on the glass was dyed;
Full in the midst, his Cross of Red
Triumphant Michael brandished,
And trampled the Apostate’s pride.
The moon-beam kiss’d the holy pane,
And threw on the pavement a bloody stain.

XII

They sate them down on a marble stone,

(A Scottish monarch slept below ;)
Thus spoke the Monk, in solemn tone:—

“ I was not always a man of woe;
For Paynim countries I have trod,
And fought beneath the Cross of God:
Now, strange to my eyes thine arms appear,
And their jron clang sounds strange to my ear.
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XIIt

‘“ In these far climes it was my lot
To meet the wondrous Michael Scott;
A Wizard, of such dreaded fame,
That when, in Salamanca’s cave,
Him listed his magic wand to wave,
The bells would ring in Notre Dame!
Some of his skill he taught to me;
And, Warrior, I could say to thee
The words that cleft Eildon hills in three,
And bridled the Tweed with a curb of stone.
But to speak them were a deadly sin;
And for having but thought them my heart within,
A treble penance must be done.

X1v

‘“ When Michael lay on his dying bed,

His conscience was awakened :

He bethought him of his sinful deed,

And he gave me a sign to come with speed ;
I was in Spain when the morning rose,

But I stood by his bed ere cvening close.
The words may not again be said,

That he spoke to me, on death-bed laid:
They would rend this Abbaye’s massy nave,
And pile it in heaps above his grave.

XV

““ I swore to bury his Mighty Book,
That never mortal might therein look:j
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And never to tell where it was hid,
- Save at his Chief of Branksome’s need:
And when that need was past and o’er,
Again the volume to restore.
I buried him on St. Michael’s night,
When the bell toll’d one, and the moon was bright.
And I dug his chamber among the dead,
When the floor of the chancel was stained rcd,
That his patron’s cross might over him wave,
And scare the fiends from the Wizard's grave.

XVI1

‘“ It was a night of woe and dread,

When Michael in the tomb I laid!

Strange sounds along the chancel pass’d,

The banners waved without & blast,”’—

—Still spoke the Monk, when the bc1l toll'd one!-—
I tell you, that a braver man

Than William of Deloraine, good at need,

Against a foe ne’er spurr’d a steed;

Yet somewhat was he chill’d with dread,

And his hair did bristle upon his head.

XVl

‘“ Lo, Warrior | now, the Cross of Red

Points to the grave of the mighty dead;
Within it burns a wondrous light,

To chase the spirits that love the night.
‘That lamp shall burn unquenchably,

Until the eternal doom shall be.’'—

Slow moved the Monk to the broad flag-stone,
Which the bloody Cross was traced upon:
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He pointed to a secret nook; 190
An iron bar the Warrior took;

And the Monk made a sign with his wither’d hand,

The grave’s huge portal to expand.

XVII1

With beating heart to the task he went;
His sinewy frame o’er the grave-stone bent;
With bar of iron heaved amain,
Till the toil-drops fell from his brows, like rain.
It wag by dint of passing strength,
That he moved the massy stone ab length.
I would you had been there, to see 200
How the light broke forth so gloriously,
Strecam’d upward to the chancel roof,
And through the galleries far aloof!
No earthly flame blazed e’er so bright:
1t shone like heaven’s own blessed light,
And, issuing from the tomb,
Show'd the Monk’s cowl, and visage pale,
Danced on the dark-brow’d Warrior’s mail,
And kiss’d his waving plume.

XIX

Before their eyes the Wizard lay, 210
As if he had not been dead a day.
His hoary beard in silver roll’d,
He seem’d some seventy winters old;
A palmer’s amice wrapp’'d him round,
With a wrought Spanish baldric bound,
Like a pilgrim from beyond the sea:
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His left hand held his Book of Might;
A silver cross was in his right;
The lamp was placed beside his knee:
High and majestic was his look,
At which the fellest fiends had shook,
And all unrufiled was his face:
They trusted his soul had gotten grace.

XX

Often had William of Delorain.
Rode through the battle’s bloody plain,
And trampled down the warriors slain,
And neither known remorse nor awe:
Yet now remorse and awe he own'd;
His breath came thick, his head swam round,
When this strange scene of death he saw.
Bewilder’d and unnerv’d he stood,
And the priest pray’d fervently and loud:
With eyes averted prayed he;
He might not endure the sight to see,
Of the man he had loved so brotherly.

XXI

And when the priest his death-prayer had pray’d,
Thus unto Deloraine he said:—

Vv Now, speed thee what thou hast to do,

Or, Warrior, we may dearly rue;

For those, thou mayst not look upon,

Are gathering fast round the yawning stone!’:
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Then Deloraine, in terror, took

From the cold hand the Mighty Book,

With iron clasp’d, and with iron bound:

He thought, as he took it, the dead man frown'd;
But the glare of the sepulchral light,

Perchance had dazzled the warrior’s sight.

XX

When the huge stone sunk o’er the tomb,

The night return’d in double gloom:

For the moon had gone down, and the stars were few; 250
And, as the Knight and Priest withdrew,

With wavering steps and dizzy brain,

They hardly might the postern gain.

'Tis said, as through the aisles they pass’d,

They heard strange noises on the blast;

And through tho cloister-galleries small,

Which at mid-height thread the chancel wall,

Loud sobs, and laughter louder, ran,

And voices unlike the voice of man;

As if the fiends kept holiday, 260
Because these spells were brought to day.

I cannot tell how the truth may be;

I say the tale as ’'twas said to me.

XXIII

‘“ Now, hie thee hence,’’ the Father said,

‘“ And when we are on death-bed laid,

O may our dear Ladye, and sweet St. John,
Forgive our souls for the deed we have done!’*
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The Monk return’d him to his cell,
And many a prayer and penance sped;
When the converit et at the noontide betf— 270
The Monk of St. Mary’s aisle was dead !
Before the cross was the body lsid,
With hands clasp’d fast, as if etill he pray’d.

XX1V

The Knight breathed free in the morning wind,
And strove his hardihood to find :

He was glad when he pass’d the tomb-stones grey,
Which girdle round the fair Abbaye:

For the mystic Book, to his bosom prest,

Felt like a load upon his breast;

And his joints, with nerves of iron twin’d, 280
Shook, like the aspen leaves in wind.

Ifull fain was he when the dawn of day,

Began to brighten Cheviot grey;

He joy'd to see the cheerful light,

And he said Ave Mary, as well as he might.

S1R WALTER ScorT.
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THE PRISONER OF CHILLON

My hair is grey, but not with years,
Nor grew it white
In a single right,
As men’s have grown from sudden fears:
My limbs are bow’d, though not with toil,
But rusted with a vile repose,
Yor they have been a dungeon’s spoil,
And mine has been the fate of those
To whom the goodly earth and air
Are bann’d, and barr’d—forbidden fare:
But this was for my father’s faith
I suffer’d chains and courted death;
That father perish’d at the stake
For tenets he would not forsake;
And for the same his lineal race
In darkness found a dwelling-place;
‘We were seven—who now are one,
Six in youth, and one in age,
Finish’d as they had begun,
Proud of Persecution’s rage;
One in fire, and two in field,
Their belief with blood have seal’d,
Dying as their father died,
Yor the God their foes denied;
Three were in a dungeon cast,
Of whom this wreck is left the last.

10
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There are seven pillars of Gothic mould,
In Chillon’s dungeons deep and old,
There are seven columns, massy and grey,
Dim with a dull imprison’d ray,
q sunbeam which hath lost its way,
nd through the crevice and the cleft

Of the thick wall is fallen and left;
Creeping o’er the floor so dam
Like a marsh’s meteor lamp?
And in each pillar there is &7ring,

And in each ring there is a chain;
That iron is a cankering thing, /'~

For in these limbs its teeth remain,
With marks that will not wear away,
Till T have done with this new day,
Which now is painful to these eyes,
Which have not seen the sun so rise
For years—I cannot count them o’er,
I lost their long and heavy score,
‘When my last brother droop’d and died,
And I lay living by his side.

III

They chain’d us each to a column stone,
And we were three—yet, each alone:
We could not move a single pace,

We could not sce each other’s face,

But with that pale and livid light

That made us strangers in our sight:
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And thus together—yet apart,
Yetter'd in hand, but join'd in heart,
(T'was still some solace in the dearth
Of the pure elements of earth, 3 v
To hearken to each other’s speech,
And each turn comforter to each
With some new hope, or legend old,
Or song heroically bold;)
But even these at length grew cold.
(Our voices took a dreary tone
An echo of the dungeon stone,
A grating sound, not full and free,
* 'As they of yore were wont to be:
It might be faney, but to me
They never sounded like our own.y

v

1 was the eldest of the three,
And to uphold and cheer the rest
I ought to do—and did my best—
And each did well in his degree.

The youngest, whom my father loved,

Because our mother’s brow was given
To him, with eyes as blue as heaven—

For him my soul was sorely moved;

And truly might it be distress’d

To see such bird in such a nest;

For he was beautiful as day—
(When day was beautiful to me
As to young eagles, being free)—
(A polar day, which will not see
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A sunset till its summer’s gone,
Its sleepless summer of long light,
The snow-clad offspring of the sun:’
And thus he was as pure and bright,
And in his natural spirit gay,
With tears for nought but others’ ills,
And then they flow’d like mountain rills,
Unless he could assuage the woe 90
Which he abhorr’d to view below.

v

The other was as pure of mind,
But form’d to combat with his kind,
Strong in his {frame, and of a mood
Which ’gainst the world in war had stood,
And perish’d in the foremost rank
With joy:—but not in chains to pine:
His spirit wither’d with their clank,
I saw it silently decline—
And so perchance in sooth did mine: 140
But yet I forced it on to cheer
Those relics of a home so dear.
He was a hunter of the hills,
Had follow’d there the deer and wolf;
To him his dungeon was a gulf,
And fetter'd feet the worst of ills.

VI

Lake Leman lies by Chillon’s walis:
A thousand feet in depth below
Its messy waters mect and flow;
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Thus much the fathom-line was sent 110
From Chillon's snow-white battlement,
Which round about the wave inthrals:
A double dungeon wall and wave
Have made—and like a living grave
Below the surface of the lake
The dark vault lies wherein we lay,
We heard it ripple night and day;
Sounding o’er our heads it knock’d;
Q;nd I have felt the winter’s spray
ash through the bars when winds were high 120
And wanton in the happy sky?
(And then the very rock hath rock'd,
And I have felt it shake, unshock’d,
Because I could have smiled to see
The death that would have set me free)

VII

I said my nearer brother pined,

I said his mighty heart declined,

He loathed end put away his food;

It was not that 't was coarse and rude,
For we were used to hunter’s fare, 130
And for the like had little care:

The milk drawn from the mountain goat
Was charged for water from the moat,
Our bread was such as captives’ tears
Have moisten’d many a thousand years,
Since man first pent his fellow men
Like brutes within an iron den;
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But what were these to us or him?

These wasted not his heart or limb;

(My brother’s soul was of that mould 140
Which in a palace had grown cold,

Had his free breathing been denied

The range of the steep mountain’s side;)

But why delay the truth?—he died.

I saw, and could not hold his head,

Nor reach his dying hand—nor dead,—

Though hard I strove, but strove in vain,

To rend and gnash my bonds in twain.

Ho died, and they unlock’d his chain,

And scoop’d for him a shallow grave 150
Even from the cold earth of our cave,

[ begg’d them as a boon to lay

His corse in dust whereon the day

Might shine—it was a foolish thought,

But then within my brain it wrought,

That even in death his freeborn breast

In such a dungeon could not rest.

I might have spared my idle prayer—

Cl‘hey coldly laugh’d, and laid him there:

The flat and turfless earth above 160
The being we so much did love;

His empty chain above it leant. == "
Such murder’s fitting monument !))

VIII

But he, the favourite and the flower,
Most cherish’d since his natal hour,
His mother’s image in fair face,
The infant love of all his race,
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His martyr’d father's dearest thought,
My latest care, for whom I sought

To hoard my life, that his might be
Less wretched now, and one day free;
He, too, who yet had held untired

A spirit natural or inspired—

CHo, too, was struck, and day by day

Was wither'd on the stalk awayy

Oh, God! it is a fearful thing

To see the human soul take wing

In any shape, in any mood:

I've seen it rushing forth in blood,
I’ve seen it on the breaking ocean

Strive with a swoln convulsive motion,
I’ve seen the sick and ghastly bed

Of Sin delirious with its dread;

But these were horrors—this was woe
Unmix’d with such—but sure and slow:
He faded, and so calm and meek,

So softly worn, so sweetly wealk,
So_tearless, yet so tender, kind,

And grieved for those he left behind;
With all the while a cheek whose bloom
Was as & mockery of the tomb,
Whose tints as gently sunk away

As a departing rainbow’s ray;

An eye of most transparent light,
That almost made the dungeon bright,
And not a word of murmur, not

A groan o’er his untimely lot,—

A little talk of better days,

A little hope my own to raise,
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FYor I was sunk in silence—lost

In this last loss, of all the most;

And then the sighs he would suppress
Of fainting nature’s feebleness,

More slowly drawn, grew less and less:
T listen’d, but I could not hear;

I call’d, for I was wild with fear;

[ knew 't was hopeless, but my dread
Would not be thus admonished;

I call’d, and thought I heard a sound—
T burst my chain with one strong bound,
* And rush’d to him: —TI found him not,
I only stirr’d in this black spot,

I only lived, I only drew

The accursed breath of dungeon-dew;
The last, the sole, the dearest link
Between me and the eternal brink,
Which bound me to my failing race,
Was broken in this fatal place.

One on the earth, and one beneath—

My brothers—both had ceased to breathe:

T took that hand which lay so still,
Alas! my own was full as chill;
(I had not strength to stir, or strive,
But felt that I was still alive—
A frantic feeling, when we know
That what we love shall ne’er be so.

I know not why

I could not die,
I had no earthly hope but faith,
And that forbade a selfish death.
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What next befell me then and there
I know not well—I never knew—
First came the loss of light, and air,
And then of darkness too:
I had no thought, no feeling—none—-
Among the stones I stood a stone,
And was, scarce conscious what I wist,
As shrubless crags within the mist;
For all was blank, and bleak, and grey;
It was not night, it was not day; ©240

(lt was not even the dungeon-light,

So hateful to my heavy sight,
But vacancy absorbing space,
And fixedness without a place})

(’ There were no stars, no earth, no time,

No check, no change, no good, no crime,

But silence and a stirless breath

Which neither was of life nor death;

A sea of stagnant idleness,

Blind, boundless, mute, and motionlessD 250

A light broke in upon my brain,—
It was the carol of a bird;
It ceased, and then it came again,
The sweetest song ear ever heard,
(And mine was thankful till my eyes
Ran over with the glad surprise,
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And they that moment could not see
1 was the mate of misery;
But then by dull degrees came back
My senses to their wonted track; 260
I saw the dungeon walls and floor
Close slowly round me as before,
I saw the glimmer of the sun
Creeping as it before had done,
But through the crevice where it came
That bird was perch’d, as fond and tame,
And tamer than upon the tree;
A lovely bird, with azure wings,
And song that said a thousand things,
And seem’d to say them all for me! 270
I never saw its like before,
I ne’er shall see its likeness more:
It seem’d like me to want a mate,
But was not half so desolate,
And it was come to love me when
None lived to love me so again,
And cheering from my dungeon’s brink,
Had brought me back to feel and think.
T know not if it late were free,
Or broke its cage to perch on mine, 280
But knowing well captivity,
Sweet bird! I could not wish for thine!
(Or if it were, in winged guise,
A visitant from Paradise;
For—Heaven forgive that thought! the while
Which made me both to weep and smile—
I sometimes deem’d that it might be
My brother’s soul come down to mej)
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Butb then al last away it flew,
And then ’t was mortal well I knew, 200
For he would never thus have flown,
And left me twice so doubly lone,
Lone as the corse within its shroud
lione as a solitary cloud,—

A single cloud on a sunny day,
While all the rest of heaven is clear,
A frown upon the atmosphere,
That hath no business to appear

When skies are blue, and earth is gay.

XI

A kind of change came in my fate, 300
My keepers grew compassionate;

I Jmow not what had made them so,

They were inured to sights of woe,

But so it was:—my broken chain

With links unfasten’d did remain,

And it was liberty to stride

Along my cell from side to side,

And up and down, and then athwart,

And tread it over every part;

And round the pillars one by one, 310
Returning where my walk begun,
Avoiding only, as I trod,

My brothers’ graves without a sod;

Yor if I thought with heedless tread

My step profaned their lowly bed,

My breath came gaspingly and thick,
And my crush’d heart fell blind and sick.
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I made a footing in the wall,
1t was not therefrom to escape,

Tor I had buried one and all 320
‘Who loved me in a human shape;

And the whole earth would henceforth be

A wider prison unto me:

No child, no sire, no kin had I,

No partner in my misery;

I thought of this, and I was glad,

For thought of them had made me mad;

But I was curious to ascend

To my barr’d windows, and to bend

Once more, upon the mountains high, 330

The quiet of a loving eye. ‘ '

XIII

I saw them, and they were the same,
They were not changed like me in frame;
T saw their thousand years of snow
On high—their wide long lake below,
And the blue Rhone in fullest flow; o
I heard the torrents leap and gush -/~ "% -
O’er channell’d rock and broken bush;
T saw the white-wall’d distant town,
And whiter sails go ekimming down: 340
And then there was a little isle,
Which in my very face did cmile,
The only one in view;
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A small green isle, it seem’d no more,

Scarce broader than my dungeon floor,

But in it there were three tall trees,

And o’er it blew the mountain breeze,

And by it there were waters flowing,

And on it there were young flowers growing,
Of gentle breath and hue.

The fish swam by the castle wall,

And they seem’d joyous each and all;

The eagle rode the rising blast,

Methought he never flew so fast

As then to me he seem’d to fly;

And then new tears came in my eye,

And I felt troubled—and would fain

1 had not left my recent chain;

And when I did descend again,

The darkness of my dim abode

Fell on me as a heavy load;

It was as is a new-dug grave,

Closing o’er one we sought to savg}—

And yet my glance, too much opprest,

Had almost need of such a rest.

X1v

It might be months, or years, or days,

I kept no count, I took no note,
1 had no hope my eyes to raise,

And clear them of their Areary mote;
At last men came to set me free;

I agk’d not why, and reck’d not where;

#1810
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It was at length the same to me,
Fetter'd or fetterless to be,
I learn'd to love despair.

And thus when they appear’d at last,
And all my bonds aside were cast,
These heavy walls to me had grown
A hermitage—and all my own!
And half I felt as they were come
To tear me from a second home: 380
With spiders I had friendship made,
And watch’d them in their sullen trade,
Had seen the mice by moonlight play,
And why should I feel less than they?
We were all inmates of one place,
And I, the monarch of each race,
Had power to kill—yet, strange to tell!
In quiet we had learn’d to dwell:

(My very chains and I grew friends,
So much a long communion tends 390
To make us what we are:—even I
Regain’d my freedom with a sigh®

-

Lorp ByYRON.

DORA

With farmer Allan at the farm abode

William and Dora. William was his son,

And she his niece. He often look’d at them

And often thought, ‘ I'll make them man and wife.’
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Now Dora felt her uncle’s will in all,
And yearn’d toward William: but the youth, because
He had been always with her in the house,
Thought not of Dora.
Then there came a day
When Allan call’d his son, and said, ‘ My son:
I married late, but I would wish to see 10
My grandchild on my knees before I die:
And I have set my heart upon a match.
Now therefore look to Dora; she is well
To look to; thrifty too beyond her age.
She is my brother’s daughter: he and I
Had once hard words, and parted, and he died
In foreign lands; but for his sake I bred
His daughter Dora: take her for your wife;
For I have wish’d this marriage, night and day,
For many years.” But William answer’d short: 20
* I cannot marry Dora; by my life,
I will not marry Dora.” Then the old man
Was wroth, and doubled up his hands, and said:
* You will not, boy! you dare to answer thus!
But in my time a father’s word was law,
And so it shall be now for me. Look to it;
Consider, William : take a month to think,
And let me have an answer to my wish;
Or, by the Lord that made me, you shall pack,

And never more darken my doors again.’ 30
But William answer’d madly; bit his lips
And broke away. The more he look’d at her ‘

The less he liked her; and his ways were harsh;
But Dora bore them meekly. Then before
The month was out he left his father’s house,
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And hired himself to work within the fields;
And half in love, and half spite, he woo’d and wed
A labourer’s daughter, Mary Morrison.

Then, when the bells were ringing, Allan call'd
Ilis niece and said: ‘ My girl, I love you well;
(But if you speak with him that was my son,

Or change a word with her he calls his wife,
My home is none of yours, My will is law.’
And Dora promised, being meek. She thought,
‘ It cannot be: my uncle’s mind will change!’

"And days went on, and there was born a boy
To William; then distresses came on him;

And day by day he pass’d his father’s gate,
Ieart-broken, and his father help’d him not.
But Dora stored what little she could save,

And sent it them by stealth, nor did they know
Who sent it; till at last a fever seized

On William, and in harvest time he died.

Then Dora went to Mary. Mary sat
And look’d with tears upon her boy, and thought
Hard things of Dora. Dora came and said:

‘ I have obey’d my uncle until now,

And I have sinn’d, for it was all thro’ me

This evil came on William at the first.

But, Mary, for the sake of him that’s gone,

And for your sake, the woman that he chose,

And for this orphan I am come to you:

You know there has not been for these five years
Jo full a harvest: let me take the boy,

And I will set him in my uncle’s eye

Among the wheat; that when his heart is glad
Of the full harvest, he may see the boy,
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And bless him for the sake of him that’s gone.’

And Dora took the child, and went her way
Across the wheat, and sat upon a mound 70
That was unsown, where many poppies grew.

Far off the farmer came into the field

And spied her not; for noue of all his men

Dare tell him Dora waited with the child;

Q\nd Dora would have risen and gone to him,
But her heart fail’d her; and the reapers reap’d,
And the sun fell, and all the land was datk.)

But when the morrow came, she rose and took
The child once more, and sat upon the mound;
And made a little wreath of all the flowers 80
That grew about, and tied it round his hat
"l'o make him pleasing in her uncle’s eye.
Then when the farmer pass’d into the field
He spied her, and he left his men at work,
And came and said: ‘ Where were you yesterday?
Whose child is that? What are you doing here? ’
So Dora cast her eyes upon the ground,
And answer’d softly, * This is William’s child !’
‘ And did I not,’ said Allan, ‘ did I not
Forbid you, Dora? '’ Dora said again: 40
‘ Do with me as you will, but take the child
And bless him for the sake of him that’s gone! ’
(And Allan said, ‘I see it is a trick
Got up betwixt you and the woman there.
I must be tauyrt my duty, and by youl)
You knew my word was law, and yet you dared
To slight it. Well—for I will take the boy;
But go you hence, and never see me more.’

So saying, he took the boy that cried aloud
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And struggled hard. The wreath of flowers fell
At Dora’s feet. She bow’d upon her hands,
And the boy’s cry came to her from the field,
More and more distant. She bow’d down her head,
Remembering the day when first she came,
And all the things that had been. She bow'd down
And wept in secret; and the reapers reap’d,
And the sun fell, and all the land was dark.
Then Dora went to Mary’s house, and stood

Upon the threshold. Mary saw the boy
Was not with Dora. She broke out in praise
To God, that help’d her in her widowhood.
And Dora said, * My uncle took the boy;
But, Mary, let me live and work with you:
He says that he will never see me more.’
Then answer’d Mary, ‘ This shall never be,
That thou shouldst take my {rouble on thyself:
And, now I think, he shall not have the boyv.
For he will teach him hardness, and to slight
His mother; therefore thou and I will go,
And I will have my boy, and bring him honice:
And I will beg of him to take thee back:
But if he will not take thee back again,
Then thou and T will live within one house,
And work for William’s child until he grows
Ot age to help us.’

So the women kiss’d
Each other, and set out, and reach’d the f:arm.
The door was off the latch: they peep’d, and saw
THe boy set up betwixt his grandsire’s knees,
Who thrust him in the hollows of his arm,
And clapt him on the hands and on the cheeks,

(3]
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Like one that loved him: and the lad stretch’d out
And babbled for the golden seal, that hung

From Allan’s watch, and sparkled by the fire.
Then they came in: but when the boy beheld

His mother, he cried out to come to her:

And Allen set him down, and Mary said :

* O father!—if you let me call you so—
1 never came a-begging for myself,
Or William, or this child; but now I come
For Dora: take her back; she loves you well. 140
O Sir, when William died, he died at peace
With all men; for I ask’d him, and he said,
He could not ever rue his marrying me—
I had been a patient wife: but, Sir, he said
That he was wrong to cross hi hus :
““ GGod bless him! *’ he said, ‘‘ and may he ncver know
The troubles I have gone thro’ !’ Then he turn’d
His face and pass’d—unhappy that I am!
But now, Sir, let me have my boy, for you
Will make him hard, and he will learn to slight 150
His father’s memory; and take Dora back,
And let all this be as it was before.’
So Mary said, and Dora hid her face
By Mary. There was silence in the room;
And all at once the old man burst in sobs:—
‘T have been to blame—to blame. T have kill’d
my son.
1 have kill’d him—but T loved him—my dear son.
May God forgive me!—I have been to blame.
Kiss me, my children.’
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Then they clung about
The old man’s neck, and kiss’d him many times. 160
And all the man was broken with remorse;
And all his love came back a hundredfold;
And for threc hours he sobb’d o'er William’s child
Thinking of William.

So those four abode

‘Within one house together; and as years
Went forward, Mary took another mate;
But Dora lived unmarried till her death.

LorD TENNYSON.

ENOCH ARDEN

Long lines of cliff breaking have left a chasm;
And in the chasm are foam and yellow sands;
Beyond, red roofs about a narrow wharf

In cluster; then a moulder’d church; and higher
A Jong street climbs to one tall-tower’d mill;
And high in heaven behind it a gray down
‘With Danish barrows; and a hazelwood,

By autumn nutters haunted, flourishes.

Green in a cuplike hollow of the down.

Here on this beach a hundred years ago, 10
Three children of three houses, Annie Lee,
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The prettiest little damsel in the port,

And Philip Ray the miller’s only son,

And Enoch Arden, a rough sailor’s lad
Made orphan by a winter shipwreck, play'd
Among the waste and lumber of the shore,
Hard coils of cordage, swarthy fishing-nets,
Anchors of rusty fluke, and hoats updrawn;
And built their castles oi dissolving sand

To watch them overflow’d, or following up 20
And flying the white breaker, daily left
The little footprint daily wash’d away.

A narrow cave ran in beneath the cliff:
In this the children play'd at keeping housec.
Enoch was host one day, Philip the next,
While Annie still was mistress; but at times
Enoch would hold possession for a weel :
* This is my house and this my little wife.’
* Mine too ’ said Philip * turn and turn about:’
When, if they quarrell’d, Enoch strongcer-made 30
Was master: then would Philip, his blue eyes
All flooded with the helpless wrath of tears,
Shriek out ‘ T hate you, Enoch,” and at this
The little wife would weep for company,
And pray them not to quarrel for her sake,
And say she would be little wife to both.

But when the dawn of rosy childhood past,
And the new warmth of life’s ascending sun
Was felt by either, ecither fixt his heart .
On that one girl; and Enoch spoke his love, 40
But Philip loved in silence; and the girl
Seem’d kinder unto Philip than to him;
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But she loved Enoch; tho’ she knew it not,
And would if ask’d deny it. Enoch set

A purpose evermore before his eyes,

To hoard all savings to the uttermost,

To purchase his own boat, and make a home
For Annie: and so prosper’d that at last

A luckier or a bolder fisherman,

A carefuller in peril, did not breathe

For leagues along that breaker-beaten coast
Than Enoch. Likewise had he served a year
On board a merchantman, and made himself
Full sailor; and he thrice had pluck’d a life

From the dread sweep of the down-streaming seas:

And all men look’d upon him favourably:
And ere he touch’d his cne-and-twentieth May
He purchased his own boat, and made a home
For Annie, neat and nestlike, halfway up

The narrow street that clamber’d toward the mill.

Then, on a golden autumn eventide,
The younger people making holiday,
With bag and sack and basket, great and small,
Went nutting to the hazels. Philip stay’d
(His father lying sick and needing him)
An hour behind ; but as he climb’d the hill,
Just where the prone edge of the wood began
To feather toward the hollow, saw the pair,
Enoch and Annie, sitting hand-in-hand,
His large gray eyes and weather-beaten face
All-kindled by a still and sacred fire,
That burn’d as on an altar. Philip look’d,
And in their eyes and faces read his doom ;
Then, as their faces drew together, groan'd,
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And slipt aside, and like a wounded life

Crept down into the hollows of the wood ;
There, while the rest were loud in merry-making,
Had his dark hour unseen, and rose and past

Bearing a lifelong hunger in his heart.

So these were wed, and merrily rang the bells,
And merrily ran the years, seven happy years,
Seven happy years of health and competence,
And mutual love and honourable #oil;

With children; first a daughler. In him woke,
With his first babe’s first cry, the noble wish
To save all earnings to the uttermost,

And give his child a better Lringing-up

Than his had been, or hers; a wish renew’d,
When two years after came 2 boy to be

The rosy idol of her solitudes,

While Enoch was abroad on wrathful seas,

Or often journeying landward ; for in truth
Enoch’s white horse, and Enoch’s ocean-spoil
In ocean-smelling osier, and his face,
Rough-redden’d with a thousand winter gales,
Not only to the market-cross were known,
But in the leafy lanes behind the down,

Far as the portal-warding lion-whelp,

And peacock-yewtree of the lonely Hall,
Whose Friday fare was Fnoch’s ministering.

Then came a change, as all things human change.

Ten miles to northward of the narrnw port
Open’d a larger haven: thither used

Enoch at times to go by land or sea;

And once when there, and clambering on a masb
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In harbour, by mischance he slipt and fell :

-A limb was broken when they lifted him;

And while he lay recovering there, his wife

Bore him another son, a sickly one:

Another hand crept too across his trade 110
Taking her bread and theirs: and on him fell,
Altho’ a grave and staid God-fearing man,

Yet lying thus inactive, doubt and gloom.

He seem’d, as in a nightmare of the night,

To see his children leading evermore

Low miserable lives of hand-to-mouth,

And her, he loved, a beggar: then he pray'd

‘ Save them from this, whatever comes to me ’

And while he pray’d, the master f that ship

Enoch had served in, hearing his mischance, 120
Came, for he knew the man and valued him,
Reporting of his vessel China-bound,

And wanting yet a boatswain. Would he go?

There yet were many .weeks before she sail’d,
Sail’d from this port. Would Fnoch have the place®
And Enoch all at once assented to it,

Rejoicing at that answer to his prayer

So now that shadow nf mischance appear’d
No graver than as when some little cloud
Cuts off the fiery highway of the sun, 130
And isles a light in the offing: yet the wife—
When he was gone—the children—what to do?
Then Enoch lay long-pondering on his plans;
To sell the boat—and vet he lcved her well—
How many a rough sea had he weather’d in her!
He knew her, as a horseman knows his horse—
And yet to sell her—then with what she brought
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Buy goods and stores—set Annie forth in trade
With all that seamen nceded or their wives—

So might she keep the house while he was gone.
Should he not trade himself out yonder? go

This voyage more than once? yea twice or thrice—
As oft as needed—Ilast, returning rich,

Become the master of a larger craft,

With fuller profits lead an easier lile.

Have all his pretty young ones educated,

And pass his days in peacc among his own.

Thus Enoch in his heart determined all:
Then moving homeward camec on Annie pale,
Nursing the sickly babe, her latest-born.
Forward she started with a happy cry,

And laid the feeble infunt in his arms;
Whom Enoch took, and handled all his limbs,
Appraised his weight and fondled father-like,
But had no heart to break his purposes

To Annie, till the morrow, when he spoke.

Then first since Enoch’s golden ring had girt
Her finger, Annie fought against his will:
Yet not with brawling opposition she,

But manifold entreaties, many a tear,

Many a sad kiss by day by night renew’d
(Sure that ali evil would come out of it)
Besought him, supplicating, if he cared

For her or his dear children, not to go.

He not for his own self caring but her,

Her and her children, let her plead in vain;
So grieving held his will, and bore it thro’.
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For Enoch parted with his old sea-friend,

Bought Annie goods and stores, and set his hand

To fit their little streetward sitting-room

With shelf and corner for the goods and stores.
So all day long till Enoch’s last at home,
Shaking their pretty cabin, hammer and axe,
Auger and saw, while Annie seem’d to hear

Her own death-scaffold raising, shrill’d and rang,

Till this was ended, and his careful hand,—
The space was narrow,—having order’d all
Almost as neat and close as Nature packs
Her blossom or her seedling, paused and he,
‘Who needg would work for Annie tn the last,
Ascending tired, heavily slept till morn.

And Enoch faced this inorning of fare-well
Brightly and boldly. All his Annie’s fears,
Save, as his Annie’s, were a laughter to him.
Yet Enoch as a brave God-fearing man
Bow’d himself down, and in that mystery
‘Where God-in-man is one with man-in-God,
Pray’d for a blessing on his wife and babes
Whatever came to him: and then he said
‘ Annie, this voyage by the grace of God
Will bring fair weather yet to all of us.

Keep a clean hearth and a clear fire for me,
For I'll be back, my girl, before you know it.’
Then lightly rocking baby’s cradle ‘ and he,
This pretty, puny, weakly little one,—
Nay—for I love him all the better for it—
God bless him, he shall sit upon my knees

And I will tell him tales of foreign parts,

And make him merry, when I come home again.
Come, Annie, come, cheer up before I go.’
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Him running on thus hopefully she heard,
And almost hoped herself; but when he turn’d
The current of his talk to graver things
In sailor fashion roughly sermonizing
On providence and trust in Heaven, she heard,
Heard and not heard him; as the village girl,
Who sets her pitcher underneath the spring,
Musing on him that used to fill it for her,
Hears and not hears, and lets it overflow.

At length she spoke ‘ O Enoch, you are wise; 2100
And yet for all your wisdon well know I
That I shall look upon your face no more.’

* Well then,’ said Enoch, ‘ I shall look on yours.
Annie, the ship I sail in passes here
(He named the day) get vou a seaman’s glass.
Spy out my face, and laugh at all your fears.’

But when the last of those last moments camec,
! Annie, my girl, cheer up, be comforted,
Look to the babes, and till I come again
Keep everything shipshape, for I must go. 220
And fear no more for me; or if you fear
Cast all your cares on God; that anchor holds.
Is He not yonder in those uttermost
Parts of the morning? if T flee to these
Can I go from Him? and the sea is His,
The sea is His: He made it.’

Enoch rose,

Cast his strong arms about his drooping wife,
And kiss'd his wonder-stricken little ones;
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But for the third, the sickly one, who slept

After a night of feverous wakefulness, - 230
When Annie would have raised him Enoch said

‘ Wake him not; let him sleep; how should the child
Remember this?’ and kiss’d him in his cot.

But Annie from her baby’s forehead clipt

A tiny curl, and gave it: this he kept

Thro’ all his future; but now hastily caught

His bundle, waved his hand, and went his way.

She when the day, that Enoch mention’d, came,
Borrow’d a glass, but all in vain: perhaps
She could not fix the glass to suit her eye; 240
Perhaps her eye was dim, hand tremulous;
She saw him not: and while he stood on deck
Waving, the moment and the vessel past.

Ev’n to the last dip of the vanishing sail
She watch’d it, and departed weeping for him;
Then, tho’ she mourn'd liis absence as his grave,
Set her sad will no less 1o chime with his,
But throve not in her trade, not being bred
To barter, nor compensating the want
By shrewdness, neither cupable of lies, 2500
Nor asking overmuch and taking less,
And still foreboding ‘ what would Enoch say?’
For more than once, in days of difficulty
And pressure, had she sold her wares for less
Than what she gave in buying what she sold -
She foil’d and sadden’d knowing it; and thus,
Expectant of that news which never eame,
Gain’d for her own a scanty sustenance,
And lived a life of silent melancholy.
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Now the third child was sickly-bora and grew
Yet sicklier, tho’ the mother cared for it
With all a mother’s care: nevertheless,
Whether her business often call’d her from it,
Or thro’ the want of what it needed most,
Or means to pay the voice who best could tell
What most it needed—howsoe’er it was,
After a lingering,—cre she was aware,—
Like the caged bird escaping suddenly,
The little innocent soul flitted away.

In that same weck when Annie buried it,
Philip’s true heart, which hunger’d for her peace
{Since Enoch left he had not look’d upon her),
Smote him, as having kept aloof so long.

* Surely,” said Philip, ‘ T may see her now,
May be some little corafort;’ thercfore went,
Past thro’ the solitary room in front,

Pauscd for a moment at an inner door,

Then struck it thrice, and, no one opening,
Enter’d; but Annie, seated with her grief,
Fresh from the burial of her little one,
Cared not to look on any human face,

But turn’d her own toward the wall and wept.
Then Philip standing up said falteringly

‘ Annie, I came to ask a favour of you.’

He spoke; the passion in her moan’d reply
* Favour from one so sad and so forlorn
As I am !’ half abash’d him; yet unask’d,
His bashfulness and tenderness at war,
He set himself beside her, saying to her:
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‘ I came to speak to you of what he wish’d,
Enoch, your husband: I have ever said
You chose the best among us—a strong man:
For where he fixt his heart he set his hand
To do the thing he will’d, and bore it thro’.
And wherefore did he go this weary way,
And leave you lonely? not to see the world—
For pleasure >—nay, but for wherewithal
To give his babes a better bringing-up
Than his had been, or yours: that was his wish.
And if he come again, vext will he be
To find the precious morning hours were lost.
And it would vex him even in his grave,
If he could know his babes were running wild
Like colts about the waste. So, Annie, now—
Have we not known eaeh other all our lives?
I do beseech you by the love you bear
Him and his children not to say me nay—
For, if you will, when Enoch comes again
Why then he shall repay me—if you will,
Annje—for I am rich and well-to-do.
Now let me put the boy and girl to school:
This is the favour that I came to ask’

Then Annie with her brows against the wall
Answer’d ‘ I cannot look you in the face;
I seem so foolish and so broken down.
When you came in my sorrow broke me down;
And now I think your kindness breaks me down;
But Enoch lives; that is borne in on me:
He will repay you: money can be repaid;
Not kindness such as vours.’
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And Philip ask’d
‘ Then you will let me, Annie?’
There she turn'd,
- She rose, and fixt her swimming eyes upon him,
And dwelt & moment on his kindly face,
Then calling down a blessing on his head
. Caught at his hand, and wrung it passionately,
And past into the little garth beyond.
So lifted up in spirit he moved away.

Then Philip put the hoy and girl to school,
And bought them necedful books, and everyway,
Like one who does his duty by his own,

Made himself theirs; and tho’ for Annic’s sake,
Fearing the lazy gossip of the port,

He oft denied his heart Lis dcarest wish,

And seldom crost her threshold, yet he sent
(vifts by the children, garden-herbs and fruit,
The late and carly roses from his wall,

Or conies from the down, and now and then,
With some pretext of fineness in the meal

To save the offence of charitable, four

From his tall mill that whistled on the waste.

But Philip did not fathom Annie’s inind:
Scarce could the woman when he came upon her,
Out of full heart and boundless gratitude
Light on a broken word to thank him with.
But Philip was her children’s all-mn-all;

From distant corners of the vtreet they ran
To greet his hearty welcome heartily ;
Lords of his house snd of his mill were they;
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‘Worried his passive ear with petty wrongs
Or pleasures, hung upon him, play’d with him 350
And call’ld him Father Philip. Philip gain'd
As Enoch lost; for Enoch seem’d to them
Uncertain as a vision or a dream,
Faint as a figure seen in early dawn
Down at the far end of an avenue,
Going we know not where: and so ten years,
Since Enoch left his hearth and native land,
Fled forward, and no news of Enoch camec.
It chanced one evening Annie’s children long’d
To go with others, nutting to the wood, 360
And Annic would go with them; then they begg'd
For Father Philip (as they call’d him) too:
Him, like the working bec in blossom-dust,
Blanch’d with his mill, they found ; and saying to him
* Come with us, Father Thilip’ he denied:
But when the children pluck’d at him to go,
He laugh’d, and yielded readily tc their wish,
For was not Annie with them? and they went.

But after scaling half the weary down,
Just where the prone edge of the wood began 370
To feather toward the hollow, all her force
Fail’d her; and sighing, ‘ Let me rest ’ she said;
So Philip rested with her well-content;
While all the younger ones with jubilant cries
Broke from their elders, and turnultuously
Down thro’ the whitening hazels made a plunge
To the bottom, and dispersed, and bent or broke
The lithe reluctant boughs to tear away
Their tawny clusters, crying to each other
And calling, here and there, about the wood. 3880
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But Philip sitting at her side forgot
Her presence, and remember’d one dark hour
Here in this wood, when like a wounded life
He crept into the shadow: at last he said,
Lifting his honest forehead, ‘ Listen, Annie,
How merry they are down yonder in the wood.
Tired, Annie?’ for she did not speak a word.
! Tired? * but her face had fall’n upon her hands;
At which, as with a kind of anger in him,
‘* The ship was lost,” ho said, ‘ the ship was lost!
No more of that! why should you kill yourself
And make them orphans quite?” And Annie said
¢ I thought not of it: but—I1 know not yhy—
Their voices make me feel so solitary.’

Then Philip coming somewhat closer spoke.
‘ Annie, there is a thing upon my mind,
And it has been upon my mind so long,
That tho’ I know not when it first came there,
I know that it will out at last. O Annie,
It is beyond all hope, against all chance,
That he who left you ten long years ago
Should still be living ; well then—let me spealk:
I grieve to see you poor and wanting help:
I cannot help you as I wish to do
Unless—they say that women are so quick—
Perhaps you know what I would have you know—
I wish you for my wife. I fain would prove
A father to x.ur children: T do think
They love me as a father: I am sure
That I love them as if they were mine own;
And I believe, if you were fast my wife,
That after all these sad uncertain years,
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We might be still as happy as God grants

To any of His creatures. Think upon it:
For I am well-to-do—no kin, no care,

No burthen, save my care for you and yours:
And we have known each other all our lives,
And I have loved you longer than you know '

Then answer’'d Annie; tenderly she spoke:
‘ You have been as God’s good angel in our house 420
God bless you for it, God reward you for it,
Philip, with something happier thun myself.
Can one love twice? can vou be ever loved
As Enoch was? what is it that you ask?’
"I am content ’ he answer’d ‘ to be loved
A little after Enoch.” ‘ O’ she cried,
Scared as it were, * dear Philip, wait a while:
I{ Enoch comes—but ¥noch will not come—
Yet wait a year, a year is not so long:
Surely I shall be wiser in a year: 430
O wait g little!” Philip sadly said
‘ Annie, as I have waited all my life
I well may wait a little.” * Nay ’ she cried
‘I am bound: you have my promise—in a yvear:
Will you not bide your year as I bide mine?’
And Philip answer’d ‘ I will bide my year.’

Here both were mnute, till Philip glancing up
Beheld the dead flame of the fallen day
Pass from the Danish barrow overhead;
Then fearing night and chill for Annie, rose 440
And sent his voice beneath him thro’ the wood.
Up came the children laden +vith their spoil,
Then all descended to the port. and there
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At Annie’s door he paused and gave his hand,
Saying gently ‘ Annie, when I spoke to you,
That was your hour of weakness. I was wrong,
I am always bound to you, but you are free.’
Then Annie weeping answer’d ‘ I am bound.’

She spoke; and in one moment as it were,
While yet she went about her houschold ways, 450
Ev'n as she dwelt upon his latest words,
That he had loved her longer than she knew,
That autumn into autumn flash’d again,
And there he stood once more before her face,
Claiming her promise. *Is it a year?’ she ask-d.
‘ Yes, if the nuts ’ he said ‘ be ripe again:
Come out and sce.” But she—she put him off—
So much to look to—such a change—a month—
Give her a month—she knew that she was bound—
A month--no more. Then Philip with his eyes 460
Full of that lifelong hunger, and his voice
Shaking a little like a drunkard’s band,
‘ Take your own time, Annie, take your own time.’
And Annie could have wept for pity of him;
And yet she held him on delayingly
With many a scarce-believable excuse,
Trying his truth and his long-sufferance,
Till half-another year had slipt away.

By this the lazy gossips of the port,
Abhorrent of a calculation crost, 470
Began to chafe as at a personal wrong.
Some thought that Philip did but trifle with her
Some that she but held off to draw him on;
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And others laugh’d at her and Philip too,

_As simple folk that knew not their own minds;
And one, in whom all evil fancies clung

Like serpent eggs together, laughingly

Would hint at worse in either. Her own son

Was silent, tho’ he often look’d his wish;

But evermore the daughter prest upon her 480
To wed the man so dear to all of them

And lift the household cut of poverty;

And Thilip’s rosy face contracting grew

Careworn and wan; and all these things fell on her
Sharp as reproach.

At last one night it chanced
That Annie could not sleep, but earnestly
Pray’d for a sign ‘ my Fnoch is he gone?’
Then compass’d round by the blind wall of night
Brook'd not the expectant terror of her heart,
Started from bed, and struck herself a light, 490
Then desperatcly seized the holy Book,
Suddenly set it wide to find a sign,
Suddenly put her finger on the text,
‘ Under the palm-tree.” That was nothing to her:
No mecaning there: she closed the Book and slept:
When lo! her Enoch sitting on a height,
Under a palm-tree, over him the Sun:
‘ He is gone,’ she thought, ‘ he is happy, he is singing
Hosanna in the highest: yonder shines
The Sun of Righteousness, and these be palms 500
Whereof the happy people strowing cried
‘* Hosanna in the highest!’’ ’ Here she woke,
Resolved, sent for him and said wildly to him
* There is no reason why we should not wed."
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‘ Then for God’s sake,’ he answer’d, ¢ both our sakes,
So you will wed me, let it be at vnce.’

So these were wed and merrily rang the bells,
Merrily rang the bells and they were wed.
But never merrily beat Annie’s heart,
A footstep seem’d to fall beside her path, 510
She knew not whence; a whisper on her ear,
She knew not what; nor loved she to be left
Alone at home, nor ventured out alone.
What ail’d her then, that ere she enter’d, oftcn
Her hand dwelt lingeringly on the latch,
Fearing to enter: Philip thought he knew:
Such doubts and fears were common to her state,
Being with child: but when her child was born,
Then her new child was as herself renew'd,
Then the new mother came about her heart, 520
Then her good Philip was her all-in-all,
And that mysterious instinet wholly died

And where was Fnoch? prosperously sail’d
The ship ‘ Good Fortune,’ tho’ at setting forth
The Biscay, roughly ridging eastward, shook
And almost overwhelm’d her, yet unvext
She slipt across the summer of the world,
Then after a long tumble about the Capc
And frequent interchange of foul and fair,
She passing thro’ the summer world again, 580
The breath of heaven came cont’nually
And sent her sweetly by the golden isles,

Till silent in her oriental haven.
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There Enoch traded for himself, and bought
Quaint monsters for the market of those times,
A gilded dragon, also, for the babes.

Less lucky her home-voyage @ at first indeed
Thro’ many a fair sca-circle, day by day,
Scarce-rocking, her full-busted figure-head
Stared o’er the ripple feathering from her bows: 540
Then follow’d calms, and then winds variable,

Then baffling, a long course of them; and last
Storm, such as drove her under moonless heavens
Till hard upon the cry of ‘ breakers ' came

'The crash of ruin, and the loss of all

But Fnoch and two others. Half tho night,
Buoy’d upon floating tackle and broken spars,
Thesc drifted, stranding on an isle at morn

Rich, but the loneliest in a lonely sea.

No want was there of human sustenance, 550
Soft fruitage, mighty nuts, and nourishing roots;
Nor save for pity was it hard to take
The helpless life so wild that it was tame.
There in a seaward-gazing mountain-gorge
They built, and thatch’q with leaves of palm. a hut,
Half hut, half native ecavern. So the three,
Set in this Eden of all plenteousness,
Dwelt with eternal summer, ill-content.

For one, the youngest, hardly more than boy,
Hurt in that night of sudden ruin and wreck, 560
Lay lingering out a five-years’ death-in-life.
They could not leave him. After he was gone,
The two remaining found a fallen stem;
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And Enoch’s comrade, careless of himself,
Fire-hollowing this in Indian fashion, fell
Sun-stricken, and that other lived alone.
In those two deaths he read God’s warning

‘

wait.’

The mountain wooded to the peak, the lawns
And winding glades high up ltke ways to Heaven,
The slender coco’s drooping crown of plumes,
The lightning flash of insect and of bird,

The lustre of the long convolvuluses

That coil’d around the stately stems, and ran
Ev’'n to the limit of the land, the glows

And glories of the broad belt of the world,
All these he saw; but what he fain had seen
He could not see, the kindly human face,
Nor ever hear a kindly voice, but heard

The myriad shriek of wheeling ocean-fowl,
The league-long roller thundering on the reef,
The moving whisper of huge trees that branch’d
And blossom’d in the zenith, or the sweep
Of some precipitous rivulet to the wave,

As down the shore he ranged, or all day long
Sat often in the seaward-gazing gorge,

A ghipwreck’d sailor, waiting for a sail:

No sail from day to day, but every day

The sunrise broken into scarlet shafts

Among the palms and ferns and precipices;
The blaze upor. the waters to the east;

The blaze upon his island overhead ;

The blaze upon the waters to the west;

Then the great stars that globed the. asclves in Heaven,

The hollower-bellowing ocean, and again
The scarlet shafts of gunrise—-but no sail.
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There often as he watch’d or seem’d to watch,
So still, the golden lizard on him paused,
A phantom made of many phantoms moved
Before him haunting him, or he himself
Moved haunting people, things and places, known
Far in a darker isle beyond the line;
The babes, their babble, Annie, the small house,
The climbing street, the mill, the leafy lanes,
The peacock-yewtree and the lonely Hall,
The horse he drove, the boat he scld, the chill
November dawns and dewy-glooming downs,
The gentle shower, the smell of dying leaves,
And the low moan of leaden-colour’d seas.

Once likewise, in the singing of his ears,
Tho’ faintly, merrily—far and far away—
He heard the pealing of his parish bells;
Then, tho’ he knew not wherefore, started up
Shuddering, and when the beauteous hateful isle
Return’d upon him, had not his poor heart
Spoken with That, which being everywhere
Lets none, who speaks with Him, seem all alone,
Surely the man had died of solitude.

Thus over Enoch’s early-silvering hcad
The sunny and rainy seasons came and went
Year after year. His hopes to see his own,
And pace the sacred old familiar fields,
Not yet had perish’d, when his lonely doom
Came suddenly to an end. Another ship
(She wanted water) blown by baffling winds,
Like the Good Fortune, from her destined course,
Stay’d by this isle, not knowing where she lay:
For since the mate had seen at early dawn
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Across a break on the mist-wreathen isle

The silent water slipping from the hills,

They sent a crew that landing burst away 630
In search of stream or fount, and fill'd the shores

With clamour. Downward from his mountain gorge

Stept the long-hair'd long-bearded solitary,

Brown, looking hardly human, strangely clad,

Muttering and mumbling, idiotlike it seem’d,

With inarticulate rage, and making signs

They knew not what: and yet he led the way

To where the rivulets of sweet water ran;

And ever as he mingled with the crew,

And heard them talking, his leng-bounden tongue 640
Was loosen’d, till he made them understand ;

Whom, when their casks were fill’d they took aboard :

And there the tale he utter’d brokenly,

Scarce-credited at first but more and more,

Amazed and melted all who listen’d to it:

And clothes they gave him and free passage home;

But oft he work’d among the rest and shook

His isolation from him. None of these

Came from his country, or could answer him,

Tf question’d, aught of what he cared to know. 650
And dull the voyage was with long delays,
The vessel scarce sea-worthy; but evermore
Hig fancy fled before the lazy wind
Returning, till beneath a clouded moon

He like a lover down thro’ all his blood
Drew in the dewy meadowy morning-breath
Of England, blown across her ghostly wall:
And that same morning officers and men
Levied a kindly tax upon themselves,
Pitying the lonely man, and gave him it 660



NARRATIVE POEMS 346

Then moving up the coast they landed him,
Ev’n in that harbour whence he sail’d before.

There Enoch spoke no word to any one,
But homeward—home—what home? had he a home?
His home, he walk’d. Bright was that afternoon,
Sunny but chill; $ill drawn thro’ either chasm,
Where either haven open’d on the deeps,
Roll’d a sea-haze and whelm’d the world in gray;
Cut off the length of highway on before,
And left but narrow breadth to left and right 670
Of wither’d holt or tilth or pasturage.
On the nigh-naked trec the robin piped
Disconsolate, and-thro’ the dripping haze
The dead weight of the dead leaf bore it down:
Thicker the drizzle grew, deeper the gloom;
Last, as it seem’d, a great mist-blotted light
Flared on him, and he came upon the place.

Then down the long street having slowly stolen,
His heart foreshadowing all calamity,
His eyes upon the stones, he reach’d the home 680
Where Annie lived and loved him, and his babes
In those far-off seven happy vears were born;
But finding neither light nor murmur there
(A bill of sale gleam’d thro’ the drizzle) crept
Still downward thinking * dead or dead to me!l’

Down to the pool and narrow wharf he went,
Seeking a tavern which of old he knew,
A front of timber-crost antiquity,
So propt, worm-eaten, ruinously old,
He thought it must have gone; but he was gone 690
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Who kept it; and his widow, Miriam Lanc,
With daily-dwindling profits held the house;
A haunt of brawling seamen once, but now
Stiller, with yet a bed for wandering men.
There Enoch rested silent many days.

But Miriam Lane was good and garrulous,
Nor let him be, but often breaking in,
Told him, with other annals of the port,
Not knowing—Enoch was so brown, so bow'd,
So broken—all the story of his house.
His baby’s death, her growing poverty,
How Philip put her little ones to school,
And kept them in it, his long wooing her,
Her slow consent, and marriage, and the birth
Of Philip’s child: and o’er his countenance
No shadow past, nor motion: any one,
Regarding, well had deem’d he felt the tale
Less than the teller: only when she closed
* Enoch, poor man, was cast away and lost ’
He, shaking his groy head pathetically,
Repeated muttering ‘ cast away and lost;’
Again in deeper inward whispers ‘ lost!’

But Enoch yearn'd to see her face again;
* Tf T might look on her sweet face again
And know that she ig happy.” So the thought
Haunted and harass’d him, and drcve him forth,
At evening when the dull November day
Was growing duller twilight, to tLo hill.
There he sat down gazing on all below;
There did a thousand memories roll upon him,
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Unspeakable for sadness. By and by

The ruddy square of comfortable light,
Far-blazing from the rear of Philip’s house,
Allured him, as the beacon-blaze allures
The bird of passage, till he madly strikes
Against i, and beats out his weary life.

TFor Philip’s dwelling fronted on the street,
The latest house to landward : but behind,
With one small gate that open’d on the waste,
Flourish’d a little garden square and wall’d : 730
And in it throve an ancient evergreen,
A yewtree, and all round it ran a walk
Of shingle, and a walk divided it:
But Enoch shunn’d the middle walk and stole
Up by the wall, behind the yew, and thence
That which he better might have shunn’d, if griefs
Like his have worse or hetter, Enoch saw.

TFor cups and silver on the burnish’d board
Sparkled and shone; so genial was the hearth:
And on the right hand of the hearth he saw 740
Philip, the slighted suitor of old times,
Stout, rosy, with his babe across his knees;
And o’er her second father stoopt a girl,
A later but a loftier Annie Yiee,
Fair-hair’d and tall, and from her lifted hand
Dangled a length of ribbon and a ring
To tempt the babe, who rear’'d his creasy arms,
Caaght at and ever miss’d it, and they laugh’d:
And on the left hand of the Learth he saw
The mother glancing often toward her babe, 750
But turning now and then to speak with him,
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Her son, who stood beside her tall and strong,
And saying that which pleased him, for he smiled.

Now when the dead man come to life beheld
His wife his wife no more, and saw the babe
Hers, yet not his, upon the father’s knee,
And all the warmth, the peace, the happiness,
And his own children tall and beautiful,
And him, that other, reigning in his place,
Lord of his rights and of his children’s love,—
Then he, tho’ Miriam ILane had told him all,
Because things seen are mightier than things heard,
Stagger’d and shook, holding the branch, and fear’d
To send abroad a shrill and terrible cry,
Which in one moment, like the blast of doom,
Would ehatter all the happiness of the hecarth.

He therefore turning softly like a thief,
Lest the harsh shingle should grate underfoot,
Angd feeling all along the garden-wall,

Lest he should swoon and tumble and be found,
Crept to the gate, and open’d it, and closed,
As lightly as a sick man’s chamber-door,
Behind him, and came out upon the waste.

And there he would have knelt, but that his knees
Were fesble, so that falling prone he dug
His fingers irto the wet earth, and pray’d.

‘ Too hard to bear! why did they take me thence?
O God Almighty, blessed Saviouw., Thou
That didst uphold me on my lonely isle,
Uphold me, Father, in my loneliness
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A little longer! aid me, give me strength
Not to tell her, never to let her know.

Help me not to break in upon her peace.
My children too! must I not speak to these?
They know me not. I should betray mysclf.
Never: no father’s kiss for me—dhe girl

So like her mother, and the boy, my son.’

There speech and thought and nature fail’d a little,
And he lay tranced; but when he rose and paced
Back toward his solitary home again, 790
All down the long and narrow street he went
Beating it in upon his weary brain,
As tho’ it were the burthen of a song,
‘ Not to tell her, never to let her know.’

He was not all unhappy. His resolve
Upbore him, and firm [aith, and evermoro
Prayer from a living source within the will,
And beating up thro’ all the bitter world,
Like fountains of sweet water in the sea,
Kept him a living soul. ¢ This miller’s wife ’ 800
1le said to Miriam * that you spoke about,
Has she no fear that her first husband lives?’
* Ay, ay, poor soul ’ said Miriam, * fear enow |
1f you could tell her you had scen him dead,
Why, that would be her comfort; ’ and he thought
¢ After the Lord has call’d me she shall know,
1 swait His time,’ and Enoch set himself,
Scorning an alms, to work whereby to live.
Almost to all things could he turn his hand.
Cooper he was and carpenter, and wrought 810
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To make the boatmen fishing-nets, or help’d

At lading and unlading the #all barks,

" That brought the stinted commerce of those days;
Thus earn’d a scanty living for himself:

Yet since he did but labour for himself,

Work without hope, there was not life in it
Whereby the man could live; and as the year
Roll’d itself round again to meet the day

‘When Enoch had return’d, a languor came

Upon him, gentle sickness, gradually 320
Weakening the man, till he could do no more,
But kept the house, his chair, and last his bed.
And Enoch bore his weakness cheerfully.

For sure no gladlier docs the stranded wreck

See thro’ the grey skirts of a lifting squall

The boat that bears the hope of life approach

To save the life despair’d of, than he saw

Decath dawning on him, and the close of all.

For thro’ that dawning gleam’d a kindlier hope
‘On Enoch thinking * after I am gone, 830
Then may she learn I lov’'d her to the last.’
He call’d aloud for Miriam Lane and said,
‘ Woman, I have a secret—only swear,
Before I tell you—swear upon the book
Not to reveal it, till you see me dead.’
‘ Dead,’ clamour’d the good woman, ¢ hear him talk!
I warrant, v.an, that we shall bring you round.’
‘ Swear ’ added Enoch sternly ‘ on the book.’
And on the book, half-frighted, Miriam swore.
Then Enoch rolling his grey eyes apon her, 840
‘* Did you know Enoch Arden of this town? ’
‘ Know him? ’ she said ‘ I knew him far away.



NARRATIVE POEMS 851

Ay, ay, I mind him coming down the street;

~Held his head high, and cared for no man, he.’
Slowly and sadly Enoch answer’d her;

‘ His head is low, and no man cares for him.

I think I have not three days more to live;

I am the man.’ At which the woman gave

A half-incredulous, half-hysterical cry.

‘ You Arden, you! nay,—sure he was a foot 350
Higher than you be.” Enoch said again

‘* My God has bow’d me down to what I am;

My grief and solitude have broken me;

Nevortheless, know you that I am he

Who married—but that nsme has twice been changed—
I married her who married Philip Ray.

Sit, listen.” Then he told her of his voyage,

His wreck, his lonely life, his coming back,

His guzing in on Annie, his resolve,

And how he kept it. As the woman heard, 860
Fast flow’d the current cf her easy tears,

While in her heart she yearn’d incessantly

To rush abroad all round the little haven,

Proclaiming Enoch Arden and Eis woes;

But awed and promise-bounden she forbore,

Saying only ¢ See your bairns before you go!

Eh, let me fetch ’em, Arden,” and arose

Eager to bring them down, for Enoch hung

A moment on her words, but then replied :

‘ Woman, disturb me not now at the last, 870
But let me hold my purpose till I die.
Sit down again ; mark me and understand,
While I have power to speak. I charge you now,
When you shall see her, tell her that I died
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Blessing her, praying for her, loving her;

Save for the bar between us, loving her

As when she laid her head beside my own.

And tell my daughter Annie, whom I saw

So like her mother, that my latest breath

Whns spent in blessing her and praying for her. 880
And tell my son that I died blessing him.

And say to Philip that I blest him too;

ile never meant us any thing but good.

But if my children care to see mc dead,

Who hardly knew me living, lel them come,

I am their father: but she must not come,

For my dead face would vex her after-life.

And now there is but one of all my blood,

Who will embrace me in the world-to-be:

This hair is his: she cut it off and gave it, 890
And I havo borne it with me all these ycars,

And thought to bear it with me to my grave;

But now my mind is changed, for 1 shall see him,
My babe in bliss: wherefore when I am gone,
Take, give her this, for it may comfort her:

[t will moreover be a token to her,

That I am he.’

He ceased : and Miriam Lane
Made such a voluble answer promising all,
That once again he roll’d his eyes upon her
Repeating all he wish’'d, and once again 900
She promisec.

Then the third night after this,

While Enoch siumber’d motionless and pale,
And Miriam watch’'d and dozed at intervals,
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There came so loud a calling of the sea,

That all the houses in the haven rang.

He woke, he rose, Le spread his arms abroad
Crying with a loud voice ‘ A sail! a saill

I am saved; ' and so fell back and spoke no nore.

So past the strong heroic soul away.
And when they buried him the little port 910
Had seldom seen a costlicr funeral.

Lorp TENNYSON.

SAINT BRANDAN

Suint Brandan sails the northern main;
The brotherhoods of saints are glad.

He greets them once, he sails again;

So late !—such storms!—The Saint is mad!

He heard, across the howling seas,
Chime convent-bells on wintry nights;
He saw, on spray-swept Hebrides,
Twinkle the monastery-lights;
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But north, still north, Saint Brandan steer’d,

And now no bells, no convent more ! 10
The hurtling Polar lights are near’d,

The sea without a human shore.

At last—(it was the Christmas-night;
Stars shone after a day of storm)—
He sees float past an iceberg white,
And on it—Christ !—a living form!

That furtive mien, that scowling eye,

Of hair that red and tufted fell—

It is—Oh, where shall Brandan fly?

The traitor Judas, out of helll 20

Palsied with terror, Brandan sate:

The moon was bright, the iceberg near.

e hears a voice sigh humbly: ** Wait!

By high permission I am here. -

‘“ One moment wait, thou holy man!

On earth my crime, my death, they knew;
My name is under all men’s ban—

Ah, tell them of my respite too!

‘‘ Tell them, one blessed Christmas-night

(It was the first after I came, 30
Breathing self-murder, frenzy, spite,

To rue my gilt in endless flame)—
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“I felt, as I in torment lay

'Mid the souls plagued by heavenly power
An angel touch mine arm, and say:

Go hence, and cool thyself an hour!

‘“* Ah, whence this mercy, Lord? ’ I said.

The Leper recollect, said he,

Who ask’d the passers-by for aid,

In Joppa, and thy charity. 40

‘““ Then I remember’d how I went,
In Joppa, through the public street,
One morn when the sirocco spent

Its storms of dust with burning heat;

‘“ And in the strcet a leper sate,
Shivering with fever, naked, old;
Sand raked his sores from heel to pate,
The hot wind fever’d him five-fold.

‘“ He gazed upon me as I pass’d,

And murmur’d: Help me, or I die! 50
To the poor wretch myv cloak I cast,

Saw him look eased, and hurried by.

‘‘ Oh, Brandan, think what grace divine,
What blessing must full goodness shower,
When fragment of it small, like mine,
Hath such inestimable power!
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‘““ Well-fed, well-clothed, well-friended, I
Did that chance act of good, that one!
Then went my way to kill and lie—
Forgot my deed as soon as done. 0
‘‘ That germ of kindness, in the womb

Of mercy caught, did not expire;

Outlives my guilt, outlives my doom,

And friends me in the pit of fire.

‘“ Once every year, when carols wake,
On earth, the Christmas-night’s repose,
Arising from the sinners’ lake,

I journey to these healing snows.

*“ I stanch with ice my burning breast,

With silence balm my whirling brain. 70
O Brandan! to this hour of rest

That Joppan leper’s ease was pain.’’—

Tears started to Saint Brandan’s eyes;

He bow’d his head, he breathed a prayer—
Then look’d, and lo, the frosty skies!

The iceberg, and no Judas there!

MATTHEW ARNOLD.
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REMEMBRANCE

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

I summon up remembrance of things past,

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s wasbe)

Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,

for precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,

And weep afresh love’s long-since-cancell’d woe, : ' -

And moan the expense of many a vanish'd sighg)
(__'Ihen can I grieve at grievances foregone,

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er

The sad account of fore-bemoanéd moan,

Which I new pay as if not paid before _)

-—But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,

All losses are restored, and sorrows end.

WIiILLIAM SHAKESPEARK

* THAT TIME OF YEAR THOU MAY'ST IN ME
BEHOLD "’

That time of year thou may’st in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
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In me thou see’st the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west,

Which by and by black night doth take away,

Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie

As the death-bed whereon it must expire,

Consumed with thet which it was nourish’d by:

—This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more
strong,

To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.

ON HIS BEING ARRIVED TO THE
AGE OF TWENTY-THREE

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

But my late spring no bud or blossom shew’th.
Perhaps my semblance might deceive the truth
That I to manhood am arrived so near;

And inward ripeness doth much less appear,
That some more timely-happy spirits endu’th.

10
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Yet. be it less or more, or soon or slow,
It shall be still in strictest measure even
To that same lot, however mean or high,

Toward which Time leads me, and the will of Heaven.

All is, if T have grace to use it so,
As ever in my great Task-Master’s CY Qe e uains, e

Jorx MiLTON.

ON THE LATE MASSACRE IN PIEDMONT

Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughtered saints, whose bones
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold;

Even them who kept thy truth so purc of old,
When all our fathers worshipped stocks and stones,
Forget not: in thy book record their groans

Who' were thy sheep, and in their ancient fold
Slain by the bloody Piemontese, that rolled
Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans
The vales redoubled to the hills, and they

To heaven. Their martyred blood and ashes sow
O’er all the Ttalian fields, where still doth sway
The triple Tyrant; that from these may grow

A hundredfold, who, having learnt thy way,

Early may fly the Babylonian woe.

Jonn MILTON.

359
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' >4 N
© ON HIS BLINDNRSS

When I consider how my light is spent
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide,
And that gne talent which is death to hide Esfer ¢
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
My true account, lest He returning chide
‘“ Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?"’
T fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, ‘‘ God doth not need
Either man’s work or his own gifts. Who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state
Ts kingly : thousands at his bidding speed
And post o’er land and ocean without rest;

@‘hey also serve who only stand and W@

JorN MivLToN.,

de
TO CYRIACK SKINNER UPON HIS
~ BLINDNESS

Cyriack, this three years’ day these eyes, though clear,
To outward view, of blemish or of enot, +! .~
Bereft of light, their sceing have forgot,

Nor to their iﬂl_e_ orbs doth sight appear
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Of sun, or moon, or star, throughout the year,
Or man, or woman. Yet I argue not

Against Heaven’s hand or will, nor bate a jot

Of heart or hope, but still bear up and steer

Right onward. What supports me, dost thou ask?
The 'conscience_, friend, to have lost them overplied « %Qw
In Liberty’s defence, my noble task,

Of which all Europe talks from side to side.

This thought might lead me through the world’s vain mask
Content, though blind, had T no belter guide.

Jonx MiLToN.

TO THE LORD GENERAT, CROMWELL,
MAY, 1652

On the proposals of certain ministers at the Commiltce
for Propagation of the Gospel.

Cromwell, our chief of men, who through a cloud
Not of war only, but detractions rude,

Guided by faith and matchless fortitude,

To peace and truth thy glorious way hast ploughed,
Apd on the neck of crownéd Fortune proud

Hast reared God’s trophies, and His wogk pursued,
While Darwen stream, with blood of Scots imbrued,
And Dunbar field resounds thy praises loud,
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And Worcester’s laureate wreath: yet much remains
To conquer still; Peaco hath her victories

No less renowned than War: new foes arise,
Threatening to bind our souls with secular chains.
Help us to save free conscience from the paw

Of hireling wolves, whose Gospel is their maw.

JorN MILTON.

TO THE LORD GENERAL FAIRFAX AT THE
SIEGE OF COLCHESTER

Fairfax, whose name in arms through Europe rings,
Filling each mouth with envy or with praise,

And all her jealous monarchs with amaze

And rumours loud that deunt remotest kings,

Thy firm unshaken virtue ever brings

Victory home, though new rebellions raise

Their Hydra heads, and the false North displays
Her broken league to imp their serpent wings.

O yet a nobler task awaits thy hand

(For what can war but endless war still breed?)
Till truth and right from violence be freed,

And public faith cleared from the shameful brand
Of public fraud. In vain doth Valour bleed,
While Avarice and Rapine share the land.

JouN MiLToN.

10.

10
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LONDON. 1802

(Milton | thou shouldst be living at this hour:
England hath need of thee: she is a fen
Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen,
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,
Have forfeited theix, ancient English dower
Ot inward happiness.) We are selfish men;
Oh! raise 'us up, return to us again;
And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.
Thy soul was like a star, and dwelt apart:
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea: 10
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free;
So didst thou travel on life’s common way,
In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart
The lowliest duties on herself did lay.

b~

WiLLiaAM WORDSWORTH.

%N THE EXTINCTION OF THE
VENETIAN REPUBLIC

Once did she hold the gorgeous East in fee;
And was the safeguard of the West: the worth
Of Venice did not fall below her birth,
Venice, the eldest child of Liberty.
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Qihc was a maiden cily, bright and free;

No guile seduced, no force could violate;

And, when she took unto herself a Mate,

She must espouse the everlasting Sea)

@nd what 1f she had seen those glories fade, -

Those tities’ ‘vanish, and that strength decay )
Yet shall some tribute of regret be paid
~ When her long lifo hath reached its final day:
[Men are we, and must grieve when even the Shade
Of that which once was great, is passed awayS)

Winriam WORDSWORTII.

COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE

Earth has not anything to show more fair:
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching in its majesty:

This City now doth like a garment wear

The beauty of the morning: silent, bare,
Bhips, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;

All bright and glittering in the smr.~keless air,
Never did sun more beautifully steep

In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill;

10
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Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!
The river glideth at his own sweet will:,
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;
And all that mighty heart is lying still!

WirLniaMm WoORDSWORTH.

“THI WORLD IS TOO MUCH WITLL US *’

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:
Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
The sea that bares her bosom to the moon;
The winds that will be howling at all hours,
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;
Yor this, for everything, we are out of tune;
It moves us not.—Great God! I'd rather be

A pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn.

WirLiam \WWoORDSWORTH.

365
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PERSONAL TALK
1

I am not One who much or oft delight

To season my fireside with personal talk,—

Of friends, who live within an easy walk,

Or ncighbours, daily, weekly, in my sight:
And, for my chance-acquaintance, ladies bright,
Sons, mothers, maidens withering on the stalk,
These all wear out of me, like Forms with chalk
Painted on rich men’s floors for one feast-night.
Better than such discourse doth silence long,
Long, barren silence, square with my desire;
To sit without emotion, hope, or aim,

In the loved presence of my cottage-fire,

And listen to the flapping of the flame,

Or kettle whispering its faint under-song.

I

‘‘ Yet life,”” you say, *‘ is life; we have seen and see,

And with a living pleasure we describe:

And fits of sprightly malice do but bribe

The languid mind into activity.

Sound sense, and love itself, and mirth and glee
Are fostered by the comment and the gibe.”’
Even be it so: yet still among your tribe,

Our daily world’s true Worldlings, rank not me!
Children ar= blest, and powerful; their world lies
More justly balancea; partly at their feet,

10
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And part far from them:—sweetest melodies
Are those that are by distance made more sweet;
Whose mind is but the mind of his own eyes,

He is a Slave; the meanest we can meet!

povy

Wings have we,—and as far as we can go

We may find pleasure: Wilderness and wood, 30
Blank ocean and mere sky, support that mood

Which with the lofty sanctifies the low.

Dreams, books, are each a world; and books, we know,

Are a substantial world, both pure and good:

Round these, with tendrils strong as flesh and blood,

Our pastime and our happiness will grow.

There find I personal themes, a plenteous store,

Matter wherein right voluble I am,

To which I listen with a ready ear;

Two shall be named, pre-eminently dear,— 40
The gentle Lady married to the Moor:

And heavenly Una with her milk-white Lamb.

v

Nor can I not believe but that hereby

Great gains are mine; for thus I live remote

From evil-speaking; rancour, never sought,

C.omes to me not; malignant truth, or lie.

Hence have I genial seasons, hence have I

Smooth passions, smooth discourse, and joyous thought:
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And thus from day to day my little boat

Rocks in its harbour, lodging peaceably. 50
Blessings be with them—and eternal praise,

‘Who gave us nobler loves, and nobler cares—

The Poets, who on earth have made us heirs

Of truth and pure delight by heavenly lays!

Oh! might my name be numbered among theirs,

Then gladly would I end my mortal days.

WiLLiaM WoRrbSWORTH.

WRITTEN IN LONDON, SEPTEMBIEL, 1802.

O Friend! I know not which way I must look
For comfort, being, as I am, opprest,

To think that now our life is only drest

For show; mean handy-work of craftsman, cook,
Or groom!—We must run glittering like a brook
In the open sunshine, or we are unblest:

The wealthiest man among us is the best:

No grandeur now in nature or in book

Delights us. Rapine, avarice, expense,

This is idolatry; and these we adore: 10
Plain living and high thinking are no more:
"The homely beauty of the good old cause

Is gone; our peace, our fearful innocence,

And pure religion breathing household laws.

Wi..1aM WORDSWORTH.
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TO THE GRASSHOPPER AND THE CRICKET

Green little vaulter in the sunny grass,
Catching your heart up at the feel of June;
Sole voice that’s heard amidst the lazy noon,
When even the bees lag at the summoning brass;
And you, warm little housekeeper, who class
‘With those who think the candles come too soon,
Loving the fire, and with your tricksome tune
Nick the glad silent moments as they pass;

O sweet and tiny cousins, that belong

One to the fields, the other to the hearth, 10
Both have your sunshine; both, though small, are
strong

At your clear hearts; and both seem given to earth
To sing in thoughtful ears their natural song—
In-doors and out, summer and winter, Mirth.

James HeEnry LErcan HUNT.

ON THE CASTLE OF CHILLON

Fternal Spirit of the chainless Mind!
Brightest in dungeons, Liberty ! thou art—
For there thy habitation is the heart—

The heart which love of Thee alone can bind;

24
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And when thy sons to fetters are consign’d,

To fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom,
Their country conquers with their martyrdom,
And Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind.
Chillon! thy prison is a holy place

And thy sad floor an altar, for 'twas trod,

Until his very steps have left a trace

Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod,

By Bonnivard! May none those marks efface!
For they appeal from tyranny to God.

Lorp Byron.

OZYMANDIAS OF EGYPT

I met a traveller from an antique land

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand,

Half sunk, a shatter’d visage liecs, whose frown

And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamp’d on these lifeless things,
The hand that mock’d them and the heart that fed;
And on the pedestal these words appear:

‘ My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:

T.ook on my works, ye Mighty, and despair! ’

10

10
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Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away.

PERcY BYsSHE SHELLEY.

ON THE GRASSHOPPER AND CRICKET

The poetry of earth is never dead:

‘When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,
And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run

From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;
That is the Grasshopper’s—he takes the lead

In summer luxury,—he has never done

With his delights; for when tired out with fun
He rests at ease bencath some pleasant weed.
The poetry of earth is ceasing never:

On a lone winter evening, when the frost

Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills
The Cricket’s song, in warmth increasing ever,
And seems to one in drowsiness half lost,

The Grasshopper’s among some grassy hills.
&

Joan KEears.

371
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‘““TO ONE WHO HAS BEEN LONG IN
CITY PENT ”

To one who has been long in city pent,

"Tis very sweet to look into the fair

And open face of heaven,—to breathe a prayer

Full in the smile of the blue firmanent.

Who is more happy, when, with heart’s content,

Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair

Of wavy grass, and reads a dcbonair "
And gentle tale of love and langulshment?

{Returning home at evening, with an car
Calching the notes of Philomel,—an eye
Watching the sailing cloudlet’s bright career,
He mourns that day so soon has glided by,
E’en like the passage of an angel’s lear
That falls through the elear cther silonll:\D

it

Joux KEArs.

JTHE TERROR OF DEATH

/ CWhen I have fears that I may cease to be
Before my pen has glean’d my teemmg brain, -

10

Before high-piléd books, in ¢haract’ ry;, by ﬁf " &‘,\ U

Hold like rich zarners the full-ripen’d gram,
When I behold, upon the night's starr’d face,
! Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,

And think that I may never live to trace

Their shadows, with t)l}e magic hand of chance;.
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And when I feel, fair creature of an hour!

That I shall never look upon thee more, 10
Never have relish in the fairy power

‘Of unreflecting lovemd'nwﬂﬁcms"ﬁore

Of the wide world I stand alone, and think

Till love and fame to nothingness do sin@

JouN KEats.

THE HUMAN SEASONS

Four Seasons fill the measure of the year;

There are four scasons in the mind of man:

He has his lusty Spring, when fancy clear

Takes in all beauty with an easy span:

He has his Summer, when luxuriously

Spring’s honey’d cud of youthful thought he loves
To ruminate, and by such dreaming high

Is nearest unto heaven: quiet coves

His soul has in its Autumn, when his wings

He furleth close; contented so to look 10
On mists in idleness—to let fair things

Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook.

He has his Winter too of pale misfeature,

Or else he would forego his mortal nature.

JonN KeaTs.
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NATURE

As a fond mother, when the day is o’er,

Leads by the hand her little child to bed,

Half willing, half reluctant to be led,

And leave his broken playthings on the floor,

Still gazing at them through the open door,

Nor wholly reassured and comforted

By promises of others in their stead,

Which, though more splendid, may aot please him more;
So Nature deals with us, and takes away

Our playthings one by one, and by the hand 10
Leads us to rest so gently, that we go

Scarce knowing if we wished to go or stay,

Being too full of sleep to understand

How far the unknown transcends the what we lknow.

H. W. LoNGFELLOW.

EAST LONDON

'Twas August, and the fierce sun overhead
Smote on the squalid streets of I"ethnal Green,
And the pale weaver, through his windows seen
In Spitalfields, look’d thrice dispirited.
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I met a preacher there I knew, and said:
. " Ill and o’erwork’d, how fare you in this scene? "’'—

* Bravely | ** said he; ‘‘ for I of late have been

Much cheer’d with thoughts of Christ, the living bread.”’

O human soul! as long as thou canst so

Set up a mark of everlasting light, 10
Above the howling senses’ ebb and flow,

To cheer thee, and to right thee if thou roam—

Not with lost toil thou labourest through the night!

Thou mak’st the heaven thou hop’st indeed thy home

MATTHEW ARNOLD.

QUIET WORK

One lesson, Nature, let me learn of thee,

One lesson which in every wind is blown,

One lesson of two duties kept at one,

Though the loud world proclaim their enmity—

Of toil unsever’d from tranquillity !

Of labour, that in lasting fruit outgrows

, Far noisier schemes, accomplish’d in repose,

Too great for haste, too high for rivalry!

Yes, while on earth a thousand discords ring,

Man’s senseless uproar mingling with his toil, 10
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Btill do thy quiet ministers move on,

Their glorious tasks in silence perfecting;

Still working, blaming still our vain turmoil;
Labourers that shall not fail. when man is gone.

MATTHEW ARNOLD,,

GIBRALTAR *

Seven weeks of sea, and twice seven days of storm
Upon the huge Atlantic, and once more
We ride into still water and the calm
Of a sweet evening, screen’d by either shore
Of Spain and Barbary. Our toils are o’er,
Our exilec is accomplish’d. Once again
We look on Europe, mistress as of yore
Of the fair earth and of the hearts of men.
Ay, this is the famed rock which Hercules
And Goth and Moor bequeath’d us. At this door 10
England stands sentry. God! to hear the shrill
Sweet treble of her fifes upon the breeze,
And at the summons of the rock gun’s roar
To see her red coats marching from the hill!

5

WILFRID SCAWEN BLUNT.

* By kind permission of the author.
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‘* NOT WITH VAIN TEARS, WHEN WE’RE
BEYOND THE SUN ” *

Not with vain tears, when we’re beyond the sun,
‘We'll beat on the substantial doors, nor tread
Those dusty high-roads of the aimless dead
Plaintive for Earth; but rather turn and run
Down some close-covered by-way of the air,

Some low swecet alley between wind and wind,
Stoop under faint gleams, thread the shadows, find
Some whispering ghost-forgotten nook, and there
Spend in pure converse our eternal day;

Think each in each immediately wise; 10
Learn all we lacked before; hear, know, and say
What this tumultuous body now denies;

And feel, who have laid our groping hands away;
And see, no longer blinded by our eyes.

RupERT BROOEE.

‘“ BLOW OUT, YOU BUGLES, OVER THE
RICH DEAD! "

Blow out, you bugles, over the rich Dead!
here’s none of these so lonely and poor of old,

But, dying, has made us rarer gifts than golﬁ)

These laid the world away; poured out the re

U
&(I(‘\c, ?(Au: wh iy wpp oD
* By kind permission of the Literary Executor of Rupert Brooke

and the Publishers, Messrs. Sidgwick and Jackson, Ltd , London.
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Sweet wine of youth;(gave up the years to be

Of work and joy, and that unhoped serene,

That men call age; and those who would have been,

Their sons, they gave, their immortality?)

Blow, bugles, blowlc.l‘hey brought us, for our dearth,

Holiness, lacked so long, and Love, and Pa@ 10
-\Honour has come back, as a king, to earth,

} And peid his subjects with a royal wage)

i And Nobleness walks in our ways again;

l And we have come into our heribage)

RuPERT BROOKE

* THESE HEARTS WERE WOVEN OF HUMAN
JOYS AND CARES ”

These hearts were woven of human joys and cares,
Washed marvellously with sorrow, swift to mirth.

The years had given them kindness. Dawn was theirs,
And sunset, and the colours of the earth.

These had seen movement, and heard music; known
Slumber and walking; loved; gone proudly friended;

Felt the quick stir of wonder; sat alone; .
Touched flowers and furs and cheeks. All this is ended.
There are waters blown by changing winds to laughter
‘And lit by the rich skies, all day. And after, 10
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Frost, with a gesture, stays the waves that dunce
And wandering loveliness. He leaves a white
Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance,

A width, a shining peace, under the night.

RuperT BROOKB.

‘“IF I SHOULDx DIE, THINK ONLY THIS
OF ME

If 1 should die, think only this of me:

That there’s some corner of a foreign field

That is for ever England. There shall be

In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,

A body of England’s, breathing English air,

‘Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home,

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,

A pulse in the eternal mind, no less 10
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by lngland given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,

In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

RuPERT BROOKE.
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TO THE HEROIC SOUL

Be strong, O warring soul! For very sooth ¢*¥[ ¢
Kings are but wraiths, republics fade like rain,-¢
Peoples are reapeirand garnered as the grain,
And that alone prevails which is the truth:
e strong when all the days of life bear ruth
. And fury, and are hot with toil and straig))
_Fiold thy large faith and quell thy mighty pain:
Dream the great drcam that buoys thine age with

youth_b
C’l‘hou art an eagle mewed in o sea-stopped cave: o
He, poised in darkness with victorious wings, 10
Keeps night between the granite and the sea, K+
Until the tide has drawn the warder-wave:
Then from the portal where the ripple rings,
He bursts into the boundless moming,—fre@

DuNcaN CAMPBELL SCOTT.



Miscellaneous Poems
IN THE ROOM *

The sun was down, and twilight grey
Fill’d half the air; but in the room,
Whose curtain had been drawn all day,
The twilight was dusky gloom :
Which seem’d at first as still as death,
And void; but was indeed all rife
With subtie t thrills, the pulse and breath
O multitudinous lower life.
In their abrupt and hcadlong way
Bewilder'd flies for light had dash’d 100
Against the curtain all the day,
And now slept wintrily abash’d;
And nimble mice slep'o wearied out
With such a double night’s uproar;
But solid beetles crawl’d about
The chilly hearth and naked floor.

And so throughout the twilight hour
That vaguely murmurous hush and rest
There brooded; and beneath its power
Life throbbing held its throbs supprest: 20

* By kind permission of Messrs. P. J. and A. E. Dobbell, Pub-
lishers, London.
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Until the thin-voiced mirror sigh’d,
I am all blurr’d with dust and dump,
So long ago the clear day died,
So long has gleamed nor fire nor lamp.
S

Whereon the curtain murmur’d back,

Some change is on us, good or ill;
Behind me and before is black

As when those human things lie still:
But I have seen the darkness grow

As grows the daylight every morn;
Have felt out there long shine and glow,

In here long chilly dusk forlorn.

) lor-orn.

The cupboard grumbled with a groun,
Each new day worse starvation bnngs
Since he came here I have not known

Or sweets or cates or wholesome things :

But now! a pinch of meal, a crust,
Throughout the week is all T get.
I am so empty; it is just
As when they said we*were to let.

‘What is become, then, of our Man?
The petulant old glass exclaim’d;
If all this time he slumber can,
He reually ought {o be ashamed
1 wish we had our Girl again,
So gay and busy, bright and fair:
The girls are better than these men,
Who ouly for their dull selves care.

80

40
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It is so many hours ago—
The lamp and fire were both alight— 50
I saw him pacing to and fro,
Perturbing restlessly the night.
His face was pale to give one fear,
His eyes when lifted looked too bright;
He mutter’d; what, I could not hear:
Bad words though; something was not right.

The table said, He wrote so long
That I grew weary of his weight;
The pen kept up a cricket song,
It ran and ran at such o rate: 60
And in the longer pauses he
With both his folded arms downpress’d
And stared as onc who does not sce,
Or sank his head upon his breast.

The fire-grate said, 1 am as cold
As if T never had a blaze;
The few dead cinders here I hold
I held unburn’d for days and days.
Last night he made them flare; but still
What good did all his wrltmg do? 70
Among my ashes curl and thrill
Thin ghosts of all those papers too,

The table answer’d, Not quite all;

He saved and folded up one sheet,
And seal’d it fast, and let it fall;-

And here it lies now white and neat.
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Whereon the letter’s whisper came,
My writing is closed up too well;
Outside there’s not a single name,
And who should read me I can’t tell 80

The mirror sneer’d with scornful spite,
(That ancient crack which spoil’d her looks
Had marr’d her temper), Write and write !
And read those stupid, worn-out books!
That’s all he does,—read, write, and rcad,
And smoke that nasty pipe which stinks .
He never takes the slightest heed -
How any of us feels or thinks.

But Lucy fifty times a day
Would come and smile here in my face, 90
Adjust a tress that curl’d aqtray,
Or tie a ribbon with more grace:
She look’d so young and fresh and fair,
She blush’d with such a charming bloom,
1t did one good to see her there,
And brighten’d all things in the room.

She did not sit hours stark and dumb
As pale as moonshine by the lamp;
To lie in bed when day was come,
And leave us curtain’d chill and damp. 100
She slept away the dreary dark,
And rose to greet the pleasant morn;
And sang as gaily as a lark
While busy as the flies sun-born.
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And how she loved us every one;
And dusted this and mended that,
With trills and laughs and freaks of fun,
And tender scoldings in her chat!
And then her bird, that sang as shrill
As she sang sweet; her darling flowers 110
That grew there in the window-sill,
Where she would sit at work for hours

It was not much she ever wrote;
Her fingers had good work to do;
Say, once a week a pretty note;
And very long it took her too.
And little more she read, I wis;
Just now and then a pictured sheet.
Besides those letters she would kiss
And croon for hours, they were so swect. 120

-

She had her friends too, blithe young girls,
Who whisper’d, babbled laugh’d caress'd,
And romp’d and danced with dancing curls,
And gave our life a joyous zest, |
But with this dullard, glum and sour,
Not one of all his fellow-men
Has ever pass’d a social hour;
We might be in some wild beast’s den

This long tirade aroused the bed,

‘Who spoke in deep and ponderous bass, 130
Befitting that calm life he led,

As if firm-rooted in his place:

25
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In broad majestic bulk alone,
As in thrice venerable age,
He stood at once the royal throne,
The monarch, the experienced sage:

I know what is and what has been;
Not anything to me comes strange,
Who in so mamy years have seen
And lived through every kind of change. 140
I know when men are good or bad,
When well or ill, he slowly said;
When sad or glad, when sane or mad,
And when they sleep alive or dead.

At this last word of solemn lore
A tremor circled through the gloom,
As if a crash upon the floor
Had jarr’d and shaken all the room:
For nearly all the listening things
Were old and worn, and knew what curse 150
Of violent change death often brings,
From good to bad, from bad to worse;

They get to know cach othor well,
To feel nt home and settled down;
Death brrsts among them like a shell,
And strews them over all the town.
The bed went on, This man who lies
Upon me now is stark and cold;
He will not any more arise,
And do the things he did of old. 160
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But we shall have short peace or rest;

For soon up here will come a rout,
And rpail him in a queer long chest,

And carry him like luggage out.
They will be muffled all in black,

And whisper much and sigh and weep:
But he will never more come back,

And some one clse in mc must sleep.

Thereon a little phial shrill’d,
Here cmpty on the chair I lie: 170
I heard one say, as I was filI'd,
With half of this a man would die.
The man there drank me with slow breath,
And murmur’d, Thus ends barren strifes
O sweeter, thou cold wine of death,
Than cver sweet warm wine of life !

One of my cousins long ago,
A little thing, the mirror said,
Was carried to a couch to show,
Whether a man was really dead. 180
Two great improvements marked the case:
He did not blur her with his breath,
His mnny-wrinkﬁa_(r twitching face
Was smooth old ivory: verdict, Death.—

It lay, the lowest thing there, lull’d
Sweet-sleep-like in corruptlon s truce;

The form whose purpose was annull’d,
While all the other shapes meant use.
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It lay, then he become now it,

Unconscious of the deep disgrace, 190
Unanxious how its parts might flit _

Through what new forms in time and space.

It lay and preach’d, as dumb things do,
More powerfully than tongues can prate;
Though life be torture through and through,
Man is but weak to plain of fate:
The drear path crawls on drearier still
To wounded feet and hopeless breast?
Well, he can lie down when he will,
And straight all ends in endless rest 200

And while the black night nothing saw,
And till the cold morn came at last,
That old bed held the room in awc
With tales of its experience vast.
It thrill’d the gloom; it told such tales
Of human sorrows and delights,
Of fever moans and infant wails,
Of births and deaths and bridal nights.

JamEs THoOMS3ON.
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THE LISTENERS *

*‘ Is there anybody there?’’ said the Traveller,
Knocking on the moonlit door;
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses
Of the forest’s ferny floor:
And a bird flew up out of the turret,
Above the Traveller’s head:
And he smote upon the door again a second time;
‘“ Is there anybody there?’’ he said.
But no one descended to the Travcller;
No head from the leaf-fringed sill 10
Leaned over and looked into his gray eyes,
Where he stood perplexed and still.
But only a host of phantom listeners
That dwelt in the lone house then
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight
To that voice from the world of men:
Stood thronging the faint moonbears on the dark stair,
That goes down to the empty hall,
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken
By the lonely Traveller’s call. 20
And he felt in his heart their strangeness,
Their stillness answering his cry,
‘While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,
"Neath the starred and leafy sky;
For he suddenly smote on the door, even
Louder, and lifted his head:—
** Tell them I came, and no one answered,
* That T kept my word,”” he said.

* By kind permission of the author.
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Never the least stir made the listeners,
Though every word he spake 80
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house
From the one man left awake:
Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of iron on stone,
And how the silence surged softly backward,
When the plunging hoofs were gone,

WALTER DE LA MARE.

CREATION

In the beginning, there was nought
But heaven, one Majesty of Light,
Beyond all speech, beyond all thought,
Beyond all depth, beyond all height,
Consummate heaven, the first and last,
Enfolding in its perfect prime
No future rushing to the past,
But one rani Now, that knew not Space or Time.

Formless it was, being gold on gold,
And void—but with that complete Life 10
Where music could no wings unfold
Till lo, God smote the strings of strife!
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‘ Myself unto Myself am Throne,
Myself unto Myself am Thrall!
I that am All am all alone,’
He said, ‘ Yea, I have nothing, having all.’

And, gathering round His mount of bliss
The angel-squadrons of His will,
He said, ‘ One battle yet there is
To win, one vision to fulfil! 20
Since heaven where’er I gaze expands,
And power that knows no strife or cry.
Weakness shall bind and picrce my hands
And make a world for Me wherein to die.

All might, all vastness and all glory
Being mine, I must descend and make
Out of my heart a song, a story
Of little hearts that burn and break;
Out of my passion without end
I will make little azure seas, 30
And into small sad fields descend
And make green grass, white daisies, rustling frees.’

Then shrank His angels, knowing He thrust
His arms out East and West and gave
For every little dream of dust
Part of his Life as to a grave!
»* Enough, O Father, for thy words
Have pierced thy hands!’ But low and sweet,
He said ‘ Sunsets and streams and birds,
And drifting clouds I'—The purple stain’d his feet.- - 40
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‘ Enough!’ His angels moan’d in fear,
‘ Father, thy words have pierced thy side!’
He whisper’d ‘ Roses shall grow there,
And there must be a hawthorn-tide,
And ferns, dewy at dawn,’ and still
They moan’d—Enough, the red drops bleed!
‘ And,’ sweet and low, ‘ on every hill,’
He said, ‘ I will have flocks and lambs to lead.’

His angels bow’d their heads beneath
Their wings till that great pang was gone: 50
Pour not thy soul out unto Death!
They moan’d, and still his Love flow’d on,
‘ There shall be small white wings to stray
From bliss to bliss, from bloom to bloom,
And blue flowers in the wheat; and—’ * Stay!
Speak not,’ they cried, * the word that seals thy tomb!’

He spake—' I have thought of a little child
That I will have there to embark
On small adventures in the wild,
And front slight perils in the dark; 60
And I will hide from him and lure
His laughing eyes with suns and moons,
And rainbows that shall not endure;
And—when he is weary sing him drowsy tunes.’

His angels fell before Him weeping,

* Enough! Tempt not the Gates of .Ielhl’
He said ¢ His soul is in his keeping

That we may love each other well,
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And lest the dark too much affright him,
I will strew countless little stars
Across his childish skies to light him
That he may wage in peace his mimic wars

And oft forget Me as he plays
With swords and childish merchandise,
Or with his elfin balance weighs,
Or with his foot-rule metes, the skies;
Or builds his castles by the deep,
Or tunncls through the rocks, and then—
Turn to Me as he falls asleep,
And, in his dreams, feel for My hand again.

And when he is older he shall be
My friend and walk here at My side;
Or—when he wills—grow young with Me,
And, to that happy world where once we died
Descending through the calm blue weather,
Buy life once more with our immortal breath,
And wander through the little fields together,
And taste of Love and Death.’

ALFRED NoOYES.
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NOTES

William Shakespeare (1564-1616)—William was the
son of John Shakespeare who, though of the
farmer class, had become & prosperous tradesman
and was clected Chief Alderman of the town of
Stratford-on-Avon, the birthplace of the dramatist.
William was probably educated at the local gram-
mar-school and, according to traditicn, he grew up to
be a riotous young man, made a decr-stealing expedition to
the neighbouring park of Sir Thomas Luey, was caught and
was severely deall with by that Magistrate. William was
only 18 years old when he married Anne Hathaway, a far-
mer’s daughter who was older by about eight years. By
1585 he had two daughters and a son born to him. The
burden of his family coupled with the decline in his father’s
prosperity in business which was the cause of the removal
of John Shakespears from the post of Alderman, led
William to seek his fortune in London as an actor and »
playwright at the age of 22. He used at first to recast old
plays for the play-house called the Theatre but soon hegan
to write plays independently as aiso in collaboration with
other dramatists. His first work was 2 poem Venus and
Adonis; but he soon came to be recognised as the greatest
dramatist of hi¥ age. He wrote 87 plays in about 20 years,
mmcluding comedies, tragedies and historicel dramas. The
Merchant of Venice, As You Like it, A Midsummer Night's
Dream, Hamlet, Lear, Macbeth, Othello, Julius
Cesar, Richard III, King John—to name only =«
few——are the immortal glory of English literature.
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It iy, however, difficult to fix the dates of composition of
most of Shakespeare’s plays.

With his success as a playwright, Shakespeare’s world-
ly prosperity went on increasing and he was soon able to
purchase considcrable properties at  Stratford and
to give relief to his old parents. He lost his only
son Hammnet in 1596, his father in 1601 and his mother
in 1608. He retired finally in 1611 to  Stratford
where he died on the completion of his 52nd year.
The composition of Shakespeare’s  Sonnets extended
over a pretty long period—probably more than 10 years. In
the Elizabethan age sonnets were generally written on con-
ventional themes, but these sonnets, according to some
critics, have an unmistakable personal note. Some secm to
have been addressed to a youth of noble family and
somo to an unfaithful woman. The poet bitterly complains
of the treachery of his friend and the infidelity of his lady-
love, and the deep undercurrent of pain and sorrow points
to some autobiographical significance. Shakespeare made
a departure from the sirict sonnet-form as handed down by
Petrarch and adopted by some of the English poets. He did
not divide the sonnet, like them, into the octave and the
sestet with its peculiar rhyme-scheme but used instead
three decasyllabic quatrains with lines riyming alternately
and followed by a rhyming couplet. His is described as the
English form of sonnet and it is claimed that it became in
Shakespeare’s Lands a vehicle for the expression of charac-
teristic English thought.

John Milton (1608-1674)—Born in London of com-
paratively well-to-do parents, John Milton was educated
first at home under the careful supervision of tutors and
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then at St. Paul’s School and at Christ’s College, Cam-
bridge where he was soon marked out as a classical scholar
and showed signs of his future greatness as a poet. The
Hymn on the Morning of Christ’s Nativity and most of his
shorter occasional pieces were composed during his aca-
demic life.

On leaving the University he resided for six years at
Horton, continuing his studies with great diligence and pre-
paring himself for his life’s mission. To this period of his
life belong the masque Comus (1634), the elegy Lycidas
(1687) and the two beautiful poems L’Allegro and Il Pen-
seroso. In 1638 he started on his continental tour during
which he visited France, Switzerland and Italy. The
effect of this journey is to be seen in his Latin and Italian
poems.

He felt it his duty to rcturn to England when the
struggle between the Parliament and King Charles I be-
came imminent and thus began his career as a prosc-writer
during which he produced controversial works on many of
the burning questions of the day, e.g., church-reform,
liberty of the press, divorce, people’s rights as against the
King (Charles I having been executed in 1649) and edueca-
tion. Milton lived a hard life during most of this period,
removing from house to house with a school which he kept.
In 1649 he was appointed Latin Secretary to the Protec-
torate and was placed above anxiety.

But the most gloomy period of his life started with the
Restoration in 1660 when, blind and friendless, he found
himself alone amongst people whose ideals were in all res-

' pects so different from his own. This gloom is reflected in
the ncble tragedy of Samson Agonistes published along
with Paradise Regained in 1671. Paradisc Tost, the
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greatest epic poem in the English language, had been pub-
lished in 1667.

Paradise Lost is cheracterised by moral grandeur, sub-
limity of imagination and harmony of rhythm. Milton con-
structed his sonnets on the strict Petrarchan model, bub
his themes are not love and beauty as in Petrarch’s son-
nets but rcligion, patriotism and domestic affection.

Samuel Butler (1612-1680)—Born of a respoetable but
poor family, Samuel Butler had to educate himself mostly
through his own cfforts probably without any help from a
College or a University. As a young man, he long felt
the sting of poverty and was for some time a clerk to a
country Justice of the Peace and later in the service of Sir
Samuel Luke, a violent Republican and Presbyterian
Knight of Bedfordshire. Here he had an  opportunity of
observing closely those traits of Puritan bigotry and Re-
publican frenzy which were later satirised in his well-known
poem Hudibras published in instalments between 1663 and
1678. Charles II, whose restoration meant a sct-back to
the cause of Republicanism and Puritanism, was much
pleased with Butler’s poem and Builer was appointed
Secrctary to the Tiord President of Wales and placed above
anxicty. But court favour did not last long and the poet
died in poverty and cxtreme wretchedness in London.

Popular amusements were the aversion of the Puritans
who came to power ou the execution of Charles T and many
acts were pas-cd to suppress them, especially bear-baiting.
Hudibras is, in Butler’s satire, a fanatical Justice of the
Peace and Ralpho is his clerk. They meet a number of
men taking a bear to the baiting-ground and order them to
disperse. The result is a battle between the two parties
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in which the members of the procession arc taken captive,
but they are rescued by their comrades who imprison the
"Knight and his clerk. They, in their turn, are rescued by
a rich widow to whom the Knight was paying his court.
When however Sir Hudibras visits her, he receives a sound
drubbing. The incidents are very exciting, though the
poem lacks a plan. The hero who was probably modelled
on Butler’s former employer, Sir Samuel Luke, is not mere-
ly rendered ridiculous as in most satires, but becomes an
objcel of hatred and cxtreme dctestation, and this is the
special mark of the art of Butler in thie well-known satire.

Andrew Marvell (1621-1678)—Son of a Yorkshire
clergyman, Marvell was cducated at Camkbridge and passed
the early part of his life ir. travel. He was an admirer of
Milton whosc views on political and religious questions he
shared, and on Milton’s rccommendation he was appointed
Assistant Latin Secretary in 1657 and thus became a col-
league of that great poet. He was for some time a mem-
ber of Parliament during the Protectorate. The Restoration
was a bitter thing to him aund he mercilessly
satirised its social vices and its arbitrary government. So
bitter was his feeling against it that he refused an appoint-
ment at Court offered to him by Charles II. He was elo-
quent and scholarly, honest and faithful to his principles.
He was the most lovable of the Puritan writers and was one
of the most respected men of his age. Marvell will be re-
membered not for his satires, but for his earlier lyries, e.g.,
Thoughts in a Garden and the Song of the Emigrants in
Bermuda which are marked by a singular choice of expres-
sion and pleasant fancies. The Horatian Ode shows his
taste and scholarship and is probably his finest poem.
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John Dryden (1631-1700)—Born at a village in North-
amptonshire, Dryden was educated at Westminster and
Cambridge. His father, the younger son of a baronet 1s
said to have been an ardent Puritan and this may have been
the cause of Drydon’s political sympathies in his early life
when he published his Heroic Stanzas on the death .f
Cromwell (1658). He soon attached himself to the Royalist
party and wrote the Astrea Redux in hconour of the resto-
ration of Charles II. His first great pcem Annus Mirabilis,
full of undeserved praise for this king, was published in
1667 and was probably responsible for his appointment as
Poet Laureate in 1670.

Dryden changed his religious faith as he had changed
his political sympathies. In Religio Laici, or ¢ Layman’s
Faith published in 1682, he defended the Church of Eng-
land against the dissenting sects; yet in 1686 he embraced
Catholicism which he defended in The Hind and the
Panther (1687). Dryden’s conversion was probably due to
the influence of King James II who was himself a
Catholic. After the Revolution Dryden lost his influence
and his rival Shadwell took his placc as Poet Laureate
under William and Mary.

Dryden’s fame rests chiefly on his satires, cssays and
dramas. Of his satires the most important are Absalom
and Achitophel, The Medal and MacFiecknoe. The output
of luis lyric poems was not very large, though he had the
talent for writing songs. He excelled, however, in the
composition . f what has been called the Pindaric Ode
stringing lines of irregular length together by means of
rhyme. The most well-known is the Ode in Honour of St.
Cecilia’s Day. The Song for St. Cccilia’s Day, 1687, is also
a poem of this type.
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Samuel Johnson (1709-1784)—Son of a poor and
struggling bookscller at Lichfield, Johuson was educated
in a desultory fashion, first at a grammar-school and then
at Oxford. His scholarship was remarkable even in his
youth. In his childhcod he suffered frem various diseases
which made him irritable and gloomy. His youth was
spent in extreme poverty in London where he earned a pre-
carious living for many years by writing for the journals.
He rose to fame slowly and became the literary dictator
of his age ultimately. He was grantel a pension by the
government of George 1IT and reeceived the degree of LL.D.
from the Uuniversity ¢f Oxford in 1775. Ilc died in 1784
at the age of 75.

His most important works are the Dictionary of the
English Language (1755), the satires of London (1738) and
The Vanity of Human Wishes (1749) in imitation of Juven-
al, the story of Rasselas (1759) and The Lives of the Poets
(1779-81). His satircs were solamn and rhetorical and his
poetry rather stilted and formal. His prose style is at its
best in The Lives of the Poets where his heaviness is refined
into dignity. Boswell’s Life of Samuel Johnson has immor-
talised this great man and is one of the best biographies in
English Literature.

Thomas Gray (1716-1771)—Sonr of a money-serivener
in London, Gray was educated at Eton and at Cambridge
which he left without taking any degree. He next travelled

*in France and Ttaly and in 1742 settled at Cambridge where
he devoted himself to study and research. In 1768 he was
appointed Regius Professor of Modern History at Cam-
bridge and he died suddenly in 1771.

26
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Gray wrote little, but whatever he wrote was polished
and exquisite. His composition was extremely slow and
he thus found time for refashioning, correcting and revis-
ing his work according to his own taste. His carly poems
are murked by a minute observation of nature for which
his tours in his native country were responsible and a love
of picturesque scenery. Philosophic contemplation s
another characteristic of Gray’s poems which are full «f
personifications of moral attributes and of which the best-
known is the Elegy written in a Country Churchyard. The
Ode on the Spring, the Hymn to Adversity, the Ode on
a Distant Prospect of Elon College, On the death of a
favourite cat are also well-known. The two Pindaric Odes,
viz., The Progress of Poesy and The Bard show the direct
influence of Greek lyric on English poetry. In the history
of English Literature Gray was the connccting link between
the classical taste of Pope and Johnson and the Romantic
spirit of Wordsworth, Coleridge and Scott.

William Collins (1721-1789)—Son of a hatter at
Chichester, Collins was educated at Westminster and
Oxford. He was very sensitive and, at the same time,
ambitious and full of litcrary projects. Persian Eclogues
published in 1742 and Odes published in 1746 are his best-
known works. The last days of Collins were very sad.
He went mad in 1754 and died in 1759.

Collins shaves with Gray the distinction of being a sort
«of link between the old and new schools of English poetry—
between the Classical and Romantic schools. The beauty
of landscape is vividly painted by Collins in many of his
odes. Personification of abstract qualities is another mark
of Collins’ poetry as it is of Gray’s. Collins is s
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melodious and meditative as Gray, but he lacks Gray’s en-
ergy as displayed, for example, in the latter’s Pindaric Odes.
Collins is regarded by some as the finest lyric poet of his
age. The Ode to Evening has been described as ‘a soft and
intensely real picbure of twilight and dusk ’ and its un-
rhymed stanzas us ‘ a faultless triumph of music ’

William Cowper (1731-1800)—Son of a clergyman con-
nectcd with an ancient family, Cowper was educated at a
private school and at Westminster and was then placed
in un attorney’s office. His father was a rector. He lost
his mother very carly in life. He was unhappy in his
affection for his cousin and came under the influence of a
religious movement known as the Evangclical Movement.
All these affected his naturally delicate and sensitive mind
and his nerves gave way at the thought of a public examina-
tion. He attempted suicide and had to be sent to en
asylum. On rccovery he spent the rest of his life in the
country, mostly under the care of a clergyman named Unwin
and Mrs. Unwin.

Cowper is known as a nature poct. The Task, his
longest poem, was publisbed in 1785. Of his occasional
poems some of the best-known are Boadicea, John Gilpin
and The Castaway which reflects his religious gloom.

George Crabbe (1782-1832)—Son of a customs officer
at a seaport town in Sussex, Crabbe spent his early life in
misery due to physical weakness and domestic trouble.
“Though his natural thirst for knowledge was encouraged by
his father, he was apprenticed to a surgeon. He gave up
his profession at the call of literature and came to seek his
fortune in London where he publiched one of his poems
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but suffered from cxtreme poverty till relieved by Edmund
Burke. He took orders about this time and though he had
to devotle himself to his work as clergyman at various
places, he yet found time to publish The Village (1783), The
Parish Register (1807), The Borough (1810), Tales in Verse
(1812) and somo other poems.

Realism is mentioned as the chief mark of the poetry
of Crabbe. He chose as his subjeets orcinery things which
he knew thoroughly. The village, the parish church, stories
of births, deaths and marriages figare prominently in his
work. He analyses the virtues and vices of common
people as they are without any attempt at idealising. In
consequence, Crabbe’s best work consists of the gloomy por-
traits of pcople like the smuggler, the criminal and the
pauper and descriptions of repulsive objects like the squalid
street, the fen and the quay. His command of pathos is
boundless and he is a master in painting agony and remorse.

William Wordsworth (1770-1850)—Son of an attorney,
Wordsworth was educated first at a school on the shores
of the English Lakes and then at Cambridge. In 1791 ke
toured in France, then in the throes of the great Revolution,
and developed extreme republican sympathies. His life as
an author commenced on his return to England and was
encouraged by the influence of his sister Dorothy. The
Lyrical Ballads, written in collaboration with Coleridge, was
published in 1798. Wordsworth paid a visit to Germany
with Dorothy und Coleridge in the same year and on bis
return settled at Grasmere near the FEnglish Lakes fromt
which the naume of ‘‘The Lake Sci.ool’’ is derived. Words-
worth married in 1802 and some of his best poems were
written about this time. The Prelude which shows the
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growth of his mind and his revulsion from Republicanisim
was finished in 1805 and The Excursion was published in
1814. Between 1820 and 1830 his best work consisted of
sonnets, the River Duddon Sonnets having been published
in 1820 and the Ecclesiastical Sonnets in 1822. Wordsworth
became the Poet Laureate in 1843 and died in 1850.

Calm contemplation is a prominent mark of Words-
worth’s poetry where Nature is impregnated with thought.
He preached and practised simplicity of diction. His
deficiency in humour is, however, very noticeable and he
sometimes falls into bathos when he indulges in moral dis-
quisitions in his poetry. But he ushered a new spirit
into English poctry which found expression in the Romantic
Movement.

Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832)—Born in Edinburgh of
parents descended from border families, Scott was afflicted
with a slight lameness in his childhood which was spent in
the midst of the picturesque scenery of the Lowlands ..f
Scotland. He was educated at the Edinburgh High School
and the University and was a voracious reader of poetry
and fiction, especially of romances of chivalry. He joined the
bar, but the pursuit of literature proved more attractive to
him than the profession of law and in 1800 he accepted the
post of Sheriff-deputs of Selkirkshire which made him inde-
pendent of professional income” He toured the country in
order to collect old ballads and published a large number
of them in The Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border in 1802.
Joon after this he began writing his romantic tales in verse
of which some of the most well-known are The Lay of the
Last Minstrel (1805), Marmion (1808) and The Lady of the
Lake (1810). When he was overshadowed by Byron in the
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domain of poetry, he began writing the Waverley novels.
Scott incurred large expenses on his house at Abbotsford
and the collapse of his publisher Constable and of the
printing firm of the Ballantynes involved him in huge
debts. Scott paid them out of the sale-proceeds of his
novcls some of which he wrote after the crash to meet his
linbilities. He died at Abbotsford in 1832, universally
lamented as a good, generous, honest and great man.

Scott’s interest in the middle ages paved the way for
the Romantic Movement. His poems were popular on ac-
count of their portrayal of the romantic past with its fasci-
nating manners, customs, dress, etc. His metre (iambic
tetrameter) was eminently suited for the description of rapid
action and vivid scenery and incidents. As a poet his
position was similar to that of medieval minstrels,
but his art was more improved. He was lacking
in lyrical qualities and had little sense of kinship between
man and Nature.

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772-183%)—Son of a vicar
and schoolmaster, Coleridge was educated at Christ’s
Hospital in London and Jesus College, Cambridge. He
wag & precocious boy who was interested in such different
subjects as medicine and metaphysics. He was full of
tancies and schemes which very often changed the direction
of his life. His personal charm was great and won him
many friends, the most notable amongst them being Words-
worth, Lamh (a classmate in Christ’s Hospital), Southey
and De Quincey. Unable to pay some debts, he absconded
from Cambridge in 1798 and joined the army under an
assumed name. With Southey .nd another friend he
planned the foundation of a socialistic community and he
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married a wife of whom he soon wearied. In collaboration
with Wordsworth he planned and wrote the Lyrical Ballads.
On recciving an annuity from a wecll-wisher he went to
Germany to study Kantian Metaphysics in 1798. Between
1800 and 1802 he wandered aimlessly about England and
the Continent. Home was impossible for an erratic man
like him and during the last 18 years of his life he was given
shelter by a friendly family in London.

Coleridge was a versatile genius and a writer of dramas,
pocms, cssays and crilicisms. His Biographia Literaria
(1817) and his Lectures on Shakespeare (1849) are very
valuable and original. Of his poems the best are the Rime
of the Ancient Mariner (1798), Kubla Khan and Christabel.
They embody his masterly experiments in metre, and their
subtle harmony and delineation of strange expcriences exer-
cised a great influence on subsequent Fnglish poctry.

Thomas Moore (1779-1852)—DBorn in Dublin in 1779,
Moore was educated at Trinity College and in the Temple
in London where he studied law. He was well-known in
London society and had numerous patrons through whom
he securcd a good post at Bermudas. He travelled in
America for some time. In 1807 came out his Irish
Melodies which had an extensive sale. In 1817 was pub-
lished Lalla Rookh consisting of a number of oriental stories,
which became the rage of Londoners. Byron became a
friend of his at Venice and he brought out his Life of Byron
in 1830 and later on an edition of his poems.

Moore wrote lyric poctry, political lampoons against
"the Tories and narrative poems. His fame chiefly rasts on
his lyrics and on his patriotic poems in the Irish Melodies.
Of his sacred songs, the Song of Miriam is the best.
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James Henry Leigh Hunt (1784-1859)—Born in
Middlesex, Hunt was educated at Christ’s Hospital, the
well-known London School where he was a class-mate of
Charles Lamb, the essayist. He bccame famous as a con-
tributor to the newspapers of his day like the News, the
Examiner, the Indicator and the Spectator. In 1822 he
sailed with his family for Italy where he lived with Byron
and Shelley at Pisa and edited the brilliant paper -called
the Liberal to which Byron contributed some of his
famous poems. On  Shelley’s death and Byron’s
departure for Greece, ITunt returned to England where he
continued to wrile for periodicals and came to be regarded
as the head of the Cockney School.

He is remembered for his essays and criticisms; but he
had a facility for writing sprightly verse, though he was
lacking in emotion and imagination.

George Gordon Noel, Lord Byron (1788-182%)—Born
in London, Byron was educated at Harrow and other
schools and later at Cambridge. His father was a profligate,
his mother was capricious and violent in temper and Byron
himself had a defect in one of his fect. All these were res-
ponsible for his morbidity which was intensified by adverse
press criticisms of his earliest poetical work Hours of Idle-
ness. In 1809 he went on his travels and visited Portugal,
the Morea and Athens. Part of Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage
was published about this time and when he returned
he attracted public attention as a poet. His marriage,
in 1815, to a lady of striet Calvinistic principles proved
unhappy. She soon left him, accusing him of insanity
and recklessness. This led to L's social ruin and he
left England for ever for the Continent where he lived
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successively at Geneva, Venice and Pisa, came
into contact with Shelley and Leigh Hunt and started a
paper in which some of his satires were published. His
life on the Continent was vicious, but his vices were for-
gotten when this young poet, so handsome in appearance
and so generous at heart, died fighting for Greek Indepen-
dence at Missolonghi in 1824.

Byron’s poetical werks can be classified into satires,
romantic tales and dramas. Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage
(1812) is probably the most widely read of his poems. His
hatred of cant and his spirit of revolt against the established
order of society and religion find remarkable expression in
Don Juan (1819-1824). The faults of Byron’s style and
construction are counterbalanced by the vigour and dash
of the life he portrays.

Peroy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)—Born of an ancient
family, Shelley was educated at Eton and Oxford. He
inherited his personal beauty from his mother and was a
delicate, sensitive boy with a violent temper and & pre-
cocious intellect. He had a constitutional tendency to
hallucinations and was called * Mad Shelley.” He was
expelled from his University for writing a pamphlet on the
need of atheism. Soon after he married Harriet Westbrook,
a friend of his sister’s and was for this reason forbidden his
house by his father. He moved from place to place with
his wife and spent some time in Ireland and wrote a
revolutionary poem and an address. He made the aec-
«uaintance of the anarchist William Godwin about this
time, but Harriet disliked his ideas and plans of social
reform and left him and drowned hersclf after some time.
Shelley then married Mary, the daughter of William Godwin
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in 1816. In 1818 the Shelleys went to Italy and lived for
a time with Byron at Venice. Some of Shelley’s well-known
poems were written in Jtaly. He was drowned during an
yachting expedition in the Gulf of Spezzia in 1822.

Shelley was a writer of lyrics, longer poems and dramas,
but he is best known as a lyric poet. Adonais (1821),
Arethusa, the Sky Larlk, The Sensitive Plant and the
Hymn to Pan (1820) are amongst the best of his short poems.
Promethcus Unbound is the most widely known »f his
dramas. He is a poet of glowing visions and radiant ideals.
The musical effect of his verse and his perfect mastery cf
words are his chief merits.

John Keats (1798-1821)—Son of a hostler and stable-
owner, Keats had to spend the first nine years of his life in
an uninviting part of London. At school he was industri-
ous and a general favourite. It is now believed that Keats
was not effeminate as he is generally supposed to have been,
but manly and athletic. He was apprenticed to a surgeon
at fourtcen and was admitted a licentiate in surgery in
due course; but he gave up surgery in 1817 and published
2 volume of poems. He came to know Leigh Hunt and
Shelley about 1816 and Endymion came out in 1818. His
brother Tom died of the family malady of consumption
and in 1820 John, too, developed symptoms of this disease
of which the indirect causes are believed to have been the
cruel reviews of his poetry in the Quarterly and Blackwood
and his disappointment ir. love. He had worked at
Hyperion and published a volume containing Lamia,,
Isabella and St. Agnes’ Eve in 1820 before he fell ill. He
wen? abroad for a change, first to Naples and then to Rome
where he died in February, 1821. XKeats is lacking
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in that lyric buoyanecy which is to be found in
Shelley; activity and movement arc mnot represented
in his poetry which has an air of melancholy
languor. Restraint in expression is not, again, one of his
noticeable characteristics. He dwells more on colour and
form than on thought as is done by Wordsworth or on ideal
as is done by Shelley, his appeal being chiefly sensuous. Yet
joy in beautiful things because they are beautiful, is express-
ed admirably in Keats’s poetry. La Belle Dame Sans Merci
is a ballad of the first order and is remarkably free from
the inertness of Keats’s poetry, as are also some of his
sonnets.

Thomas Hood (1799-1845)—Son of a bookseller who
died early, Hood had to make his living in his boyhood in
a merchant’s office and as an engraver’s apprentice. He
next turned to journalism and came in touch with the
*“ Cockney School " of Lamb, Hazlitt and others. He
soon became a popular comic writer with his Whims and
Oddities (1826-27) written in collaboration with a friend.
Tinancial trouble made him remove to Germany. Ou his
return he was given a pension in 1844, but he died of con-
sumplion in 1845.

Hood’s humour is blended with pathos and he has
the decpest sympathy with human life and character. This
sympathy is the keynote of the famous Bridge of Sighs and
The Song of the Shirt. He was also a writer of pretty lyrics
and had a keen appreciation of natural beauty.
~

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806-1861)—Born near
Durham six years before her future husband, Miss Barrett
was a vietim to ill-health throughout her life. She was
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studious and precocious and published an cpic when she
was only fourteen. She became famous with the publica-
tion, in 1838, of The Seraphim, and other Poems which
contained such woll-known pieces as Cowper’s Grave and
Victoria’s Tears. Robert Browning was attracted by her
poctic genius and when he met her for the first time in her
father’s house, she was more famous than he. Mutual
attraction led to friendship and to love which she celebrated
in the Sonnets from the Portugucse (privately printed in
1847). Her father however was opposed to their union and
there was no other alternative than a private marriage
which was celebrated in 1846. The father was never re-
conciled to the daughter even after this and the Brownings
left for Ttaly. Their house in Florence was the meeting-
place of many literary men. Aurora Leigh, a long
narrative poem, was published in 1857. Mrs. Browning died
in 1861 in Italy.

Mrs. Browning is regarded as the greatest English
poetess.  Sympathy for human suffering and a desire for
justice are the prominent marks of her poems. Her emo-
tional temper weus, however, sometimes responsible for an
abuse of sentiment. She is often careless of form and in-
attentive to rhyme.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)—Born in
Portland, Maine, in the United States of America, Long-
fellow, the second son of a successful lawyer graduated
from Bowdoin College in 1825 and went to Europe nexf.-
year for studying the modern Evropean languages. Hs
visited France, Spain, Italy and Germany and returned to
America in 1829 to take up his duties as Professor of
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Modern Languages at Bowdoin. 1n 1835 on his appoint-
ment as Smith Professor of Modern Languages at Harvard,
he sailed for England to study the northern literatures and
visited Holland and other countries. Longfellow, up till
now & scholar, on his return began writing poems on
European subjects and didactic poems like The Psalm of
Lije. e paid a third visit to Europe in 1842 on the death
of his first wife and married for a second time in 1843.
Some cf his well-known pocms, e.g., Ballads and other
Poems (1841), Poems on Slavery (1842) and Ewvangelins
(1847) were published about this time. He resigned his
Professorship at Harvard in 1854 as he wanted more time
and more frecdom for his literary activitics. lle wrote
some dramas which, however, were not in any sense remark-
able. The Courtship of Miles Stancish and Other Poems
(1858), the Indian Epic Hiswatha (1855) and The Seaside
and the Fireside (1850) mark the culmination of his genius.
His second wife was burnt to death in 1861, and from this
date to the day of his dcath, Longfellow lived a quiet life
at Cambridge (U.S.A.), though there was no falling-off in
the number of his published works.

Longfellow is not one of the few great poets of the
world. His fame rests on his homely lyrics of sentiment
and reflection and wholesome thoughts and feelings. His
gift as a story-teller and his power of imparting to Ameri-
can literature somecthing of the charm and colour of the
European literatures must also be recognised.

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892)—Son of a Lincoln-
shire clergyman, Tennyson spent the first nineteen years
of his life in his native country in the midst of the scenery
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of the Wolds. Hec joined Trinity College, Cambridge, in
1828 and, though not much interested in the regular work
of the University, came into contact with an intellectual
group of which Arthur Henry Hallam, immortalised later
on in In Memoriam, was o member. Tennyson gained the
Chancellor’s Medal with his poem on Timbuctoo in 1829.
His firsl two published volumes having been severcly
criticised, Tennyson went through a period of strict intellec-
tual discipline which was largely responsible for the melody
and perfect finish of his verse. The Princess was published
in 1847 and In Memoriam in 1850. The magic of phrase is
to be noticed in the latter and in the lyrics inset in the
former. Maud, described as a Monodrama, came out in
1855 and is more dramatic than Tennyson’s regular dramas
published later. Two other important poems are Enoch
Arden (1864) and thc Idylls of the King which has also
been called the Epic of Arthur and the publication of which
extended from 1859 to 1885. One of his last picces,
Crossing the Bar, has beeu described as the most moving
poem of the age. Tennyson had been appointed Toct
Laureate in 1850. In 1884 he was raised to the Peerage
solely on the ground of his pre-eminence as a poet.
Tennyson has rightly been called the representative
poet of his age. His work reflects alike the scepticism
and the fervour of faith, the love of order and the abhor-
rence of sudden revolution which characterised mid-
Victorian En,.and. His voice is a rebuke to unhealthy
and morbid tendencies. He has Keats’s love of Naturg‘_
of the beauty of form and colour, but it is much more
restrained and austere. His verse has a polish and a
felicity of expression which are unparallelled in English
literature. But probably he is lacking in a comprehensive
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vision of humanity as a whole and depth of insight into
individual character.

Robert Browning (1812-1889)—Son of a clerk mn the
Bank of England who was something of a poet, scholur and
artist, Robert Browning was educated mostly at home under
his father’s guidance, though he attended lectures at Uni-
versity College, London, for some time. He determined to
become a poet and was encouraged by his father to follow
his own taste. About 1833 he went on his travels cn the
Continent and visited Russia and Italy. On his return he
published Paracelsus (1835) which was followed by other
poems and some dramas. In 1846 hc married the yoelcss
Elizabeth Barrett. Their married life was spent mostly in
Italy and came to an cnd in 1861 with the dcath of Mrs.
Browning at Tlorence. He wrote little during the first
few years after his bereavement, but the volume of his work
increased as he regained his mental balance. In 1868 he
was made Honorary M.A. of Oxford and Honorary Fellow
of Balliol College. In 1884 he received from «Edinburgh
the degree of LL.D.

Browning wrote (1) dramnas, e.g., Strufford (1837), The
Return of the Druses, A Blot in the ’Scutcheon (1843) and
Luria (1846), (2) lyrics, e.9., Men and Women (1855) and
(8) what are called dramatic lyrics or dramatic romances,
e.g., Dramatic Romances and Lyrics (1845) and Dramatis
Personae (1864). He is famous for the two latter classes
of composition and his dramatic lyrics are his special claim
to' distinetion. Both in his dramas and in his dramatic rom-
ances or dramatic lyrics he is remarkable for a dispassionate
examination of the same character from different points of
view. Browning’s poems reveal his close study of the
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complex working of the human mind. His religious poems
(Christmas Eve and Easter Day) show his firm faith and
fervent devotion. His chief defect is his obscurity of
thought and ncglect of form and in this respect his work is
in marked contrast with the exquisitely polished poems of
Tennyson.

Walt Whitman (1819-1892)—Boxn at Long Island
(U.S.A.) of humble parents, Whitman spent his childhood
partly in the town of Brooklyn where his parents removed
later on and partly on the shores of Long Island which he
visited frequently. He made friends with fishermen, lab-
ourers and men belonging to other lower classes of society
and avoided men in higher walks of life. Hec left school at
eleven to become, in succession, an office-boy, a com-
positor in printing-presses and a country school-teacher.
He next started a village newspaper and later became a
contributor of essays, sketches and patriotic poems to
varicus periodicals and also the cditor of a reputed journal
(1849). Once he turned to carpentering and in 1863 when
the Civil War broke out, Whitman devoted himself for two
years as nurse to the care of the sick and the dying. On
the conclusion of the war, Whitman obtained a Government
post which he had to resign a few years later owing to an
attack of paralysis. Ie published some works even during
his declining years and died of lungs-troubles in March,
1892.

Whitman was irresolute, restless and unhappy. His
hatred of wealth was not only the outcome of his polities
and of his zeal for social reform, b..t was also the result of
his mentality and outlook. He was never married. He read
religious books of various sects, Emerson and Epictetus
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and derived from them an inner inspiration whieh influenced
both his life and his poetry. Lecaves of Grass, looked upon
as the gospel of freedom, was published in 1835 and Demo-
cratic Vistas written in prose eame oul in 1871. Whitman
whose life was erratic and who never submitted to any de-
finite form of trairing differed in this respeet from moss
of the American poets and writers who were highly edu-
cated and scholarly. Whitman's art, though formless, i3
great and is the reflection cf the fiee, unconventional and
clemental life he lived and loved.

Matthew Arnold (1822-1888)—The cldest son of Dr.
Arnold, the famous headmaster of Rugby, Matthew Arnold
was educated at the schools of Winchester and Rugby and
then at Oxford whers he was eleceled to a Fellowship at Oricl
College in 1845. In 1849 he published Strayed Reveller
and other Poems by A. Tn 1851 he weos appointed In-
speetor of Schools and next year he published Empedocles
on Ltna, and other poems which established his reputa-
tion as a poet. Reward came soon with his eleetion to the
Chair of Poetry at Oxford in 1857. Though some poems
were published and Mcerope, a drama on the Greek model
was written during his professorship, Arnold did valuable
work during this period as a eritic and a prose-writer and
published his Essays in Criticism (1865) and other discourses.
He also wrote extensively on theological questions. Arnold's
contemporaries admired him chiefly as a Dbrilliant eritic

--and a writer of inimitable prose, but the tendency in the-e
days is to set his poctry above his prose. Arnold was the
product of classical culture and his poetry shows the trace
of the dignity and staleliness of utterance of Greck poetry
and drama and of Greek ideas of symmetry, form and

27
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balance. Sohrab and Rustom, for example, reads almost
like the translation of a Greek epic. The spirit of his poetry
is contemplative and it also reflcets the tendencies cf his
age, its loss of faith and its scepticism. There is much
that is common between Arnold and Wordsworth. The
‘ healing power ’ of poetry, for example, which Arnold him-
self ascribed to Wordsworth is also to be found in his own
poetical works, though in a smaller measure.

Coventry Patmore (1823-1896)—Born in Essex and
cducated at home by his father who did all he could to
develop in him a love of poetry, Patmore began to write
verses in 1839. From 1846 to 1865 he was an assistant in
the Library of the DBritish Museum. The Angel in the
House, a narrative poem, was published in instalments
between 1853 and 1863, under various tilles, e.g., The Be-
trothal, The Espousals, etc. Ie was married thrice and
settled in Sussex on retirement from service and after his
admission into the Catholic Church followed by a visit %o
Rome in 1864. His Pindaric Odes on a variety of topics
were written about this time and published after some
alteration in 1877 under the title The Unknown Eros. He
also wrote a number of prose essays.

Patmore believed thet his mission was to celebrate
nuptial love. He spent long periods in meditation and
wrote feverishi, at long intervals. His composition reveals
extraordinary concentration of thought and will. His idga
of love, simple ih his earlier picces, e.g., in The Angel in
the House, develops into o sort of religious mysticism in
some parts of The Unknown Eros. The Toys is charming
in its sentiment and is a fine specimen of Victorian poetry.
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William Johnson (Cory) (1823-1892)—Born in Devon,
William Johnson hac a brilliant academic life at IEton and
at King's College, Cambridge, wherc he won the Craven
Scholarship and the Chancellor’s Prize i 1843-44. He was
elected to a Fellowship in 1845. He was a master at Eton
during 1845-72 and his Ionica was published in 1858. He
inherited an estate and took the name of Cory in 1872. He
lived at Madeira between 1878-82, married there and died,
on return, at Hampstead about ten years later.

Cory wrote very little but his verses are charming on
account of their music which makes them linger in the
memory. They have also a remarksble simplicity and
direetness of expression which are the fruits of his classical
studies.

Sir Edwin Arnold (1832-190%)—Arnold was educated
at King’s College, London, and University College, Oxford,
where he gained the Newdigate Prize for a pcem on a
Biblical subject. e became a teacher and went to India
as Principal of the Government Sanskrit College at Poona.
He rendered good services to the Indian Government at the
time of the Mutiny in 1857. On returning to England in
1861, he took to journalism and conducted a propaganda
for the exploration of Africa in collaboration with some
American publicists.

In 1879 Arnold published The Light of Asia which won
an immediate success. There is genuine poetry in the
work, though it may not be a great poem. It deals with a
subject that had been practically unknown to Europe. The
iife of the prince who renounced love, fame and the throne
of Kepilvastu is of absorbing intercst. This lifc and the
great religion which was the outcome of it constitute a
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topic of such supreme grandcur that a more elaborate and
profound treatment would have been fitting. As it is, the
poem is enjoyable to many on acccunt of its rich faney,
flueney and its portrayal of the life and thought of a great
peoplz of Asia. Indian Song of Songs (1875), The Song
Celestial (1885), 1With Sadé in the Garden (1888) are his
other well-known pocms on Asiatic subjects.

William Morris (1834-1896)—Son of a London wine-
merchant, Morris was educated at Txcter College, Oxford,
which he left without taking any degree to rcsort to poctry.
The Defence of Guencvere, and other poems published
in 1858 was somewhat adversely ecriticised for its strange
and quaint manner; but The Life and Dcath of Jason (1860)
and The Earthly Paradise (1868-70) brought him great
popularity. The latter is a collection of lales in verse
which has hardly any parallel in modern English poelry.
The latter part of Morris’ life was devoted to the writing
of prose romances and the translation of Icclandic Sagas.

Morris’ name is associated with a movement called Pre-
raffacllitism in literature. He pays close attention {o
details of form and colour and has a love of mediaevalism of
thought and manner. He loves art for art’s sake. But his
men and women secm to bo languid and dreamy—the trecs
and gardens described in his poems are like puinted things,
dull and motionless. _

James Thomson (183%-1882)—DBorn at Port Glasgo';v,
Thomson was educated at the l.oyal Caledonian Asylum
and the Traiming School at Chelsea and became an army
schoolmaster. He was unfortunately dismissed from
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service and beeame a free-thinker and a pessimist. He was
cemployed for some time in a London solicitor’s office, then
in Amcrica as Seerctory to a Mining Company and next in
Spain as a newspaper correspondent. 1le beeame an in-
veterate drunkard and sank into o state of despair from
which he recovered on rare occasions when he composed
his poems. The City of Dreadful Nigitt, and other Pocing
was published mn 1880 and was suceceded by Vane's Story,
and olher Poems in 1881,

Thomson's is one of the saddest names in the history
of Inglish Pvelry. 1Ile was pre-eminent in writing the
pocm of despair. Tha gloom he paints is not relieved by a
single streuk of light; it is full of horrible shapes and s
tragic in its revelations.  There is a certuin austerity in tho
art of Thomeson, but this is linked with a vivid and power-
ful imagination.

Wilfrid Scawen Blunt (1840-1922)—As a voung man
Blunt was for some time in the diplomatiec service and
travelled extensivelv.  1le was prominent as a critic of
Ingland’s altitude towards Egypt and Ireland and his ad-
vocaey of Irish freedom was responsible for his imprison-
ment celebrated in In Vinculis (1889).  Griscida (1893)
shows that Blunt has wit and effective satire along with
dash and flueney which remind the reader of the poctry of
Byron. Ile is at his best as a poet in The Love Sonmets
of Protens (1880), theugh its pocms are earclessly framed
and violate the laws of rhyme repeatedly. They have, how-
cver, a direetness and a forece which neutralisz these de-
fects. Blunt was an amateur and it has been remarked
that the thing said was of far great importance to him than
the manner of saying it.
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Rustin Dobson (1840-1821)—Dobson’s works may be
arranged into two distinct classes. Light verse full of ex-
quisite humour has been his well-known gift to English
literature. Its delicate art, full of grace and sparkle, has
easily attracted ordinary readers. But Dobson is not merely
a composer of amusing poems; his imagination, rich and
scholarly, has been responsible for the production of work
graver in tone and more welcome to the taste of serious
students of poetry. He has a technical mastery over
rhyme and metre and this has added to the artistic value
of his work.

Arthur Willlam Edgar O’Shaughnessy (1844-1881)—
Born in 1844, O’Shaughnessy spent almost the whole «of
his very short life in the service of the DBritish Museum.
He was a student of that branch of natural history which
treats of fishes. Fle published An Epic of Women in 1870,
Lays of I'rance in 1872 and Music and Moonlight in 1874

It has been said that his poetry is volatile and that its
merit is of a mere ephemeral nature. The charge may he
true in respect of some of his poems. It is also true that
he suffers from limited thought and expression. Yet many
of his poems are full of melody, vivid colour and a eertain
dreamy grace and on these is based his claim to be in the
highest rank of minor poets.

Andrew Lang (1843-1912)—Born in Sclkirk (Scotland)
and educatcu at Edinburgh Academy and at St. Andrews
at Ldinburgh, Andrew Lang later joined Balliol College, .
Oxford, where he obtained a first class in the Final Classi-
cal Schools and a Fellowship at Merton. He settled in
London after his marriage and in 1875 commenced his



NOTES 423

career as journalist and author. He wrote leaders for news-
papers and also found time to publish books on history, an-
thropology, religion and classical literature. His Ballads
and Lyrics of Old France was publisked in 1872, Other
poems followed after a long interval.

Lang was not mainly a poet arcd his poems were
. mostly written in hours of relaxation in the midst of hard
work. Many of his poems are in the lighter vein as
Pen and Ink; but thcre are also many which recast old
ideas-- -ideas of Homer or French poets now almost for-
gotten Lang has facility of expression and is a master of
the technique of versification.

Robert Louis Stevenson (1850-1894)—The only son
of an engincer, Stevenson was born st Edinburgh and was
~ducated privately and then at the University of Edin-
burgh. On account of his ill-health he had to live abroad
for long periods. Hec visited America more than once and
made three voyages to the Pacific islanlds. He had to do
various forms of literary work, but his reputation is based
on his prose narratives, the best-known of which are
Treasure Isiand (1884-7), Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Ilyde, Kid-
napped, The Master of Ballantrae, ete. IHis aim was 1o
develop a distinet prose style and his stories, essays and
criticisms prove that he suceeeded in achicving his object.

Stevenson wrote poetry rarely to give immediate ex.
pression to personal moods or to keep up the practice of his
favourite poetic forms. Of his poems the best known s
Underwoods. A Child’s Garden of Verses, a colleetion of
nursery verses (1883-4) and a volume of ballads published
in 1890 contain his experiments in diffcrent forms of verse.
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Alice Christiana Meynell (1850-1922)—Sho was edu-
cated by her father and her carly life was spent mostly ia
Italy. She married a well-known Roman Catholie journal-
ist and author in 1877 and she wrote regularly in prose for
o number of journals.  She was an able eritic of poetry and
she edited & number of poctical select'ons and  published
some prose cssays remarkable for fineness of culture and
beauty of style. Her Prefudes published in 1875 was warm-
ly priused by Ruskin. Pocms containing some of the oll
picees with alierations and a few new ones came out in
1893. These represent the total output of her work as a
writer of poetry. Simplicity of thought is her prominent
mark. Iler range of ideas may be narrow, but elear and
restrned thinking never fuils her and she never uses the
wrong word. 1fer verse is graceful and iender, if not very
thought-provokiva,  Iler devotional poems are most ap-
pealing, though they are ncither very mystieal ror senti-
mental.  Ier love-poems lhiave the same simplicity and
churm as her dovotional pocms.  ITn sheer  craftsmanship,
Mrs. Mevnell is regarded as the ablest of women  verse-
writers in Englaud in the carlier part of the 20th century.
She does not nuke experiments witl: forms and metres and
her verse-structure is of the simplest kicd.

Francis Thompson (1859-1907) —Son of a Homcopathic
doetor belonging to the Roman Church, Franeis Thompson
was intendad for the priestlicod. Dut the idea was given up
and Thompson stu.dicd medicine. As a result of his reading
De Quineey's  ¢nfessions of an  Engiish  Opium-Ealer |
at an carly age, he contracted the evil habit of tak-’
mg opium and all his prospeets were ruined. In London
he was found in a state of extreme poverty and degradaticn
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by Mr. and Mrs. Meynell who rescued him and gave him
shelter.  Under their influence Thompson was able to shake
off his evil habit to a eccrtain extent. MHis first volume of
poctns was published in 1893, Sister Songs in 1895 and New
Pocms in 1897. He was also the author of a number of
essays, reviews and biographics.

Thempson has beecome famous as a mystieal poet and
The Hound of Heaven is one of his representative poeimns
which sing of mysterious spiritusl experience.  He, how-
ever, lacks simplicity and  lucidity of thought and is
fond of using coined words.

Dunzan Campbell Scott (1862- )—A Canadian by
birth, Scott was cducated at the Canadian Common Schocl
and Stanstead College and entered the Canadian Civil See-
vice in 1879, 1Ic¢ was rapidly promoted through all the
grades and rose to be the Deputy Superintendent-General
of the Departiment of Incian Affairs. He was cleeted Pre-
sident of the Royal Society of Canade in 1921,

He is heown as o writer of short sterics which were
published in magazines and were also issucd in bool-form.
Of his poems, the best-known are the Megic House, Lahour
and the Angel, New World Lyrics end Bullads and Beauty
and Lifle. .

Scolt as a poet has got flueney and simplicity of die-
tion  Clearness of thought and a spivitual ardour are his
important attributes. 1lis poctry nourishes and gives tone
to man’s meral nature and at the same time stimulates his
intelleet.

Lionel Pigot Johnson (1867-1902)—IEucated at the,
University of Oxford, Johnson settled in Lendon when he
was only 23 and devoted himself to literary work. Shortly
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after (in 1891), he joined the Church of Rome. He took
considerable interest in Ireland which he visited once and
delighted to express openly his love of Ireland and Celtic
things. His Poems was published in 1895 and Ireland in
1897. He was of a weak constitution and died suddenly
of a fall which broke his skull.

Johnson’s poems are marked by terseness of expression
and a kind of austerity. Emotion is always subjected by
him to a striet discipline, though he has richness of associa-
tions and idcas. Most of his gocd poems are written in
short metres and the poem on Charles I is generally re-
garded as his best work. He was a loving friend and a de-
voted admirer of his University. One of his poems cele-
brates the immortal glory of Oxford and another, A friend,
oxpresses his capacity for genuine friendship.

George William Russell (1867-  )—DBorn at Lurgan
in County Armagh in Ireland, Russell was educated
at Rathmines School. IIe was the editor of the Irish
Statesman during 1923-30. His publications include The
Divine Vision (1904), The Mask of Apolio, New Poems
(1904), Coilected Poems (1913) and a number of other
poems and essays. Russell is well-known in the literary
world as A. Ti. A. E. is not only a poct,—he is also a
critic, a painter, a public speaker and an ardent patriot.
He is, in addition, the chief worker of the Irish Agricul-
tural Organisation Society.

As a poet lic is not remarkable for any peculiarity of
diction or metrical arrangements which are of the simplest
kind in his work. His vocabulary is narrow and he has
not that magic of language which lingers in the mind of the
reader. But he has the undoubted gift of song and his
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verse has perfection of technique. His most remarkable
characteristic is his feeling of joy at the realisation of kin-
ship between man and the earth; in his poetry the beauty
of the earth is indistinguishable from spiritual beauty.
Russell’s inspiration comes not through the usual channels
of English poetry but through the paganism of Ireland and
the mystical philosophy of India and of other countries.

Walter de la Mare (1873- )—Born at Charlton in
Kent, Mr. De la Mare was well-advanced in years when he
Legan to publish his works. He is a writer of poems as well
as of stories in prose, generally for children. His Collected
Poems came out between 1901 and 1918 and again in 1920.
The Listencrs and Other Poems (1912), Peacock Pie (1913),
Poems (1906) and The Veil and Other Pocms (1921) are
some of his well-known works.

His provinee is narrow and it seemed, at one time, as
if his object was to composc poems on seb topics only. But
spontaneity came later. His poems on the sca are remark-
able and still more remarkable are his songs of the nursery
and childhood contained, e.g., in his Songs of Childhood
(1902). TLyries on lighter themes, fanciful and gay, scem to
havo been composed by him with perfect case. Some of
them enshrine tender thoughts and wistful dreams and have
a rare charm. Pathos and hope, remarkable for their pro-
foundness, have also found cxpression in his work.

Alfred Noyes (1880- )—TLducated at Exeter
College, Oxford, Mr. Noyes made a name very early 'n
lite. He delivered the Lowell Lectures in America in 1913
on ‘ The Sea in English Poetry * and was elceted to tho
Professorship of Modern English Literature at the Prince-
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ton University in 1914. 1le was temporarily attached {o
the British Foreign Office in 1916. lie was a countributor
to many journals and 1s the auther of The Fiower of Old
Japan (1903), Dralke (1908), Collected Poems (1910 and
1920), Tne Torch-searcr (1922 nnd 1925), besides many
other pocins and storics.

Mr. Noyes has been ealled the greatest poet since
Tennyson. lake Ternyson he has sanity and the true gift
of song. s ideas have an appeal for the average Lnghsh-
man; he is not a revoluticnary and has no startling mes-
sage to deliver. There is, in lus pocmns, o rehgious  tinge
which adds to Ins populonity; but he has rever probed the
profoundest depths of the human hears. The music of his
verse which reminds one of Tennyson, sometimes becomes
cloyving or degenerates into a mere sing-song.  Yet he is nog
only a great lyrie poet, but has also achieved success as o
powerlul narrative pocet i his epie D:ale.

Rupert Brooke (1887-1815)—Dorn at Rugby, Lupert
Brooke was educated first at Rugby where his father was
& housemaster and then at Cambridge where he took a
classical degree wnd was cleeted to a Lellowship in 1913.
His first volume of poems was published in 1911, 1I»
travelled extensively in America, Samea and Tahiti and
Joined the DBritish Iorees at the ecommencement of the
Great War. He died of blood-poisoning while serving in
the Dardanelles at the carly sge of 28.

tupert Brooke was fortunate in receiving quick recog-
nition as a rising poct of great promise at a very carly age.
He is a lyric pocet and his themes are, for the most patt,
Life, Beauty, Love ond Death, 1le is remarkable for his
enthusiasm, ardour :nd freshness of outlook, though thero
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