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TO THE MASTER OF TRINITY

WHERE THE TRADITION OF IS FRILND, HER
GREAT POET, STILL LIVES AND 15 LOVED, '
THESE INTRODUCTORY PAGES ARE INSCRIBED

INTRODUCTION

Shy, Teuton, Kelt, I count them sl
My friends and brother souls,

With all the peoples, great and small,
at wheel betneen the poles

You, Canadian, Indian,
Australasitn, Alncan,
All your hearts be in harmony *

TENNYSON'S poems, more particularly his earlier
pocms of sixty and seventy and cighty ycars ago, begin
to-day to ‘lic’, as, in huis own beautiful metaphor, he
said they would,

Foreshiortened 1n the tract of tune

We are not directly conscious of ther date, (zeept
that they belong generally to the Victoran ers, or of
their relative distance from each other and from our-
sclves. This is the fate of all true poetry as it ceases
& be the poctry of an age and comes to be poetry for
all time. If poems cannot survive thia change by their
innate vitality, nothing will really give them new lfe, If
they do not first arrest and interest us by therr own
self-contained potency, no note, or comment, or Intro-
duction will render them genuinely interesting.,
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VOICES OF HIS BOYHOOD vt
‘s shocking chorus against the French' This he
omitted in 1892,

The great * Ode on the Duke of Wellington , as I also
heard from bis own lips, was in no sense what it is so
often wrongly called, a laureate piece. It was written
out of spontaneous feeling toward the man whom he
had admired for some forty years.

Shelley and Byron, Southey, Coleridge, and Words:
worth, poets of revolution and counter-revolution,
voices of the sea and of the mountain, both groups
crying Liberty, the second presently changing its note
to that of Liberty and Order, were to him living voices,
the earlier of his boyhood, the later of his adolescence.

Their influence, Byron’s especially, as he sa:d him-
self, may be read here and there in Tennyson's very
carliest pieces, that of Byron m the Poems by Two
Brothers, written when he was seventeen, that of
Shelley may perhaps be seen in * Timbuctoo’, A little
later he laid them aside and emerged in his own strength.
As is nataral to true genius, directly he came to maturicy,
his own original bent, mood, and manner, which had
already been visible, became predominant. And to
make up this individual distinctive character there had
gone many other elements, more eternal, impersonal,
and general.

Though growing up in years of world-convulsion he
had fortunately been reared m a quiet and secluded
nest which only rocked to the distant cyclone. Like
Shakespeare’s, the infancy of thus later ‘darling of
nature’ was laid in the “green lap® of the English
country, m sequestered Somersby, out of the way and
out of the world, yet not, thanks to his father, out of
the reach of learning He read the great things, the
ancient classics, the drabian Nights, Chaucer and Shake.
speare and Milton, Cervantes and Bunyan, Addison



FIRST FOREIGN TRAVEL ix

grandfather and two of his uncles sat in Parliament.
A cousm, a little younger than himself, became an
admiral, and he himself was very nearly being with
this kinsman at the battle of Navarino. At Cambridge
his own bent and that of his closest friends were strongly
political. It was the time of anti-slavery, of rick-fires,
riots, and Reform. They ‘hcld discourse’, as we
remember, these ‘ youthful friends’, not only on ‘ mind
and art’ but on .

Labour and the changing mart

And all the framework of the land.

In 1830 Tennyson added to his experiences foreign
travel. He made, with Hallam, the ever-memorable
journey to the Pyrenecs. The motive was significant ;
it was to aid the Spanish surgent movement deseribed
with such vivid pathos by the author of the French
Revolution in his Life of Jokn Sterling. Rich was the
poet's harvest of sensations for the enlargement of
both his imagination and his jud t, To the
influcnces which came from the ‘long grey ficlds’ and
¢ tufted knolls *, as Hallam described them, of Somersby,
hie could add those of southern and classie scenery. To
the memories of

The woods that belt the grey hill-side,

‘The seven elms, the poplars’ four

That stand beside my father's door,
to the *brook’, the ‘ridged wolds’, the “heapéd hills
that mound the sea ’, or the * waste enormous marsh ’,
he could now add what hitherto he had seen only in
imagnation (though so well),

as



FIRST FOREIGN TRAVEL ix

grandfather and two of his uncles sat in Parliament.
A cousin, a little younger than himself, becamo an
admiral, and he himself was very nearly being with
this kinsman at the battle of Navarino. At Cambridge
his own bent and that of his closest friends were strongly
political. It was the time of anti-slavery, of rick-fires,
riots, and Reform. They ‘held discourse’, a8 wp
remember, these ¢ youthful friends’, not only on ‘mind
and art * but on .

Labour and the changing mart

And all tho framework of the land,

In 1830 Tennyson added to lus cxperiences foreign
travel, He made, with Hallam, the ever-memorable
journey to the Pyrences. The motive was significant ;
it was to aid the Spanish insurgent movement descrtbed
with such vivid pathos by tho suthor of the French
Revolution in his Life of Jokn Sterling. Rich was the
poet’s harvest of sensations for the enlargement of
both his i ination and his jud, t. To the
influences which came from the ‘long grey fields® and
¢ tufted knolls *, as Hallam described them, of Somersby,
he could add those of southern and classic scenery. To
the memories of

The woods that belt the grey hill-side,

The soven elms, the poplara four

That stand beside my father’s door,
to the ‘ brook’, the ‘ridged wolds’, the ‘ heapdd hulls
that mound the sea’, or the * waste enormous marsh ’,
he could now add what hitherto he had seen only in
imagination (though so well),

The waterfall
Which ever sounds and shines,

A pillar of white light upon the wsll
Of purple cliffs aloot descried :

a3




viii INTRODUCTION

and Swift, Burke and Goldsmith. To these he by and
by added the old ballads, ‘Clerke Saunders,” * Helen of
Kirkconnel,' and the rest, and that well-head of roman-
tic inspiration, Malory's Morte d'Arthur. Thus it was
that he anticipated, and to some extent, though here
Keats and Coleridge must not be forgotten, him-
self inspired, the Pre-Raphaelite School of Morris and
Burne-Jones, Rossetti and Swinburne. Thus ab any
rate he came to write ‘Oriana’ and the ‘Lady of
Shalott’, * Sir Launcelot and Queen Guinevere’, ‘Sir
Galahad’, and ‘ St. Agnes’ Eve’. He studied nature at
first hand, by observation and also with the microscope
and telescope. Science was in the air: Cuvier and
Humboldt, Herschel and Lyell, had stirred the popular
imagination. When Tennyson went to Cambridge he
added to physical science, metaphysical philosophy,
and to Greek, Latin, and English, Italian, and, a little
later, German. Art, too, alike the Drama, Music, and
Painting, from the first spoke to his ear and eye. Bub
neither then nor at any time was he immersed in art
for art’s sake, or in science or learning pursued merely
for themselves.

The son of a country clergyman, he knew the poor
and the humble at first hand, and while at school in
Louth he scanned with the critical eye of boyhood the
fashions and foibles of a small country town. Moral and
social questions, and religious thought, all came before
him in his home in a natural order. He had the great
advantage of growing gradually and quietly into them,
in field and churchyard, by wood and wold, spending
his days on the dunes of Mablethorpe watching the
breakers, or his nights with shepherds on the hills,
gazing ab the stars. From his earliest days, too, he
had been interested in and familiar with the move-
ment of the great world of affairs and politics. His
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grandfather and two of his uncles sat in Parliament.
A cousin, a little younger tban himself, became an
admiral, and he himself was very nearly being with
this kinsman at the battle of Navarino. At Cambridge
his onn bent and that of his clozest friends were strongly
political. It was the time of anti-slavery, of rick-fircs,
riots, and Reform. They ‘held discourse’, as we
remember, these ‘ youthful friends *, not only on * mind
and art’ but on .

Labour and the chapging mart
And all the framework of the land.

In 1839 Tennyson added to his experiences foreign
travel, He made, with Hallam, the ever-memorable
journey to the Pyrences. The motive was significant ;
it was to aid the Spanish insurgent movement described
with such vivid pathos by the author of the French
Revolution in his Life of Jokn Sterling. Rich was the
poet’s harvest of sensations for the enlargement of
both his imagination and ls judgement. To the
influencea which came from the ‘long grey fields * and
¢ tufted knolls *, as Hallam described them, of Somersby,
he could add those of southern and classic scenery. To
the memories of

The woods that belt the grey hill-side,

The seven elms, the poplars four
That stand beside my father's door,

to the “brook’, the ‘ridged wolds’, the ‘heapéd hills
that mound the sea’, or the ¢ waste enormous wmarsh’,
he could now add what hitherto he had seen only in
imagination (though so well),
The waterfall
Vhich ever sonnds and shines,
- A pillar of white light upen the wall
Of purple cliffs aloof descried :
a3



x INTRODUCTION

to ¢ Mariana in the Moated Grange’ he could add
¢ Mariana in the South *>. He could write * Ocnone * with
its gloriously scenic background, and the * Lotos-Eaters .
He could also write ¢ You ask me, why, tho’ ill at ease’,
the earlier ¢ Freedom?, and °Love thou thy land’.
Years after, he recalled this journey in the lines ‘In
the Valley of Cauteretz’, with that new, poignant
association which marks the sundering line of his life
and work. All these many elements and interests
appear in his poems in constantly increasing and deepen-
ing strength. It is this that gives them their extra--
ordinary variety and their wide appeal. Why is it that,

like Sophocles or Virgil in their day and country, or like
Shakespeare or Goethe, Tennyson has been, and, let
latter-day critics say what they affect to say, is still so
popular ? Because he has something, and something of

the best, for every one, for the scholar and the artist,

the statesman and the divine, the lover and the mourner,

the soldier and the man of science, the man in the street

and the man in the field. There is a story that Gains-

borough, having strayed into the studio of Sir Joshua

Reynolds and minded to carp, looking round, said,

despite himself, ‘ The beggar 's so various!’ So might

the rival or the critic be forced, even against his will,

to admit of Tennyson. )

As was remarked at the beginning, comment and
Introduction can add little to the poems. It is best to let -
them speak for themselves. The collection contained
in this volume does not, of course, profess to be com-
plete. It is wonderful that this should remain true
when we remember that it contains all that Tennyson
published down to 1868. That after he was- fifty-five
he should have added, as he did, many new notes, many
new metres, new themes, new immortal songs, the
‘Holy Grail”’, ‘ Rizpah’, the ¢ Revenge’, the ‘ Fleet?,
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¢ Merlin and the Gleam *, the Plays, ¢ Vastness*, ‘ Cross-
ing the Bar’, and ‘The Silent Voices’, this is the
marvel,

But this collection contains the poems which made,
a8 the phrase is, ‘the Tennyson that we know. It
needs not to be said that a collection which includes
the ‘Pocms’ proper, the ‘Princess’, ‘In Memoriam’,
‘Maud’, the first ‘Tdylls’, * Enoch Arden’, the ‘ Voyage’
ond the metrical ‘Experiments’ is abundantly repre-
sentative.

What does it represent ? What, if the briefest analysis
is to be attempted, are the mam characterstics of Tenny-
son’s poctic work ?

In matter, their width and warmth and sincerity, their
science, their wisdom and common sense, their large
humanity, their shrewd humour, their lofty idealism and
purity, their far-sweeping philosophy 1maged in the con-
crete, condensed into a few lines or words, as i the
¢ Voyage® or the * Flower in the Crannied Wall’, The
two great Horatian maxims, that poetry must handle
universal themes and the thoughts of all men with an
individual turn which makes them its own, and that it
must not be merely * fine * but must have sweetness and
charm, are both fulfilled ; and so, in just proportion, is
Milton’s canon, that it must be simple, sensuous, and
passionate.

In manner, they have everywhere perfection of form,
exquisite aptness of diction, musical, pictorial quality.
George Meredith said * that no poet ever filled his pages
with so many tigneltes as Tennyson’, and he gave as
an example the lines from the * Palace of Art’ -

And one a full-fed niver winding slow
By herds upon an endless glnm.
The ragged rims of thunder brooding low,
With shadow-streaks of rain.



xii INTRODUCTION

The appeal to the eye is perfect. But not less perfect
is the ‘appeal to the ear in the stanza immediately
preceding.

Often, perhaps most often, they are combined, though
not always so intensely as in the wonderful lines in
¢ Boadicea '—

Made the noise of frosty woodlands, when they shiver in

January,
Roar'd as when the roaring breakers boom and blanch on the
precipices—
or the often-quoted Choric Song in the ‘ Lotos-Eaters’.

And what a variety of moods! What a range from
the ¢ Lines to the Queen’ to the ballad of ¢ Oriana ’, from -
the ¢ Lotos-Eaters’ to  Ulysses ’, from * Will Waterproof’
to the ‘ Vision of Sin’, from the ‘Lines fo J. 8.’ to
the *Charge of the Light Brigade’, from Fatima’ to
the ‘Miller’s Daughter’, from the ‘ Brook’ to the closing
cantos and epithalamium of ‘In Memoriam’, from the
stanzas which were the ‘ germinal layer’ of ‘ Maud’ to
the ‘Lines to E. L.’, from the ‘Song of the Wrens’ or
‘ Minnie and Winnie ’ to * Vastness ’.

Too much stress is laid on the question whether poets
are original or no, whether, for instance, Virgil or
Horace or Tennyson is original. Je prends mon bien ou
je le trouve, said one of the greatest of them. Tennyson’s
poetry, always artistic and often learned, contains no
doubt many echoes, yet not nearly so many as is often
supposed. Be that as it may, the result is always
individual and new. ‘Edward Gray’ is as original as
Burns, ‘Tears, idle tears’ as new as Shelley. But
perhaps the most individually Tennysonian are pieces
like ¢ Break, Break’, or * Crossing the Bar’, The art
in these is consummate, but the direct dazzling inspira-
tion of nature and passion render the art absolutely
invisible. Nature and human nature face to {face, these
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are the simple factors. Nature herself sings through
the soul and Jips of the poct her plangent litanies, her
clemental eternal refrains, while the soul equally, in an
intense moment of exalted cxperience, speaks m rhythmic
response its deep cmotion, its still deeper faith.

In many other poets we admre rhetoric or passion,
or musical diction, or philosophic synthesis, or dissec-
tion, and depiction of character. They are admirable,
they are evidences of genius and elements of poetry,
but they do not alone constitute true poetry. But
with Tennyson it 1s not so. All the elements in him
are poetically fused. He 15 a poet first, and everythmg
else afterwards, If poetry cannot be found 1n Tennyson's
poems it will be found nowhere.

Two notes only are absent, the unkind and the base.
Those who knew him realized what he could have done
bad he yielded to the temptation to strike these also.
When I praised the inimitable epigram sent by John
Forster to Punch, the ‘New Timon and the Poets’,
comparing it to Catullus, he pointed out that he had not
taken Catullus’ licence, and that even as it is, he never
published the epigram himself. Did he not do his best
m after days to heal the breach it mdicated ? Perhaps
no verses were ever written which observe so nicely
the infinitesimal line which parts the beautiful yet pure
sensuous, from the sensual, as some of Tennyson’s.

He scorned scorn, love he loved mn all its aspects,
toward God, toward country, toward mankind, toward
men and women, the love of the lover, the friend, the
child, the beast, and the bird. Nay, even wild love he
could better brook than callous selfishness or self-
centred vanity. This, too, may be read on many pages
of this volume.

A special word should be said about ‘ In Memoriam *
It is often called Tennyson’s greatest or most charac-
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teristic poem. If it is this, it is so, nob because it diﬁe}'s
in kind, but only because it differs in some senses, in
degree, from the rest. It is not more Tennysonian, but
only more intensely and more sustainedly so, than much
of his other work.

The desolating, searching, shattering stroke which
fell on him and his friendship, in the first flush of life,
caused him to review all his inward and outward
relations. He had known already what doubts and
difficulties were, before Hallam died, as may be read
in the  Supposed Confessions of a Second-rate Sensitive
Mind’. In the end, after ‘many days’, rather after
‘ many years’, he did not alter but reaffirmed his faiths
and his hopes and his loves, his belief in God, in the
value and immortality of the human soul, in the evolu-
tion, moral and spiritual, of man, in the loveliness and
elevating potency of the Christian creed, in the ultimate
perfectibility of the human race, nay of the °whole
creation’, and the final victory and vindication of
Creative Love. To understand it we should study the
rest of Tennyson; side by side with it we should read
‘ Break, Break ’, and the ¢ Two Voices ’, and ‘ Ulysses’,
and the ‘ Farewell ’, and the ¢ Will *, and ¢ In the Valley of
Cauteretz’, and those later pieces still, ‘Crossing the
Bar’, and the ‘ Lines to Mary Boyle’, and the °Silent
Voices’, and the lines on the Death of the Duke of
Clarence.

His poems were the poet’s self in his childhood,

When the breeze of a joyful dawn blew free
In the silken sail of infancy.

They were himself, in youth, and manhood, in the
‘silver years’, and on the ‘border of the boundless
ocean’, and the very threshold of death. :

And what was he in himself ? Truly an heroic and
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a glorious figure. A splendid man, in head, heart, and
hand, so that he could be called ¢ Apollo and Hercules
in one ', or * a Lifeguardsman spoiled by writing poetry *;
a man who locked as if he could well have written the
Iliad, not only a doctus pocta, but a vales sacer, not
only 8 consummate artist 1n words, but obvionsly
a *sacred bard’, one on whom the laurel and the
singing robes of \Watts's portraits seemed at moments
visibly to sit. Yet he had no pomp or hauteur. He
was simple and unaffected as a child, and, ‘as the
greatest only are, in his simplicity sublime’; truthful
too, hike a truthiul ehild, even to bluntness and brusqueric
when unduly intruded on, yet regretting his brusquerie
the moment he perceived, or thought, it had really hurt
any one. His voice was ‘ like the wind in & pine forest ’,
¢ musical, metallic,” as Carlyle said, ‘ fit for loud laughter
and piercing wail and all that may lie between” With
his great strength went the greatest sensitiveness. He
could not have felt or written s poems without this.
1t made him shy, even awkward; some people said,
gmff. Poets differ, like other people. Horace enjoyed
being pointed at, Virgil hated it, and Tennyson was Iike
Virgil. “ Most macsive yet most dehicate,’ so Carlyle
describes his features, and the combination may be seen
in his portraits as in his poems. He was tempted to wish
he had been born a * pachyderm® and not & poet, yet
Jvithal he was independent and stood four-square to
every wind of fate.

A word of caution is often necessary to readers of all
poets. It is certainly so to those of Tennyson. He was,
28 poets are, & man of many moods. He held too that
poetry should mean many things at once, and should
be like shot silk, its rainbow colours shimmeting one
into the other. Opinions, therefore, felt and expressed
by him d tically must not ily be deemed
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his own. What his real views were must be learned
not from one passage alone, but from a comparison
of many passages in his works, from the record given
by his son in the invaluable Memoir, and from the
comments which he himself left behind him. This is
the more important because he always knew well what
he was abt himself. Aristotle distinguishes between the
two classes of poets, the poets of ‘fine frenzy’ and
those of ¢ fine natural gift’. Like Sophocles and Virgil
again, Tennyson was the latter. Sober, sane, balanced,
shunning the falsehood of extremes, not lefting his
‘ passionate heart’ be ‘rapt into folly and wrong’,
never working © without a conscience or an aim’, his
judgement equalled his feeling.

The standard of perfection he applied both to him-
self and to others was very high. Truth and fidelity
the most exact, alike to fact and feeling, the nicest
aptness of diction, musical beauty, artistic proportion in
the composition of the whole, all these hie required, and
he suppressed, or threw away, scores of poems and
hundreds of lines which did not satisfy the requirement.
He was not pedantic about rhymes, and distinguished
between those occasions when a loose or imperfect
thyme gives really more naturalness and spontaneity
than a too strict precision, and those where this pre-
cision is demanded, but his ear was in reality as nearly
as possible infallible. He found fault with poets whose
music is often extolled, with Collins and Matthew
Ammold for example, for their occasionally harsh and
sibilant verses. He contrasted the fine ear of Gray. He
pointed out to me that although he wrote * Robin and
Richard *, he did not write ‘ Richard and Robin ’, be-
cause it failed to satisfy his ear. When I praised his
phrase about the ‘stedfast shade’ of Saturn * sleeping
on his luminous ring’, he said, ‘I am not sure that I
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ought not to alter it, for I am told now that it is not
stedfast and it does oot sleep, but contracts and ex-
pards.” Professor H. H. Turmner, however, informs me
that Tennyson's original de<cription is quite sourd. He
2dds that for an astronomer  Macd’ is absolutely dated
to the spring of 1834 by the lines about Mars

As ke glow’d Lke a roddy shield on the Lion's breast.

Sir Norman Lockyer does not hesitate to write of
him as ‘The poet who beyond all others who ever
lived combined the gift of expression with the unceas-
ing study of the can-es of things and of Nature’s laws’.
Tennyzon himself indeed was always wanting to alter his
lines alluding to ical or geological time, to make
them accord with the latest pronouncements of science.
He was much exercised as to whether he was fuostified in
introdacing the wild swan as being found tn sammer-
time in the forest of Sherwood.

He was by nature very sensitive of criticism. He
was, howerer, very willing to accept it when he thonght
it sound.

“Tennyzon reads the Quarterly, and does as they bid
him with the most solemn face in the world; out goes
this, in goes that. All is changed and ranged. Qhme!’
So wrote Robert Brownicg in 1845. How different from
his own reply to bis censors, * What 1 have wntten I have
written.”

Bat Tennyeon had always his own instinet apd
intuition, and more and more he found himself in the
end his own best entic, and showed himself €0 in pieces
like the ‘ Flower .

He had his predilections. English of the English,
emphatically a national poet, he was at the same time
cosmopolitan in his sympathies, and no modern English
poet is £0 well known abroad, as the translations of
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his own. What his real views were must be learned
not from one passage alone, bub from a comparison
of many passages in his works, from the record given
by his son in the invaluable Aemoir, and from the
comments which he himself left behind him. This is
the more important because he always knew well what
he was ab himself. Aristotle distinguishes between the
two classes of poets, the poets of ‘fine frenzy’ and
those of *fine natural gift’>. Like Sophocles and Virgil
again, Tennyson was the latter. Sober, sane, balanced,
shunning the falsehood of extremes, not letting his
‘ passionate heart’ be ‘rapt into folly and wrong’,
never working ° without a conscience or an aim’, his
judgement equalled his feeling.

The standard of perfection he applied both to him-
gelf and to others was very high. Truth and fidelity
the most exact, alike to fact and {feeling, the nicest
aptness of diction, musical beauty, artistic proportion in
the composition of the whole, all these he required, and
he suppressed, or threw away, scores of poems and
hundreds of lines which did not satisfy the requirement.
He was not pedantic about rhymes, and distinguished
between those occasions when a loose or imperfect
thyme gives really more naturalness and spontaneity
than a too strict precision, and those where this pre-
cision is demanded, but his ear was in reality as nearly
as possible infallible. He found fanlt with poets whose
music is often extolled, with Collins and Matthew
Arnold for example, for their occasionally harsh and
sibilant verses. He contrasted the fine ear of Gray. He
pointed out to me that although he wrote * Robin and
Richard’, he did not write  Richard and Robin *, be-
cause it failed to satisfy his ear. When I praised his
phrase about the °stedfast shade’ of Saturn *sleeping
on his luminous ring’, he said, ‘I am not sure that I



CRITICISM AND SELF-CRITICISM xvii

ought not to shter it, for I am told now that it is not
stedfast and it does not sleep, but contracts and ex-
pands’ Professor H. H. Tumner, however, informs me
that Tennyson’s original description & quite <ound. He
adds that for an astronomer “Maud” i5 absolutely dated
to the spring of 1854 by the lines about Mars

As ke glow'd Lke a ruddy skield on the Lion's breast.

Sir Norman Lockyer does not hesitate to write of
him as ‘The poet scho bevond all others who ever
lived combined the gift of expression with the unceas-
ing study of the causes of things and of Nature's laws™.
Tennyson himself indeed was always wanting to alter bis
lines alluding to ical or geological time, to make
them accord with the latest pronmouncements of science.
He was much exercized as to whether he was justifed it
introducing the wild swan as being found 1n summer-
time in the forest of Sherwood.

He was by nature very sensitive of criticism. He
was, however, very willing to accept it when he thought
it sound.

‘ Tennyson reads the Quarterly, and does as they bid
him with the most solemn face in the world; out goes
this, in goes that, Allis changed and ranged. Ohme!’
So wrote Robert Browning in 1845. How different from
his own reply to his censors, ¢ What I have sritten I have
written.

Bat Tennyson had always his own instinet and
intnition, and more and more he found himself in the
end his own best critic, and showed himself so in pieces
like the * Flower >,

He had his predilections. English of the English,
emphatically a national poet, be was at the same time
cosmopolitan in his sympathies, and no modern English
poet is g0 well known abroad, as the translations of
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a timeless appeal. Some, nay much of Tennyson’s
work surely has, and will have that. This it is to be
a classic and a world-classic ; as such Tennyson has

long since taken, and cannob lose, his place.
) T. H W.
MacpareN COLLEGE,

OXFORD,
March, 1910,
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TO THE QUEEN
[First poblished in Poems, seventh edition, 1851}

RevERED, beloved—O you that hold

A nobler office upon earth

Than arms, or power of brain, or birth
Could give the warrior kings of old,

Victoria,~—since your Royal grace
To one of less desert allows
This laurel greener from the brows
Of him that utter’d nothing base;

And should your greatness, and the caro
That yokes with empire, yield you timo
To make demand of modern rhyme

1f aught of ancient worth be there;

Then—while a sweeter music wakes,
And thro’ wild March the throstle ealls,
Where all about your palace-walls

The sun-lit almond-blossom shakes—

Take, Madam, this poor book of song,
For tho’ the faults were thick as dust
In vacant chambers, I could trust

Your kindness. May you rule us long,

And leave us rulers of your blood
As noble till the latest day!
May children of our children say,
“8he wrought her people lasting good ;
B
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POEMS, CHIEFLY LYRICAL
[First published 1530}
CLARIBEL
A MELODY

1

WaERE Claribel low-lieth
The breezes pause and die,
Letting the rose-leaves fall :
But tho solemn oak-tree sigheth,
Thick-leaved, ambrosial,
With an ancient melody
Of an _inward agony,
Whero Claribel low-lieth.

1

At eve the beetle boometh
Athwart the thicket lone :
At noon the wild bee hummeth

About the moss’d headstone :
At midnight the moon cometh,
And looketh down alone.
Her song the lintwhite snelleth,
The clear-voiced maris dwelleth,
The callow throstle hspeth,
The slumbrous wave cutwelleth,
The babbling runnel enspeth,
The hollow grot replicth
Where Claribel low-lieth.






ISABEL

t
EvEs not down-dropt nor over-bright, but fed
With the clear-pomnted flame of chastity,
Clear, without heat, undying, tended by
Pure vestal thoughts in the translucent fane
Of her still spirit; locks not wide-dispread,
Madonna-wise on either sido her head 3
Sweet lips whereon perpetually did reign
The summer calm of golden charity,
Were fixed shadows of thy fixed mood,
Revered Isabel, the crown and head,
Tho stately flower of female fortitude,
Of perfect wifehood and pure lowlhead,

1
The intuitive decision of a bright
And thorough-edged intellect to part
Error from crime; a prudence to withhold,
The laws of marriagoe character’d in gold
Upon the blanched tablets of her heart;
A love still burning upward, giving light
To read those laws; an accent very low
In blandishment, but a most siver flow
Of subtle-paced counsel in distress,
Right to the heart and brain, tho' undescrsed
Winning 1ts way with extremo gentlencss
Thro® all the outworks of suspicious pride,
A courage to endure and to obey;
A hato of gossip parlance, and of sway,
Crown'd Isabel, thro' all her placid e,
The queen of marriage, & most perfect wife.

m
The mellon’d reflex of a winter moon;
clear stream flowing with a muddy one,
Till in its onward currcnt it absorbs
With swifter movement and n purer Ieh!
The vexed eddies of st waywand brothet



6 ISABEL

A leaning and upbearing parasite, o
Clothing the stem, which else had fallen guite,
VWith clusterd flower-bells and ambrosial orbs
Of rich fruit-bunches leaning on each other—
Shadow forth thee :—the world hath not another
(Tho’ all her fairest forms are types of thee,
And thou of God in thy great charity)
Of such a finish’d chasten’d purity.

ELEGIACS

Low-FLOWING breezes ave roaming the broad- valley
dimm’d in the gloaming :

Thoro’ the black-stemm’d pines only the far river shines.

Creeping through blossomy rushes and bowers of rose-
blowing bushes, .

Down by the poplar tall rivulets babble and fall.

Barketh the shepherd-dog cheerly; the grasshopper
carolleth clearly ;

Deeply the turtle coos; shrilly the owlet halloos;

Winds creep; dews fall chilly : in her first sleep earth
breathes stilly :

Over the pools in the burn water-gnats murmur and
mourn.

Sadly the far kine loweth : the glimmering water out-
floweth :

Twin peaks shadow’d with pine slope to the dark hyaline:

Low-throned Hesper is stayed between the two peaks ;
but the Naiad

Throbbing in mild unrest holds him beneath in her breast.

The ancient poetess singeth, that Hesperus all things
bringeth,

Smoothing the wearied mind: bring me my love,
Rosalind.

Thou comest morning and even ; she cometh not morn-
ing or even.

False-eyed Hesper, unkind, where is my sweet Rosalind ?
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MARIANA

Aboub a stone-cast from the wall
A sluice with blacken'd waters slept,
And oer it many, round and small,
The cluster’d marish-mosses crept.
Hard by a poplar shook alway,
All silver-green with gnarled bark:
For leagues no other tree did mark
The level waste, the rounding grey.
She only said, ‘ My life is dreary,
He cometh not,” she said ;
She said, ‘1 am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead!’

And ever when the moon was low,

And the shrill winds were up and away,

In the white curtain, to and fro,

She saw the gusty shadow sway.

But when the moon was very low, .
And wild winds bound within their cell,
The shadow of the poplar fell

Upon her bed, across her brow.

She only said, ‘ The night is dreary,
He cometh not,” she said ;

She said, ‘I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !’

All day within the dreamy house,
The doors upon their hinges creak’d ;
The blue fly sung in the pane; the mouse
Behind the mouldering wainscot shriek’d,
Or from the crevice peer’d about.
Old faces glimmer'd thro’ the doors,
Old footsteps trod the upper floors,
0ld voices called her from without.
She only said, ‘ My life is dreary,
S}He ggme;h not,’ she said ;
e said, ‘I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I wer;y dead ! Y

The sparrow’s chirrup on the roof,

The slow clock ticking, and the sound
Which to the wooing wind aloof

The poplar made, did all confound



MARIANA

Her sense; but most shé loathed the hour
When the thick-moted sunbeam lay
Athwart the chambers, and the day

Was sloping toward his western bower.

en, said she, ‘I am very dreary,

He will not come,” she said ;
She wept, ‘I am aweary, aweary,

Ol God, that I were dead '’

TO —
1
CLEAR-READED friend, whose joyful scorn,
Edged with sharp laughter, cuts atwain
The knots that tangle human creeds,
The wounding cords that bind and strain
The heart until 1t bleeds,
Ray-fringed eyelids of the morn
Roof not a glance s0 keen as thine:
If aught of prophecy be mne,
Thou wilt not live i vam.

1
Low-cowering shall the Soplist it ,
Falsehood shall bare her plated brow .
Fair-fronted Truth shall droop not now
With shrilling shafts of subtle wit.
Nor martyr-flames, nor trenchant swords
Can do awsy that ancient lie;
A gentler death shall Falsehood dre,
Shot thro’ and thLro’ with cunning words.,

ox
Weak Truth a-leaning on her crutch,
Wan, wasted Truth in her utmost need,
Thy kingly intellect shall feed,
ntil she be an athlete bold,
And weary with s finger’s touch
Those writhed limbs of lightning speed ;
Like that strange angel which of old,
B3

-



MARIANA

About a stone-cast from the wall
A sluice with blacken’d waters slopt,
And o'er it many, round and small,
The cluster'd marish-mosses crept.
Hard by a poplar shook alway,
All silver-green with gnarled bark :
For leagues no other tree did mark
The level waste, the rounding grey.
She only said, ‘ My life is dreary,
He cometh not,’ she said ;
She said, ‘1 am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !’

And ever when the moon was low,
And the shrill winds were up and away,
In the white curtain, to and fro,
She saw the gusty shadow sway.
But when the moon was very low,
And wild winds bound within their cell,
The shadow of the poplar fell )
Upon her bed, across her brow.
She only said, © The night i dreary,
He cometh not,” she said ;
She said, ‘1 am aweary, aweary,
I would that 1 were dead t’

All day within the dreamy house,
The doors upon their hinges creak’d ;
The blue fly sung in the pane; the mouse
Behind the mouldering wainscot shriek’d,
Or from the crevice peer’d about.
Old faces glimmer'd thro® the doors,
Old footsteps trod the upper floors,
Old voices called her from without.
She only said, ‘ My life is dreary,
He cometh not,” she said :
She said, ‘I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !’

The sparrow’s chirrup on the roof,

The slow clock ticking, and the sound
Which to the wooing wind aloof

The poplar made, did all confound



MARIANA

Her sense; but most she leathed the hour
When the thick-moted sunbeam lay
Athwart the chambers, and the day

Was sloping toward his western bower.

Then, said she, ‘I am very dreary,
He will not come,” she sard ;
She wept, ‘1 am aweary, aweary,
Oh God, that 1 were dead'’

10—

I
CLEAR-READED friend, whose joyful scorn,
Edged with sharp laughter, cuts atwain
The knots that tangle human creeds,
The wounding cords that bind and strain
The heart until 1t bleeds,
Ray-fringed eyelids of the morn
Roof not's glance so keen as thine:
If aught of prophecy be mine,
‘Thou wilt not Live in vam.

n
Low-cowering shall the Sophist st ;
Falschood shall bare her plaited brow :
Fair-fronted Truth shall droop not now
With shnlling shafts of subtle wit.
Nor martyr-flames, nor trenchant swords
Can do away that apeient lLie;
A gentler death shall Falsehood die,
Shot thro’ and thro’ with cunning words.

m
Weak Truth a-leaning on her crutch,
Wan, wasted Truth in her utmost need,
Thy kingly intellect ghall feed,
Until she be an athlete bold,
And weary with a finger's touch
These writhed limbs of Lightning speed ;
Like that strange angel which of old,
B3

-
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TO ——

Until the breaking of the light,
Wrestled with wandering Israel, )
Past Yabbok brook the livelong night,
And heaven’s mazed signs stood sbil
In the dim tract of Penuel. :

MADELINE

T

-

TrOU art not steep’d in golden languors,
No tranced summer calm is thine,
Ever varying Madeline.
Thro' light and shadow thou dost range,
Sudden glances, sweeb and sfrange,
Delicious spites and darling angers,
And airy forms of flitting change.

] o
Smiling, frowning, evermore, =~
Thou art perfect in love-lore.
Revealings deep and clear are thine
Of wealthy smiles : but who may know
Whether smile or frown be fleeter ?
Whether smile or frown be sweeter,
Who may know ?
Frowns perfcet-sweet along the brow
Light-glooming over eyes divine,
Like little clouds sun-fringed, are thine,
Ever varying Madeline.
Thy smile and frown are not aloof
From one another,
Each to each is dearest brother;
Hues of the silken sheeny woof
Momently shot into each other,
All the mystery is thine;
Smiling, frowning, evermore,
Thou art perfect in love-lore,
Ever varying Madeline.

-



MADELINE 11

m
A subtle, sudden flame, -
By veering passion fann’d,
About thee bresks and dances;
When I would kiss thy hand,
The flash of anger’d shame
Q'erflows thy calmer glances,
And o’er black brows drops down
A sudden-curved frown :
But when I turn away,
Thou, willing me to stay,
Wooest not, nor vainly wranglest ;
But, looking fixedly the wlile,
All my boundimg heart entanglest
In a golden-netted smile;
Then in madness and in blss,
1f my lips should dare to kiss
Thy taper fingers amorously,
Again thou blushest angerly ;
And o'er black brows drops down
A sudden-curved frown,

THE MERMAN

1
Wro would he
A merman bold,
Sitting alone,
Singing alone
Under the sea,
With a crown of gold,
On a throne ?

b4
1 would be a merman bold ;

I would sit and sing the whole of the day ;
1 would £l the sea-halls with a voice of power ;
But at night T would roam abroad and play
With the mermaids in and out of the rocks
Dressing their hair with the white sea-flower :
And holding them back by their flowing locks



12 " THE MERMAN

I would kiss them often under the sea,

And kiss them again till they kiss’d me
Laughingly, laughingly ;

And then we would wander away, away

To the pale-green sea-groves straight and high,
Chasing each other merrily.

I

There would be neither moon nor star;

But the wave would make music above us afar—

Low thunder and light in the magic night—
Neither moon nor star. '

We would call aloud in the dreamy dells,

Call to each ofher and whoop and cry
All night, merrily, merrily ;

They would pelt me with starry spangles and shells,

Laughing and clapping their hands between,
All night, merrily, merrily :

But I would throw to them back in mine

Turkis and agate and almondine :

Then leaping out upon them unseen

I would kiss them often under the sea,

And kiss them again till they kiss’d me
Laughingly, laughingly.

Oh! what a happy life were mine

Under the hollow-hung ocean green !

Soft are the moss-beds under the sea ;

We would live merrily, merrily.

THE MERMAID

1

Wxo would he

A mermaid fair,
Singing alone,
Combing her hair
Under the sea,

In a golden curl

With a comb of pearl,
On a throne ¢



THE MERMAID

1
I would bo a mermaid fair;
1 would sing to myself the whole of the day ;
With 2 comb of pearl I would comb my hair;
And still as I comb'd I would sing and say,
‘ Who is it loves me ? who loves not me ?”’
I would comb my hair till my ringlets would fall,
Low adown, low adown,
TFrom under my starry sea-bud crown ~
w adown and around,
And I should look Itke a fountain of gold
Springing alone
With a shrill inner sound,
Over the throne
In the midst of the hall;
Till that great sea.snake under the sea
From his coiled sleeps in the central deeps
Would slowly trail himself sevenfold
Round the hall whero I sate, and look in at the gate
With his large calm eyes for the love of me.
And all the mermen under the sea
Would feel their immortality
Die in their hearts for the love of me,

m
But at night I would wander away, away,
I would fling on each side my low-flowing locks,
And lightly vault from the throne and play
With the mermen 1n and out of the rocks,
We would run to and fro, and hide and seek,
On the broad sea-wolds in the crimson shells,
Whose silvery spikes are nighest the sea
But if any came near I would call, and shriek,
And adown the steep like a wave I would lea
From the diamond-ledges that jut from tﬁe dells ;
For I would not be kiss’d by all who would list,
Of the bold merry mermen under the sea;
They would sue me, and woo me, and flattor me,
In the purple twilights under the sca;
But the king of them all would carry me,
Woo me, and win me, and marry me,
In the branching jaspers under the sea;

13






SUPPOSED CONFESSIONS 15

will to me ss well as all—
uol'o?me of them : my brothers they:
‘Brothers in Christ—a world of peace
And confidence, day after day ;
And trust and hope till things should cease,
And then one Heaven receive us all.

How aweet to have a common faith!

To hold a common scorn of death!

And at & burial fo hear
The creaking cords which wound and eat

Into my human heart, whent'er

Earth goes to earth, with grief, not fear,
With hopeful n%riei, were passing sweet !

A grief not uninformed, and dull,

Hearted with hope, of hope as full

As is the blood with Iife, or might

And a dark clovd with rich moonlight.

To stand besido a grave, and see

The red small atoms wheremith wo

Are built, and smule in calm, and say~
*These httle motes and grains sbsﬁ e
Clothed on with immortality
More glorious than the noon of day.

All that 13 pass’d into the flowers,
And into beasts, and other men,

And all the Norhand whirlwind showers
Ffom open vaults, and all the sea
O'erwashes with sharp salts, again
Bhall fleet together all, and be
Indued with immortality.?

Thrice happy state again to be

The trustful infant on the knee?

Whao lets his wazen fingers pla

About his mother’s neck, and {mo“‘s
Nothing beyond his mother’s eycs.
They comfort him by night and day ;
They light bis Yittle Tite alway; '

He hath no thought of COMINg twoes ; *
3 The eeventeen lines * A grief ., L i

when ths poem w

a8 tncorporeied il mmortality* were omitted

Juvenifia’in Iuter editions.
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SECOND SONG TO THE owr,

1
Tuy tuwhits are lulp

d I wot,
hy tuwhogs- of Yesternjght,
ich upop the dark

0.

time flow’q bacj: with me,
e orward-ﬂowing tide of

time ;
eny summer~mom,
VA the Tigris 1 was borpg

shrines of fretted ’gold
igh-walleq ar

the golden Prime
Of gooq Haroup Alraschiq.

y shallop, rustling thro’
he low and bloomeq foliage, drove
® fragrant, pligron s

r \ ening deeps, ang clove
e oxtron~shadowa in the blue :



RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ARABIAN NIGHTS

By garden porches on the brim,
The costly doors flung open wide,
Gold glittering thro’ lamplight dim,
And broider’d sofas on each side :
In sooth it was a goodly time,
For it was in the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Often, where clear-stemm’d platans gnard
The outlet, did I turn away
The boat-head down a broad canal
From the main niver sluiced, where all
The sloping of tho moon-Lt sward
Was damask-work, and deep inlay
Of braided blooms unmown, which crept
Adown to where the water slept.

A goodly place, a goodly time,

For 1t was in tho golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

A motion from the niver won
Ridged the smooth level, bearing on
My shallop thro® the star-strown calm,
Until another night in night
I enter’d, from the clearer light,
Imbower’d vaults of pllar'd palm,
Imprisoning sweets, which, as they clomb
Heavenward, were stay’d beneath the dome

Of hollow boughs.—A goodly tiume,

For it was m the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Still onward ; and the clear canal
Is rounded to as clear a lake.
From the green rivage many & fail
Of diamond nllets musical,
Thro’ hittle crystal arches low
Down from the central fountain®s flow
Fali’n silver-chiming, seem’d to shake
The sparkling flints beneath the prow.
A goodly place, a goodly tune,
For 1t was in the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ARABIAN NIGHTS

By gorden porches on the brim,
The costly doors flung open wide,
Gold glittering thro’ lamplight dim,
Ard broider'd sofas on cuch side:
In sooth it was a goodly time,
For it was i the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschud.

Often, whero clar-stanm'd platany guand
The outht, did I turn away
The buat-head doun a broad canal
From the main niver slujced, where all
The slopitg of the muen-ht swand
Was damask-work, and deep inlay
Of braided blovms unmown, which crept
Adown to where the water slopt.

A goudly place, o gondly tume,

For 5t was i the goldea prigio

Of goud Haroun Almschud.

A motien frum the nvr won
Ridged tho smuoth levd), bearing on
My shallup thro® the star-strown calm,
Until another night in mght
I enter'd, from the clearer Light,
Imboswcr'd vaults of pullar'd pulm,
Imprisoning swects, which, as they clomb
Heaveaward, were stay'd bencath the dome

Of hollow boughs, 3 giradly tume,

For jt was in the golden prime

Of gowl Haroun Almuechid.

Sult cuward ; and the clear canal
Is rounded to as clear o lake.
From tho greea rivago many a fail
Of diamond nllcts museal,
Thro® Lttle crystal arches low
Down from the central fountan's flow
Fall'n sidver-chiming, scem’d to shake
The sparkling flints beneath the prow.
A goudly place, a goodly time,
For it was in the golden pnmo
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

©
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RECOLLECTIONS OF

Above thro® many a bowery. turn
A walle with vary-colour’d shells
Wander’d engrain’d. On either side
All round about the fragrant marge
From fluted vase, and brazen urn
In order, eastern flowers large,
Some dropping low their crimson bells
Half-closed, and others studded wide
With disks and tiars, fed the time
With odour in the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Far off, and where the lemon-grove
In closest coverture upsprung,
The living airs of middle night
Died round the bulbul as he sung;
Not he: but something which possess’d
The darkness of the world, delight,
Life, anguish, death, immortal love,
Ceasing not, mingled, unrepress’d,
Apart from place, withholding time,
But flattering the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Black tho garden-bowers and grots
Slumber’d : the solemn palms wero ranged
Above, unwoo'd of summer wind :
A sudden splendour from behind
Flush'd all the leaves with rich gold-green,
And, flowing rapidly between
"Their interspaces, counterchanged
The lovel lake with diamond-plots

Of dark and bright. A lovely time,

For it was in the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Dgrl‘c-blue the deep sphere overhead,
Distinet with vivid stars inlaid,
Grew darker from that under-fame :
So, leaping lightly from the boat,
With silver anchor left afloat,

In marvel whence that glory came



THE ARABIAN NIGHTS

Upon me, as in eleep I sank

In cocl suft turdf upon the bank,
Entranced with that place and time,
So worthy of the golden grixm:

Of good Haroun Alraschid.
Thence thro' the garden I was drawn—
A realm of pleasance, many a mound,
And many a shadow-chequer’d lasn
Full of the eity's stilly sourd,

And decp mymrh-thickets blowing round
The statcly cedar, tamansks,
Thick resaries of scented thom,
Tall crient shrubs, and obclisks
Graven with emblems of the time,
In honeur of the golden prime
Of gocd Haroun Alraschid.

With dazed vi-ion unawares

From the long alley’s latticed shade

Emerged, 1 came upon the great

Pavilion of the Caliphat.

light to the carven cedam doors,

Flung inward over spangled flocrs,

Broad-based flights of marble staira

Raa up with galden balustrade,
Alter the fashion of the time,
And humour of the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschi

The fourscore windows all alight
As with the quintessence of flame,
A million tapers flanng brght
From twisted silvers look'd to shame
Tho hollow-vaulted dark, ard stream’d
Upon the mooned domes, aloof
In inmost Bagdat, tll there seem’d
Hundreds of crescents on the roof 3
Of night new-riscn, that marvellous time,
To celebrate the golden prime
Of goud Haroun Alraschud.

Then stele L up, and trancedly
Gazed on the Persian gisl alone,
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RECOLLECTIONS OF

Above thro’ many a bowery turn
A walk with vary-colour’d shells
Wander’d engrain’d. On either side
All round about the fragrant marge
From fluted vase, and brazen urn
In order, eastern flowers large,
Some dropping low their crimson bells
Half-closed, and others studded wide
With disks and tiars, fed the time
With odour in the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Far off, and where the lemon-grove
In closest coverture upsprung,
The living airs of middle night
Died round the bulbul as he sung;
Not he: but something which possess’d
The darkness of the world, delight,
Life, anguish, death, immortal love,
Ceasing nof, mingled, unrepress’d,
Apart from place, withholding time,
But flattering the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Black the garden-bowers and grots
Slumber’d : the solemn palms were ranged
Above, unwoo’d of summer wind :
A sudden splendour from behind
Flush’d all the leaves with rich gold-green,
And, flowing rapidly between
‘Their interspaces, counterchanged
The level lake with diamond-plots

Ot dark and bright. A lovely time,

For it was in the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Dark-blue the deep sphere overhead,
Distinet with vivid stars inlaid,
Grew darker from that under-flame :
So, leaping lightly from the boat,
With silver anchor left afloat,

In marvel whence that glory came



THE ARABIAN NIGHTS 2

Upon me, 8s in eleep I sank
Inpcuol soft turf upon the bank,
Entranced with that place :.md time,
So worthy of the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Thenco thro' the garden I was drawn—
A realm of pleasanee, many 5 mound,
And many a shadow-chequer’d lawn
Full of the city's stilly sound,
And deep myrrh-thickets blowing round
The stately ccdar, tamarisks,
Thick rosaries of scented thorn,
Tall orient shrubs, and obclisks

Graven with emblems of the time,

In honour of the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

With dazed vision unawares

From the long alley’s latticed shado

Emerged, 1 came upon the gieat

Pavilion of the Caliphat.

Right to the carven cedarn doors,

Flung inward over spangled floors,

Broad-based flights of marble staira

Ran up with golden balustrade,
After the fashion of the time,
And humour of the golden primo

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

The fourscore windows all alight
As with the quintessence of flame,
A mllion tapers flaring bright
From twisted silvers look'd to shamo
The hollow-vaultcd dark, and stream’d
Upon the mooned domes, aloof
In inmost Bagdat, till thiero scem’d
Hundreds of crescents on the roof

Of night new-risen, that marvellous timo,

To celebrate the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid,

Then stolo I up, and trancedly
Gazed on the Persian gitl alone,
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Serene with argent-lidded eyes

Amorous, and lashes like to rays

Of darkness, and a brow of pearl

Tressed with redolent ebony,

In many a dark delicious curl,

Flowing beneath her rose-hued zone;
The sweetest lady of the time,
Well worthy of the golden prime-

Of good Haroun Alrasehid.

Six eolumns, three on either side,
Pure silver, underpropt a rich
Throne of the massive ore, from which
Down-droop’d, in many a floating fold,
Engarlanded and diaper’d N
With inwrought flowers, a cloth of gold.
Thereon, his deep eye laughter-stirr’d
With merriment of kingly pride,
Sole star of all that place and time,
I saw him—in his golden prime,
Tae Goop HAROUN ALRASCHID !

ODE TO MEMORY

1
TroU who stealest fire,
From the fountains of the past,
To glorify the present; oh, haste,
Visit my low desire!
Strengthen me, enlighten me !
1 faint in this obscurity,
Thou dewy dawn of memory.

it
Come not as thou camest of late,
Flinging the gloom of yesternight
On the white day; but robed in soften’d light
Of orient state.
Whilome thou camest with the morning mist,
Even as a maid, whose stately brow

The dew-impearled winds of dawn have kiss’d,
When she, as thou,



OBE TO MEMORY

Stays on hor floating fucka the lovely froight
O} overflowing blooms, and varlicat shools
Of orient green, giving safo pledge of fruftn,
Which in wintertido sholl star

The black earth with brillinnco rate.

15
Winlome thou camest with the morning mist,
Aud with the evetuag cloud,

Showering thy gleancd wealth into my open bsvast

{Thoso peerless flowers which fa tho rudiab wind
Never grow vere,
When rooted in the garden of the mind,
auso they are tho carliest of tho year).
Nor was the night thy ahroud,

In sweet dreams softer than unhroken st
Thou leddeat by the hand thine mlant Haope,
The eddying of her garments caught from thes
The light of thy great presence; and the copa

Of the hall-attain'd Iulunly,

Though decp not fathomlees,
Was cloven with the mdlion stars which tresabls
O'er the decp mind of dauntliza infarey,
Small thought was there of Lie's distein g
For sare she deem'd no wut of canth conld doll
Thow spisis-thrilling epes ao keen and beautdul 2
Sure akhe waa nigher to heaven's apheres,
Listening the loedly rmoee flown feon

The ilmitable yrare.

O sttecqihen e, enlihton e’

1 fains f thly abuenncy

Teen dewy dawn of sirmory.

el
Coce forsa I eharzs tics, atan,
Thon of toe zny Songnes, the STl apet’
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94 RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ARABIAl}T NIGHTS

Serene with argent-lidded eyes
Amorous, and lashes like to rays
Of darkness, and a brow of pearl
Tressed with redolent ebony,
In many a dark delicious curl,
Flowing beneath her rose-hued zone; .
The sweetest lady of the time,
Well worthy of the golden prime.
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Rix columns, three on either side,
Pure silver, underpropt a rich
Throne of the massive ore, from which
Down-droop’d, in many a floating fold,
Engarlanded and diaper’d .
With inwrought flowers, a cloth of gold.
Thereon, his deep eye laughter-stirr’d
With merriment of kingly pride;
Sole star of all that place and time,
I saw him—in his golden prime,
TaE Goop HAROUN ALRASCHID !

ODE TO MEMORY

1
TrOU who stealest fire,
From the fountains of the pass,
To glorify the present; oh, haste,
Visit my low desive !
Strengthen me, enlighten me !
I faint in this obseurity,
Thou dewy dawn of memory.

I
Come not as thou camest of late,
Flinging the gloom of yesternight
On the white day; but robed in soften’d light
Of orient state.
Whilome thou camest with the morning mist,
Even as a maid, whose stately brow

The dew-impearled winds of dawn have kiss'd,
When she, as thou,
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Stays on her floating locks the lovely freight
Of overflowing blooms, and carlicst shoots
Of orient green, giving safe pledge of fruits,
Which in wintertide shall star

The black carth with brlliance rare.

n
Whilome thou camest with tho morning mist,
And with the evening cloud,
Showering thy gleaned wealth into my opcn breast
{Those peerless fowers which in the rudest wind
Never grow scre,
When rooted in the garden of tho mind,
Becauso they aro the catlicst of the year).
Nor was the night thy shroud.
In sweet dreams softer than unbroken rest
Thou leddest by tho hand thine nfant Hope.
Tho eddying of her garments caught from thes
The light of thy great presenco; and tho copo
Of the half-attain’d futurity,
Though deep not fathomless,
Was cloven with tho million stars which tremble
Qer the decp mind of dauntless infancy.
Small thought was there of lfe’s distress;
For sure she deem’d no mist of carth could dull
Those spint-thnlling eyes s0 keen and beautdul :
Sure she was nigher to heaven's spheres,
Listening the lordly music flowing from
The 1thmtable years.
O strengthen me, enbighten me!
I faint in"this obscurity,
Thou dewy dawn of memory.

w
Come forth I charge thee, arise,
Thou of the many tongues, tho myriad eycs !
Thou comest not with shows of flaunting vines
Unto mine inner eye,
Divinest Memory !
"Thou wert not nursed by the waterfall
Which ever sounds and shines
A pillar of white light upon the wall
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Of purple cliffs, aloof descried : s

Come from the woods that belt the grey hill-side,

The seven elms, the poplars four

That stand beside my father’s door,

And chiefly from the brook that loves

To purl o’er matted cress and ribbed sand,

Or dimple in the dark of rushy coves,

Drawing into his narrow earthen urn,
In every elbow and turn,

The filter’d tribute of the rough woodland.

* Q! hither lead thy fect!

Pour round mine ears the livelong blcat

Of the thick-fleeced sheep from wattled folds,
Upon the ridged wolds,

When the first matin-song hath waken’d loud

Over the dark dewy earth forlorn,

What time the amber morn

Forth gushes from beneath a low-hung cloud.

v

Large dowries doth the raptured eye
To the young spirit present
When first she is wed ;
And like a bride of old
In triumph led,
With music and sweet showers
Of festal flowers,
Unto the dwelling she must sway.
Well hast thou done, great artist Memory,
In setting round thy fivst experiment
With royal frame-work of wrought gold ;
Needs must thou dearly love thy first essay,
And foremost in thy various gallery
Place it, where sweetest sunlight falls
Upon the storied walls ;
For the discovery
And newness of thine art so pleased thee,
That all which thou hast drawn of fairest
Or boldest since, but lightly weighs
With thee unto the love thou bearest
The first-born of thy genius. Artist-like,
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Ever retiring thou dost gaze

On the primo labour of thine carly days:

No matter what the sketch might be;

Whether the high ficld on thoe bushless Iile,

Or cven a sand-built ndge

Of heaped lulls that mound the sea,

Overblown with murmurs harsh,

Or cven a louly cottage whence wo sev

Streteh'd wide snd wild the waste enermous marsh,
Whero from the frequent bndge,

Like emblems of infimty,

The trenched waters run from shy to shy;
Or a garden bower'd close

With plaited alleys of the trailing rose,
Long ulleys falling down to twilight grots,
Or opening upon level plots

Of crowncd Llies, standing near
Purple-spihed lavender

Wjuther sn after Lfo rctared

¥rom brauling storms,

From weary wind,

With youthful fancy remspired,

Wo may hold converse with all forms

Of tho many-sided mind,

And those whom passion hath not blinded,
Subtle-thoughted, mynad-nundcd.

.\Iy friend, with you to lhive alone,

Were hiow much better than to own

A crovy, a seepire, and a throne!

O strengthen me, enlighten me!

1 faint 1n this obscurnty,

Thou dewy dawn of memory.

SONG
-
1
A spinur haunts the year's last hours
Duelling amid theso yellowing bowers:
To himsclt he talks;
For at eventide, histening earnestly,
At his work you may hear him sob and sigh
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ADELINE

As a Naiad in a well,
Looking at the set of day,
Or a phantom two hours old
Of a maiden past away,
Ero the placid Lips be cold ?
Whereforo those faint smiles of thine,
Spiritual Adeline ?

ut
Vhat hope or fear ot joy is thino ?
Whe talketh with theo, Adckno?
For sure thou art not all alono:
Do beating hearts of salient springs
Keep measuro with thine own ?
Hast thou heard the butterflics
What they say botwixt their wings ?
Or in stillest cvenings
With what voice the violet woos
To his heart tho silver dows ?
Or when httle airs arise,
How the merry bluchell rings
To the mosses underneath ?
Hast thou look’d upon the breath
Of tho lilies at sunriso ?
Whercfore that faint smulo of thine,
Shadowy, dreaming Adeline ?

w
Some honey-converse feeds thy mund.
Some spirit of a erimson roso
In love with thco forgets to closo
His curtains, wasting odorous &ighs
All night Jong on darkness blind.
What aileth thee T whom waitest thou
With thy soften’d, shadow’d brow,
And those dew-lit eyes of thine,
Thou faint smuler, Adeline 7

v
Lovest thou tho doleful wind
When thou goazest at tho skics ?
Doth the low-tongued Orient
Wander from the side of the mom,

29



ADELINE

Dripping with Sabaean ‘spice
On thy pillow, lowly bent
With melodious airs lovelorn,
Breathing Light against thy face,
While his locks a-dropping twined
Round thy neck in subtle ring
Make a cavcanet of rays,
And ye talk together still,
In the language wherewith Spring
Letters cowslips on the hill ?
Hence that look and smile of thine,
Spiritual Adeline.

A CHARACTER

Wire a half-glance upon the sky
At night he said, ‘ The wanderings
Of this most intricate Universe
Teach me the nothingness of things.
Yet could not all creation pierce
Beyond the bottom of his eye.

He spake of beauty : that the dull

Saw npo divinity in grass,

Life in dead stones, or spirit in air;
Then looking as ’bwere in a glass,

He smooth’d his chin and sleek’d his hair,
And said the earth was beautiful.

He spake of virtue: not the gods
More purely, when they wish to charm
Pallas and Juno sitting by :

And with 2 sweeping of the arm,
And a lack-lustre dead-blue eye,
Devolved his rounded periods.

Most delicately hour by hour

He canvass’d human mysteries,
And trod on silk, as if the winds
Blew his own praises in his eyes,
And stood aloof from other minds
In impotence of fancied power.

~



A CHARACTER A

With lips depress’d as he were meek,
Himself unto himself he sold :

Upon himself himself did feed &

Quiet, dispassionate, and cold,

And other than his form of creed,
‘With chisel’d features clear and sleek.

THE POET

Tne poet in a golden clime was born,
With golden stars above;
Dower'd with the hate of hate, the scorn of scorn,
The love of love.

He saw thro’ life and death, thro’ good and ill,
He saw thro' us own soul,
The marvel of the everlasting will,
An open scroll,

Before him lay : with echomng feet he threaded
The seeretest walks of fame .
The viewless arrows of his thoughts were headed
And wing’d with flame,

Like Indian reeds blown from his silver tongue,
And of so fierce a flight,
From Calpe unto Caucasus they sung,
Filling with Light .

And vagrant melodies the winds wineh bore
Them earthward till they Lt ;
Then, like the arrow-sceds of tho ficld Sower,
The fruitful wit

Cleaving, took root, and springing forth anew
Where'er they fell, behold,
Like to the mother plant in semblance, grew
A flower all gold,

And bravely furnish’d all abroad to fling
The winged shafts of truth,
Ta throng with stately blooms the bresthing epring
Of Hope and Youth.
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So many minds did gird their orbs with beams,
Tho’ one did fling the fire.
Heaven flow’d upon the soul in many dreams
Of high desire.

Thus truth was multiplied -on truth, the world
Like one great garden show’d,
And thro’ the wreaths of floating dark upeurl’d,
Rare sunrise flow’d.

And Freedom rear’d in that august sunrise
Her beautiful bold brow,
When rites and forms before his burning eyes
Melted like snow.

There was no blood upon her maiden robes
Sunn’d by those orient skies;
But round about the circles of the globes
Of her keen eyes

And in her raiment’s hem was traced in flame
WispoyM, a name to shake
All evil dreams of power—a sacred name.
And when she spake,

Her words did gather thunder as they ran,
And as the lightning to the thunder
Which follows it, riving the spirit of man,
Making earth wonder,

So was their meaning to her words. No sword
Of wrath her right arm whirl'd,

But one poor poet’s scroll, and with Aés word
She shook the world.

THE POET'S MIND

1
VEX not thou the poet’s mind
With thy shallow wit :
Vex not thou the poet’s mind ;
For thou canst not fathom it.
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Clear anq bright it should be ever,
Flomng like 5 °rystal river ;
Bright 35 light, anq clear a5 wind.

big
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Holy water will T pour

Of the Iaurel slhiryhg that hedgo it around,
0 flowers would fang g¢ your crye} cheer,
1,
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d it SIES & song of undying Iove;
And yet, tho' jtg voice bs gg clear ang full,
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It woulg shrink™tq the earth i you came 1,
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Nige times poeq the Passipg bell ;
© Mmerry, Souls, farewell.
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Hidden in sorrow : at first to the car

The warble was low, and full and clear;

And floating about the under-sky,

Prevaiing m weakness, the coronach stole
Sometimes afar, and somectimes ancar -

But anon her awiul jubilant voice,

With a music strange and mamfold,

Flow'd forth on a carol free and bold ;

Ag when a mighty people rejoice

With shawms, and with eymbals, and harps of gold,
And the tumult of their acclaim js rolf'd

Thro® the open gates of the city afar,

To the shepherd who watcheth the evening star.
And the creeping mosses and clambenng weeds,
And the willow-branches hoar and dank,

And the wavy swell of the soughing rceds,

And the wave-worn horns of t‘f’)e echomg bank,
And the silvery mansh-flowers that throng

The desolate creeks and poals among,

Were flooded over with cddying song.

A DIRGE

1

Now is done thy long day's work,

¥old thy palms across thy breast,

Fold thine arms, turn to thy rest.
Let them rave

Shadows of the silver hirk

Sweep the green that folds thy grave
Let them rave.

u
Thee por carketh care nor slander;
Nothing but the small cold worm
Fretteth thine enshrouded form.
Let them rave.
Light and shadow ever wander
O’er the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.
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I
Thou wilt not turn upon thy bed;
Chaunteth not the brooding bee
Sweeter tones than calumny ?
Let them rave.
Thou wilt never raise thine head
From the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.

w

Cracodiles wept tears for thee

The woodbine and eglatere .

Drip sweeter dews than traitor’s tear.
Let them rave.

Rain makes music in the tree

O’er the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.

v

Round thee blow, self-pleached deep,

Bramble-roses, faint and pale,

And long purples of the dale.
Let them rave.

These in every shower cree

Thro’ the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.

VI

The gold-eyed kingcups fine ;

The frail bluebell peereth over

Rare broidry of the purple clover.
Let them rave.

Kings have no such couch as thine,

As the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.

Vit
Wild words wander here and there ;
God’s great gift of speech abused
Makes thy memory confused :
But let them rave.
The balm-cricket carols clear
In the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.
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THE DESERTED HQUSE

1
Live and Thought have gone away
Side by side,
Leaving door and windows wide :
Carcless tenants they !

n
All within is dark as night :

In the windows is no light ,

And no murmur at the door,
So frequent on its hinge before.

hit4
Close the door, the shutters close,
Or thro’ the windows we shall sed
The nakedness and vacancy
Of the dark deserted house.

w
Come away : no more of mirth

here or merry-making sound.

The house was builded of the earth,

And shall fall again to ground.

v
Come away ; for Life and Thought
Here no longer dwell;
But in 2 city glorious—
A great and distant city—have bought
mansion incorruptible.
Would they could bave stayed with us '

LOVE AND DEATH

Waar time the mighty moon was gathering light
Love Bg\acsd the thymy plots of Paradise,

And alt about him raﬁ‘d his lustrous eyes;
When, turning round a cassia, full in view

Death, walking all alone beneath a yew,
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And talking to himself, first met his.sight : )

¢ You must begone,’ said Death, * these walks are mine.’
Love wept and spread his sheeny vans for flight;
Yet ere he parted said, ‘ This hour is thine:

Thou art the shadow of life, and as the tree

Stands in the sun and shadows all beneath,

So in the light of great eternity

Life eminent creates the shade of death ;

The shadow passeth when the tree shall fall,

But I shall reign for ever over all’

THE KRAKEN

Brrow the thunders of the upper deep;

Far far beneath in the abysmal sea,

His ancient, dreamless, uninvaded sleep

The Kraken sleepeth : faintest sunlights flee
About his shadowy sides: above him swell
Huge sponges of millennial growth and height;
And far away into the sickly Light,

From many a wondrous grot and secret cell
Unnumber’d and enormous polypi

Winnow with giant fins the slumbering green.
There hath he lain for ages and will lie
Battening upon huge seaworms in his sleep,
Until the latter fire shall heat the deep ;
Then once by men and angels to be seen,

In roaring he shall rise and on the surface die.

THE BALLAD OF ORIANA

My heart is wasted with my woe,
Oriana.

There is no rest for me below,

Wh hOgiana.’

en the long dun wolds are ribb’d with snow,

And loud the Norland whirlwinds blow,
Oriana,

Alone I wander to and fro,
Qriana,
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Ere the light on dark was growing,
riana,
At midnight the cock was crowing,
Oriana ;
Winds were blowing, waters flowing,
We heard the steeds to battlo going,

QOriana ;
Aloud tho hollow bugle blowing,
Oriana.

In the yew-wood black as night,
Oriana,
Ere I zodo into the fight,

ciana,
While blissful tears blinded my sight
By star- shme aud by moonhght,

Ito thce my troth did plight,
nana,

She stood upon the castle wall,

Oriana :

She wateh’d my crest among them all,
Oriana :

She saw mo fight, she heard me call,
When forth there stept a foeman tall,

Atween ma and the castle wall,
riana,

Tha bitter arrow went aside,
Oriana :
The false, false arrow went aside,
riana :
The damned arrow glanced aside,
And pierced thy heart, my love, my bnde,
Oriana’t
Thy heart, my hfe, my love, my bride,
Oriana !
03



42 THE BALLAD OF ORIANA

Oht narrow, narrow was the space,
Orians.

Loud, loud rung out the bugle’s brays,
Oriana.

Ol'! deathful stabs were dealt apace,

The battle deepen’d in its place,
Oriana ;

But I was down upon my face,
Oriana.

They should have stabb’d me where I lay,
Oriana !

How could T rise and come away,
QOriana ?

How could I look upon the day ?

They should have stabb’d me where I lay,
Oriana—

They should have trod me into clay,
Oriana.

O breaking heart that will not break,
Oriana !

O pale, pale face so sweet and meelk,
Oriana !

Thou smilest, but thou dost not speak,

And then the tears run down my cheek,
Oriana :

What wantest thou ? whom dost thou seek,
Orians, ? -

I cry aloud : none hear my ecries,
Oriana,

Thou comest atween me and the skies,
Oriana.

I feel the tears of blood arise

Up from my heart unto my eyes,
Oriana.

Within thy heart my arrow lies,
Oriana.
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0 cursed hand ! O cursed blow !

Oriana

O happy thou that liest low,
Oriana !

All night tho silence seems to flow

Beside me in my utter woe,
Ortana.

A weary, weary way I go,
Onana.

When Norland winds pipe down the sca,

QOriana,
I walk, I dare not think of theo,
Oriana,
Thou liest beneath the greenwood tree,
I daro no¢ die and come to thee,
Oriana.
X-bear the roaring of the sea,
riana.

CIRCUMSTANCE

Two children in two neighbour willages

Playing mad pranks along the heathy leas;

Two strangers mcetmg at a festival ,

Two lovers whispering by an orchard wall;

Two lives bound fast in one with golden case;
Two graves grass-green beside a grey church-tower,
Wash’d with still rains and daisy-blossomed ;

Two children in one hamlet born and bred,

8o runs the round of life from bour to Lour.

WE ARE FREE

TaE winds, as at their hour of birth,
Leaning upon the ridged sea,
Breathed low around the rolling earth
With mellow preludes, * We are free.”
The streams through many a lilied row
Down-carolling to the crisped sea,
Low-tinkled with a bell-like flow
Atween the blossoms, * We are free.!



44 -

THE SEA-FAIRIES

Srow sail’d the weary mariners and AW,
Betwixt the green brink and the running foam,
Sweet faces, rounded arms, and bosoms prest
To little harps of gold ; and while they mused,
Whispering to each other half in fear,

Shrill music reach’d them on the middle sea.

Whither away, whither away, whither away ? fly no
more.

Whither away from the bigh green field, and the happy
blossoming shore ? .

Day and night to the billow the fountain calls ;

Down shower the gambolling waterfalls

From wandering over the lea:

Out of the live-green heart of the dells

They freshen the silvery-crimson shells, :

And thick with white bells the clover-hill swells

High over the full-toned sea :

O hither, come hither and furl your sails,

Come hither to me and to me :

Hither, come hither and frolic and play ;

Here it is only the mew that wails ;

We will sing to you all the day :

Mariner, mariner, furl your sails,

For here are the blissful downs and dales,

And merrily merrily carol the gales,

And the spangle dances in bight and bay,

And the rainbow forms and flies on the land

Over the islands free ;

And the rainbow lives in the curve of the sand;

Hither, come hither and see ;

And the rainbow hangs on the poising wave,

And sweet is the colour of cove and cave,

And sweet shall your welcome be :

O hither, come hither, and be our lords,

For merry brides are we: )

We will kiss sweet kisses, and speak sweet words :

O listen, listen, your eyes shall glisten

With pleasure and love and jubilee :

O listen, listen, your eyes shall glisten
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Vhen the sharp clear twang of the golden chords

Rups up the ndged sca.,

Who can light on as happy a shore

All the world o’er, all the world o’er 7

Whither away ? listen and stay: mariner, mariner, fly
no more.

SONNET TO J.3L XK.

My hope and heart is with thee—thou wilt bo

A latter Luther, and s soldier-priest

To scare church-harpies from the master's feast ;
Qur dusted velvets have much need of thee:
Thou art no sabbath-drawler of old saws,

Distill’d from somo worm-canker’d homily ;

But spurr'd at heart with fieriest energy

To embattail and to wall about thy causo

With iron-worded proof, bating to hark

The humming of the drowsy pulpit-drone .
Half God’s good sabbath, while the worn-out clerk
Brow-beats his desk below, Thon from a throne
Mounted in heaven wilt shoot into the dark
Arrows of lightnings. I will stand and mark,



POEMS

[¥irst published 1833.]

SONNET

MiNE bé the strongth of spirit ficrco and free,
Like some broad river rushing down alone,

With the selfsame impulse wherewith he was thrown
From his loud fount upon the echoing lea ;—

. Which with increasing might doth forward fleo
By town, and tower, and hill, and cape, and isle,
And in the middle of the green salt sea

Keeps his blue waters fresh for many a mile.
Mine be the Power which ever to its sway

Will win the wise at once, and by degrees

May into uncongenial spirits flow;

Even as tho great gulf-stream of Florida

Floats far away into the Northern seas

The lavish growths of southern Mexico.

T0 —

I
My life is full of weary days,

But good things have not kept aloof,!
Nor wander’'d into other ways:

I have not lack’d thy mild reproof,
Nor golden largess of thy praise.

II

And now shake hands across the brink
Of that deop grave to which I go:
Shake hands once more: I cannot sink
So far——far down, but I shall know
Thy voice, and answer from below.

! In 183? tho poem began with tho line *All good things have not
kept aloof’.
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pits
When m the darkness over me,
The four-handed mole shall serape,
Plant thou no dusky cypress-treo,

Nor wreathe thy cap with doleful crape,
But pledge me m tho flowmg grape.
w

And when the sappy field and wood
Grow green beneath the showery grey,
And rugged barks begin to bud,
And through damp holts, new-flush’d with may,
Ring sudden laughters of the Jay ;
v
Then lot wise Naturs work her will
And on my clay her darnels grow
Come only, when the days aro still,
And at my hcadstono whisper low,
And tell mo if the woodbines blow,
vit
If thou art blest, my mother’s smile
Undimmed, if bees are on the wing:
Then cease, my friend, a little while,
That I may hear the throstle sing
His bndal song, the boast of spring.
viI
Sweet, as the noise in parchéd plains
Of bubbling wells that fret tho stones,
(I any sense in mo remains)
Thy words will bo; thy cheerful tones
As welcome to my crumbling bbnes,

BUONAPARTE

HE thought to quell the stubborn hearts of oak,
Madman !'—to chain with chains,and bind with bands
That island queen that sways the floods-and lands
From Ind to Ind, but in fair daylight woke,
YWhen from her wooden walls, ht by sure hands,

! Stanzas vz and vII were not reprinted by the suthor after 1833.
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With .thunders, and with lightnings, and with smoke,
Peal after peal, the British battle _broke,

Lulling the brine against the Coptic sands.

We taught him lowlier moods, when Elsinore

Heard the war moan along the distant sea,

Rocking with shattered spars, with sudden fires
Flamed over : at Trafalgar yet once more -

We taught him : late he learned humility

Perforce; like those whom Gideon school’d with briers.

SONNET

Bur were I loved, as I desire to be,

What is there in the great sphere of the earth,

And range of evil between death and birth,

That I should fear,~if I were loved by thee ?

All the inner, all the outer world of pain ‘

Clear Love would pierce and cleave, if thou wert mine,
As T have heard that, somewhere in the main,
Fresh-water springs come up through bitter brine.
"Twere joy, not fear, clasped hand-in-hand with thes,
To wait for death—mute—careless of all ills,

Apart upon a mountain, tho’ the surge i

Of some new deluge from a thousand hills

Flung leagues of roaring foam into the gorge

Below us, as far on as eye could see. -

THE LADY OF SHALOTT
s Parr 1

Ox either side the river lie
Long fields of barley and of rye,
That clothe the wold and meet the sky ;
And thro’ the field the road runs by
To many-tower’d Camelot ;
And up and down the people go,
Gazing where the lilies blow
Round an island there below,
The island of Shalott.
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Willows whiten, aspens quiver,
Little breczes dusk and shiver
Thro’ the wave that runs for ever
By the island in the river
Ylowing down to Camelot.
Four grey walls, and four grey towers,
Overlook a space of flowers,
And the silent isle imbowers
The Lady of Shalott.

By the margin, willow-veil'd,
Shde the heavy barges trail'd
By slow horses; and unhail'd
The shallop flitteth silken-sal’d
Skimming down to Camelot :
But who hath seen her wave her hand ?
Or at tho casement scen her stand ?
Or is she known in all the land,
The Lady of Shalott?

Only reapers, reaping early

In among the bearded barley,
Hear a song that echoes cheerly
From the niver winding clearly,

. Down to tower'd Camelot :
And by the moon the reaper weary,
Piling sheaves in uplands airy,
Listening, whispers ¢ 'Tis the fairy

Lady of Shalott.’

Parr IL

Toerg sho weaves by night and day
A magic web with colours gay.
Bhe has heard a whisper say,
A curse i3 on her if she stay

To look down to Camelot,
She knows not what the curse may be,
And so she weaveth steadily,
And little other care hath she,

The Lady of Shalott.
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The gemmy bridle glitter'd {ree,
Like to some branch of stars wo see
Hung in the golden Galaxy.

The bridle bells rang mernly

As he rode down lo Camelot :

And from his blazon’d baldrie slung

A mighty silver bugle bung,

And as he rode his armour rung,
Beside remote Shalott.

All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewell'd shono the saddle-leather,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burn'd like one burning flamo together,
As ho rode down to Camelot.,

As often thro’ the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Same bearded meteor, trathng Lght,
Moves over stul Shalott.

His broad clear brow 1n sunlight glow'd;
On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode ;
From underneath his helmet flow’d
His coal-black eurls as on he rode,

As he rode down to Camelot,
From the bank and from the river
He flash’d 1nto the crystal mirror,
*Tirra lura,” by the niver

Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, sho left the loom,
She made threo paces thro® the room,
She saw the water-hly bloom,
Sho saw the helmet and the plume,
She look’d down to Camelot.
Qut fley the web and floated, wide ;
The mirror crack’d from side to side
¢ The curso is come upen me,’ cried
The Lady of Shalott.
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THE LADY OF SHALOIT

Parr IV

Iv the stormy east-wind straining,
The pale yellow woods were waning,
The broad stream in his banks complaining,
Heavily the low sky raining
Over tower'd Camelot ;
Down she came and found a boat
Beneath a willow left afloat,
And round about the prow she wrote
The Lady of Shalott.

And down the river’s dim expanse—
Like some bold seér in a trance,
Seeing all his own mischance—
With a glassy countenance
Did she look to Camelot.
And at the closing of the day
She loosed the chain, and down she lay;
The broad stream bore her far away,
The Lady of Shalott.

Lying, robed in snowy white
That loosely flew to left and right—
The leaves upon her falling light—
Thro’ the noises of the night
She floated down to Camelot :
And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields among,
They heard her singing her last song,
The Lady of Shalott.

Heard a carol, mournful, holy,

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,

Till her blood was frozen slowly,

And her eyes were darken’d wholly,
Turn’d to tower'd Camelot.

For ere she reach’d upon the tide

The first house by the water-side,

Singing in her song she died, i
The Lady of Shalott.
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Under tower and baleony,

By garden-wall and gallery,

A gleaming shape she floated by,

Dead-pale between the houses high,
Silent into Camelot.

QOut upon the wharfs they came,

Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

And round the prow they read her name,
The Lady of Shalotl.

Who is this? and what is here ?
And in the lighted palace near
Died the sound of royal cheer;
And they cross’d themselves for fear,
All the knights at Camelot :
But Lancelot mused » hitle space;
He said, ‘ She has & lovely face;
God in his mercy lend her grace,
The IZ’Mly of Shalott.

MARIANA IN THE SOUTH

Wrrm one black shadow at ats feet,
The house thro’ all the level shines,
Close-latticed to the brooding beat,
And silent in its dusty vines:
A faint-blue ridge upon the right,
An empty river-bed before,
And shallows on a distant shore,
In glaring sand and inlets bright.
But * Ave Mary,” made she moan,
And ¢ Ave Mary,’ night and morn,
And * Al she sang, “to be all alone,
To live forgatten, and love forlorn.”

She, as her carol sadder grew,

From brow and bosom slowly dewn
‘Thro' rosy taper fingers drew

Her streaming curls of deepest brown
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THE LADY OF SHALOIT -

Parr IV

IN the stormy east-wind straining,
The pale yellow woods were waning,
The broad stream in his banks complaining,
Heavily the low sky raining
Over tower'd Camelot ;
Down she came and found a boatb
Beneath a willow left afloat,
And round about the prow she wrote
The Lady of Shaloit.

And down the river’s dim expanse—
Like some bold seér in a trance,
Seeing all his own mischance—
With a glassy countenance
Did she look to Camelot.
And at the closing of the day
She loosed the chain, and down she lay;
The broad stream bore her far away,
The Lady of Shalott.

Lying, robed in snowy white
That loosely flew to left and right—
The leaves upon her falling light—
Thro' the noises of the night
She floated down to Camelot :
And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields among,
They heard her singing her last song,
The Lady of Shalott.

Heard a carol, mournful, holy,

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,

Till her blood was frozen slowly,

And her eyes were darken’d wholly,
Turn’d to tower’d Camelot.

For ere she reach’d upon the tide

The first house by the water-side,

Singing in her song she died, i
The Lady of Shalott.
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Under tower and balcony,

By garden-wall and gallery,

A gleaming shape she floated by,

Dead-pale between tho houses high,
Silent into Camelot.,

Out upon the wharfs they came,

Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

And round the prow the{aread her name,
The Lady of Shaloit.

Who is this ? and what is here ?
And in the lighted palace near
Died the sound of royal cheer;
And they cross'd themselves for fear,
All the knights at Camelot :
But Lancelot mused a little space;
Ho said, * She has a lovely face;
God in his mercy lend her grace,
The ly of Shalott.

MARIANA IN THE SOUTH

Wirm one black shadow at 1ts feet,
The house thro’ all the Jevel shines,
Close-latticed to tho brooding heat,
And silent in its dusty vines:
A faint-blue ridge upon tho right,
empty nver-bed before,
And shallows on & distant shore, .
In glaring sand and inlets bright.
But * Ave Mary,” mado she moan,
And * Ave Mary,’ night and mom,
And * Ab,’ she sang, ‘ to be all alone,
To live forgotten, and love foslorn.

Bhe, as her carol sadder grow,

From brow and hosom slowly dewn
Thro' rosy taper fingers drew

Her streaming curls of deepest brown
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MARIANA IN THE SOUTH

To left and right, and made _appear,
Still-lighted in a secreb shrine,
Her melancholy eyes divine,
The home of woe without a tear.
And * Ave Mary,’ was her moan,
¢ Madonna, sad is night and morn;’
And ¢ Ah,’ she sang, ‘ to be all alone,
To live forgotten, and love forlorn.’

Till all the crimson changed, and past
Into deep orange o'er the sea,
Low on her knees herself she cast,
Before Our Lady murmur'd she;
Complaining, ‘ Mother, give me grace
To help me of my weary load.
And on the liquid mirror glow’d
The clear perfection of her face.
¢ Is this the form,” she made her moan,
* That won his praises night and morn ?°
And © Ah, she said, ¢ but I wake alone,
1 sleep forgotten, I wake forlorn.

Nor bird would sing, nor lamb would bleat,
Nor any cloud would cross the vault,
But day increased from heat to heat,
On stony drought and steaming salt';
Till now at noon she slept again,
And seem’d knee-deep in mountain grass,
And heard her native breezes pass,
And runlets babbling down the glen.
She breathed in sleep o lower moan,
And murmuring, as at night and morn,
She thought, ‘ My spirit is here alone,
Walks forgotten, and is forlorn.’

Dreaming, she knew it was a dream :
She felt he was and was not there.
She woke : the babble of the stream
Fell, and, without, the steady glare
Shrank one sick willow sere and small.
The river-bed was dusty-white ;
And all the furnace of the light
Struck up against the blinding wall.
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She whisper’d, with a stifled moan
More inward than at night or morn,

“Sweet Mother, let me not here alone
Live forgotten and die forlomn.'

And, msing, from her bosom drew
0ld letters, breathing of her worth,
For ‘Love’, they said, ‘must nceds be true,
To what is lovelicst upon carth.”
An image seem’d to pass the door,
To look at her with shght, and say,
‘ But now thy beauty flows away,
So be alone for evermore.”
‘0 cruel heart,’ she changed her tone,
¢ And cruel love, whoso end is scorn,
Is this the end to be left alone,
To live forgotten, and die forlorn *°

But sometimes in the falling day
An image seem’d to pass the door,
To look into her eyes and say,
* But thou shalt be alone no more.'
And flaming downward over all
From heat to heat the day decreased,
And slowly rounded to the cast
‘The one black shadow from the wall.
*The day to night,’ she made her moan,
¢ The day to night, the mght to morn,
And day and night I am left alone
To live forgotten, and love forlorn.”

At eve a dry cicala sung,

Thero camo a sound as of tho sea;
Backward the lattice-blind she flung,

And lean’d upon the balcony.
There all in spaces rosy-bright

Large Hesper glitter’d on her tears,

And deepening thro’ the silent spheres,
Heaven over.Heaven rose the night.

And weeping then she made her moan,

55

‘ The night comes on that knows not morn,

When I shall cease to be all alone,
To live forgotten, and love forlorn.”
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ELEANORE

I

Tay dark eyes open’d not, -
Nor first reveal’d themselves to English air,
For there is nothing here,
Which, from the outward to the inward brought,
Moulded thy baby thought.
Far off from human neighbourhood,
Thou wert born, on & summer morn,
A mile beneath the cedar-wood.
Thy bounteous forehead was not fann'd
With breezes from our oaken glades,
But thou wert nursed in some delicious land
Of lavish lights, and floating shades :
And flattering thy childish thought
The oriental fairy brought,
At the moment of thy birth,
From old well-heads of haunted rills,
And the hearts of purple hills,
And shadow’d coves on a sunny shore,
The choicest wealth of all the earth,
Jewel or shell, or starry ore,
To deck thy cradle, Elednore,

I
Or the yellow-banded bees,
Thro’ half-open lattices
Coming in the scented breeze,
Fed thee, a child, lying alone, ’
With whitest honey in fairy gardens culP’d—
A glorious child, dreaming alone, :
In silk-soft folds, upon yielding down,
With the hum of swarming bees
Into dreamful slumber lull’d.

I

Who may minister to thee ?

Summer herself should minister
To thee, with fruitage golden-rinded
On golden salvers, or it may be,
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Youngest Autumn, in o bower
Grape-thicken'd from tho light, and blinded

With many o deep-hued bell-like flower

Of fragrant trailers, when the air

Sleepeth over all the heaven,
And tho crag that fronts tho Even,
along the shadowing shoro,

Crimsons over an inland mero,

Eleinoro !

v

How may full-sail’d verse cxpress,

How may measured words adoro
The full-flowing harmony  *

Of thy swan-like statelincss,

leanare ?
The luxunant symmetry

Of thy floating gracefulness,

Elednore ?
Every turn and glance of thine,
Every lincament divine,
Eleanoro,
And the steady sunset glow,
That stays upon theo ? For in theo
Is nothing sudden, nothing single ;
Like two streams of incenso freo
From one censer, in one shrine,
Thought and motion mingle,
Mingle ever. Motions flow
To one another, cven as tho'
They were modulated so
To an unheard melody,

Which lives about thee, and a sweep

Of richest pauses, evermoro

Drawn from cach other mellow-deep ;

Who may express thee, Eleinore ?

v

T stand beforo thee, Eledinoro ;

T seo thy beauty gradually unfold,

Datly and hourly, more and more.
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ELEANORE

I muse, as in a trance, the while

Slowly, as from a cloud of gold,
Comes out thy deep ambrosial smile.
I muse, as in a trance, whene'er

The languors of thy love-deep eyes
Float on to me. I would I were

So tranced, so rapt in ecstasies,
To stand aparb, and to adore,
Gazing on thee for evermore,
Serene, imperial Eledinore !

VI
Sometimes, with most intensity
Gazing, I seem to see .
Thought folded over thought, smiling asleep,
Slowly awaken’d, grow so full and deep
In thy large eyes, that, overpower’d quite.
1 cannot veil, or droop my sight,
But am as nothing in its light :
As tho’ a star, in inmost heaven set,
Ev'n while we gaze on i,
Should slowly round his orb, and slowly grow
To a full face, there like a sun remain
Fix’d—then as slowly fade again, -
And draw itself to what it was before ;
So full, so deep, so slow, .
Thought seems to come and go
In thy large eyes, imperial Eleanore.

v

As thunder-clouds that, hung on high,
Roof'd the world with doubt and fear,
Floating thro’ an evening atmosphere,
Grow golden all about the sky ;
In thee all passion becomes passionless,
Touch’d by thy spirit’s mellowness,
Losing his fire and active might
In a silent meditation,
Falling into a still delight,

d luxury of contemplation :
As waves that up a quiet g)ove



ELEANORE 59

Rolling slide, and lying still
Shadow forth the banks at will:

Or sometimes they swell and move,

Pressing up against the Jand,

With motions of the outer sca:
And the sclf-same influenco
Controlleth all the soul and sense

Of Passion gazing upon thee.

His bow-string slacken'd, languid Love,
Leaning his cheek upon his hand,
Droops both his wings, regarding thee,

And so wounld languish evermore,
Sereno, imperial Elednore,

vix
But when I see thee roam, with tresses unconfined,
‘While the amorous, odorous wine
Breathes low between the sunset and the moon;
Or, in a shadowy saloon,
On silken cushions half reclined ;
I watch thy grace; and in its place
My heart a charmed slumber keeps,
While T muse upon thy face;
And a languid fire creeps
Thro' my veins to all my frame,
Dissolvingly and slowly : soon
- From thy rose-red lips MY name
Floweth; and then, as in a swoon,
With dinning sound my ears are nife,
My tremulous tongue faltereth,
I lose my colour, I lose my breath,
1 drink ihe cup of a costly death,
Brimm’d with delinous draughts of warmest hfe.
1 die with my delight, before
1 hear what I would hear from thee;
Yet tell my name again to me,
1 would bo dying evermore,
8o dying ever, Eleinore.
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,  ELEANORE

I muse, as in a trance, the while

Slowly, as from a cloud of gold,
Comes out thy deep ambrosial smile.
I muse, as in a trance, whene'er

The languors of thy love-deep eyes
Float on to me. I would I were

So tranced, so rapt in ecstasies,
To stand apart, and to adore,
Gazing on thee for evermore,
Serene, imperial Eleéinore !

VI
Sometimes, with most intensity
Gazing, I seem to see .
Thought folded over thought, smiling adleep,
Slowly awaken’d, grow so full and deep
In thy large eyes, that, overpower'd quite.
1 cannot veil, or droop my sight,
But am as nothing in its light:
As tho’ a star, in inmost heaven seb,
Ev'n while we gaze on i,
Should slowly round his orb, and slowly grow
To a full face, there like a sun remain
Fix’d—then as slowly fade again, -
And draw itself to what it was before ;
So full, so deep, so slow,
Thought seems to come and go
In thy large eyes, imperial Eleinore.

Vi

As thunder-clouds that, hung on high,
Roof’d the world with doubt and fear,
Floating thro’ an evening atmosphere,
Grow golden all about the sky ;
In thee all passion becomes passionless,
Touch’d by thy spirit’s mellowness,
Losing his fire and active might
In a silent meditation,
Falling into a still delight,

And luxury of contemplation :
As waves that up a quiet cove
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Rolling slide, and lying still
Shadow forth the banks at will'$

Or sometimes they swell and move,
Pressing up sgainst the land,

With motions of the outer sca:
And the self-same influenco
Controlleth all the soul and scnse

Of Passion gazing upon thee.

His bow-string slacken’d, languid Love,
Leaning Ius cheek upon his band,
Droops both his wings, regarding thes,

And so would languish evermore,
Serene, imperial Elednote.

vt
But when I sco theo roam, with tresses unconfined,
While the amorous, odorous wind
Breathes low between the sunset and the moon;
Or, in a shadowy saloon,
On silken cushions half reclined ;
1 watch thy grace; and in its place
My heart a charmed slumber keeps,
While 1 muse upon thy face;
And a languid firo creeps
Thro’ my veins to all my frame,
Dissolvingly and slowly : soon
From thy rose-red lips 3y name
Floweth; and then, as in a swoon,
With dinning sound my cars are nife,
My tremulous tongue faltereth,
I los'e my colour, I lose my breath,

.1 drink tho cup of a costly death,
Brimm’d with delirious draughts of warmest lLife.
I die with my delight, before

I hear what I would hear from thee;

Yeb tell my namo again to me,

1 would bo dying evermore,
80 dying ever, Eleinore.
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THE MILLER’S DAUGHTER

* 1 sEE the wealthy miller yet,
His double chin, his portly size,
And who that knew him could forgeb
The busy wrinkles round his eyes ?
" The slow wise smile that, round about
His dusty forehead dryly curld,
Seem’d half-within and half-without,
And full of dealings with the world?

In yonder chair I see him sit,

Three fingers round the old silver eup-—
I see his grey eyes twinkle yet

At his own jest—grey eyes lib up
With summer lightnings of a soul

So full of summer warmth, so glad,
So healthy, sound, and clear and whole,

His memory scarce can make me sad.

Yet fill my glass: give me one kiss :
My own sweet Alice, we must die.
There’s somewhat in this world amiss

Shall be unriddled by and by.
There’s somewhat flows to us in life,

But more is taken quite away.
Pray, Alice, pray, my darling wife,

That we may die the self-same day.
Have I not found a happy earth ?

I least should breathe a thought of pain.
Would God renew me from my birth

T'd almost live my life again.
So sweet it seems with thee to walk,

And once again to woo thee mine—
It seems in after-dinner talk

Across the walnuts and the wine—

To be the long and listless boy
Late-left an orphan of the squire,
Where this old mansion mounted high
Looks down upon the village spire :

For even here, where I and you
Have lived and loved alone so long,
Each morn my sleep was broken thro’
By some wild skylark’s matin song.
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And oft I heard the tender dove
In frry woodlands making moan;
But ere L saw your cyes, my love,
1 had no motion of my own.
For scarco my lfe with fancy play'd
Before I dream’d that pleasant dream—
Still hither thither 1dly sway'd
Like thoso long mosses in the stream.

Or from the bridge I lean'd to hear
The milldam rushing down with noise,
And sce tho minnows everywhere
In crystal cddies glance and poiwse,
The toll flag-flowers when they sprung
Below the rango of stepping-stones,
Or those three chestnuts near, that hung
In masses thick with milky cones.

But, Alice, what an hour was that,
When alter roving in the woods

('Twas April then), I came and sat
Below the chestnuts, when thewr buds

Wero glistening to tho breezy blue;
And on tho slope, an absent fool,

T cast me down, nor thought of you,
But ongled in the hugher pool.

A love-song I had somewhere read,

An echo from a measured strain,
Beat time to nothing 1n my head

From some odd corner of the brain.
It haunted me, the morning long,

With weary sameness mn tho rhymes,

o phantom of a silent song,

That went and came a thousand times.

Then leapt a trout. In lazy mood

I watch’d the little circles dio,
They past ito the lovel flood,

And there a vision caught my eye;
The reflex of a beauteous form,

A glowing arm, a gleaming neck,
As when a sunbeam wavers warm

Within the dark and dimpled beck.
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THE MILLER'S DAUGHTER

For you remember, you had set,

That morning, on the casement’s edge
A long green box of mignonette,

And you were leaning from the ledge :
And when I raised my eyes, above

They met with two so full and bright—
Such eyes! I swear to you, my love,

That these have never lost their light.

I loved, and love dispell’d the fear
That I should die an early death:
For love possess’d the atmosphere,
And fill'd the breast with purer breath.
My mother thought, What ails the boy ?-
For I was alter’d, and began
To move about the house with joy,
And with the certain step of man.

I loved the brimming wave that swam
Thro’ quiet meadows round the mill,
The sleepy pool above the dam,
The pool beneath it never still,
The meal-sacks on the whiten’d floor,
The dark round of the dripping wheel,
The very air about the door
Made misty with the floating meal.

And oft in ramblings on the wold,
When April nights began to blow, -
And April's crescent glimmer’d eold,
I saw the village lLights below;
I knew your taper far away,
And full at heart of trembling hope
From off the wold I came, and lay
Upon the freshly-flower’d slope.

The deep brook groan’d beneath the mill ;
And ‘ by that Jamp,” I thought, ¢ she sits!"
The white chalk-quarry from the hill
Gleam’d to the flying moon by fits.
* O that I were beside her now !
O will she answer if I call ?
O would she give me vow for vow,
Sweet Alice, if I told her all 2°

.
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Sometimes I saw vou sit and gpin;

And, in the pauscs of the wind,
Sometimes I heard you sing withiny

Sometimes your shadow cross'd the blind.
At last you rose and moved the light,

And the long shadow of the chair
Flitted acrass mto the night,

And all the casement darken’d there.

But when at last I dared to speak,
The lanes, you know, wers whito with may,
Your ripe lips moved not, but your check
Flush’d hke the coming of the day;
And so it was—half-sly, half-shy,
You would, and would not, Lttlo one?
Although I pleaded tendcrly,
And you and I wero all alone.

And slowly was my mother brought
To yield consent to my desire :
She wish’d me happy, but she thought
I might have look’d a little higher;
And I was young—too young to wed:
¢ Yet must I love her for your sake;
Go fotch your Alice here,” she said :
Her oyelid quiver'd as she spako.
And down I went to fetch my brido:
But, Alice, you were 1ll at case;
This dress and that by turns you tued,
Too fearful that you should not please.
1 loved you better for your fears,
I knew you could not look but well;
And dews, that would have fal'n in tears,
1 kiss'd away before they fell,

I watch'd tho littls flutterings,
The doubt my mother would not seo;
She spoke at large of many things,
And at the last she spoke of me;
And turning look’d upon your face,
As near this door you sat apart,
And rose, and, with 3 silent graco
Approaching, press'd you heart to heart.
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THE MILLER’S DAUGHTER

Ah, well—but sing the foolish song
1 gave you, Alice, on the day
When, arm in arm, we went along,
A pensive pair, and you were gay
With bridal flowers—that I may seem,
As in the nights of old, to lie
Beside the mill-wheel in the stream,
While those full chestnuts whisper by.

It is the miller's daughter, -
And she is grown so dear, so dear,
That I would be the jewel
That trembles at her ear:
For hid in ringlets day and night,
P’d touch her neck so warm and white.

And I would be the girdle
About her dainty dainty waist,
And her heart would beat against me,
In sorrow and in rest:
And I should know if it beat right,
T’d clasp it round so close and tight.

And I would be the necklace,

And all day long to fall and rise
Upon her balmy bosom,

VWith her laughter or her sighs,
And I would lie so light, so light,
I scarce should be unclasp’d at night.

A trifle, sweet ! which true love spells—
True love interprets—right alone.
His light upon the letter dwells,
For all the spirit is his own.
So, if I waste words now, in truth
You must blame Love. His early rage
Had force to make me rhyme in youth,
And makes me talk too much in age.

And now those vivid hours are gone,
Like mine own life to me thou art,
Where Past and Present, wound in one,
Do make a garland for the heart :

So sing that other song I made,
Half-anger’d with my happy lot,
The day, when in the chestnut shade
I found the blue Forget-me-not.
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The lizard, with his shadow on the stone,
Rests like a shadow, and the cicala sleeps.
The purple flowers droop : the golden bee
Is lily-cradled : I alone awake.

My eyes are full of tears, my heart of love,
My heart is breaking, and my eyes are dim,
. And I am all .aweary of my life.

¢ O mother Ida, many-fountain’d Ida,
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere 1 die. :
Hear me O Earth, hear me O Hills, O Caves
That house the cold crown’d snake ! O mountain brooks,
I am the daughter of a River-God,
Hear me, for I will speak, and build up all
My sorrow with my song, as yonder walls
Rose slowly to a music slowly breathed,
A cloud that gather’d shape: for it may be
That, while I speak of it, a little while
My heart may wander from its-deeper wae.

¢ O mother Ida, many-fountain’d Ida,
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die.
1 waited underneath the dawning hills,
Aloft the mountain lawn was dewy-dark,
And dewy-dark aloft the mountain pine :
Beautiful Paris, evil-hearted Paris,
Leading a jet-black goat white-horn’d, white-hooved,
Came up from reedy Simois all alone.

* O mother Ida, hearken ere I die.
Far-off the torrent call’d me from the cleft:
Far up the solitary morning smote
The streaks of virgin snow. With down-dropt eyes
-I sat alone: white-breasted like a star
Fronting the dawn he moved; a leopard skin
Droop’d from his shoulder, but his sunny hair
Cluster_’d about his temples like 2 God’s;
And his cheek brighten’d as the foam-bow brightens
When the wind blows the foam, and all my heart
Went forth to embrace him coming ere he came.

* Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I dje.

H? smiled, and opening out his milk-white palm
Disclosed a fruit of pure Hesperian gold,
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, That smelt ambrogially, and while I Iovk'd
And Isten’d, the full-flowing river of specch
Came down upon my heart.

¢“ My own Oenone,
Beautiful-brow’d Oenone, my own soul,
Behold this fruit, whose gleaming rind ingrav’n
¢ For the most fair,” would secem to award it thine,
As lovelier than whatever Oread haunt
The knolls of Ida, loveliest in all grace
Of movement, and the charm of married brows.”

‘ Dear mother Ida, bearken ere 1 die.
He prest the blossom of his lips to mino,
And added * This was cast upon tho board,
When all the full-faced presenco of the Gods
Ranged in the halls of Peleus; whereupon
Rose feud, with question unto whom *twere due -
But light-foot Iris brought 1t yester-eve,
Delivering, that to me, by common voice
Elected umpire, Heré comes to-day,
Pallas and Aphrodite, claiming each
This meed of fairest. Thou, within the cave
Behind yon whispering tuft of oldest pine,
Mayst well behold them unbeheld, unheard
Hear all, and see thy Paris judge of Gods™

‘ Dear mother Ida, hearken cre I die.
Tt was the decp midnoon . one sivery cloud
Had lost his way between the pmey sides
Of this long glen. Then to the bower they came,
Naked they came to that smooth-swarded bower,
And at their feet the crocus brake hike fire,
Violet, amaracus, and asphodel,
Lotos and lilies : and a wind arose,
And overhead the wandering ivy and vine,
This way and that, in many a wild festoon
Ran riot, garlanding the gnarled boughs
With bunch and berry and flower thro’ and thro’,

O mother Ida, hearken ere I die.
On the tree-tops a crested peacock ht,
And o’er him flow'd a golden cloud, and lean’d
Upon him, slowly dropping fragrant dew.
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Then first I heard the voice of her, to whom
Coming thro’ Heaven, like a light that grows
Larger and clearer, with one mind the Gods
Rise up for reverence. She to Paris made
Proffer of royal power, ample rule

Unquestion’d, overflowing revenue

Wherewith to embellish state, *from many a vale
And river-sunder'd champaign clothed with corn,
Or lahour’d mines undrainable of ore.

Honour,” she said, ““and homage, tax and toll,
From many an inland town and haven large,
Mast-throng’d heneath her shadowing citadel

In glassy bays among her tallest towers.”

‘0 mother Ida, hearken ere I die.
Still she spake on and still she spake of power,
* Which in all action is the end of all;
Power fitted to the season; wisdom-bred
And throned of wisdom~—from all neighbour crowns
Alliance and allegiance, till thy hand
Fail from the sceptre-staff. Such boon from me,
From me, Heaven’s Queen, Paris, to thee king-born,
A shepherd all thy life but yet king-born, °
Should come most welcome, seeing men, in power
Only, are likest gods, who have attain’d
Rest in a happy place and quiet seats
Above the thunder, with undying bliss
In knowledge of their own supremacy.”

* Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die,
She ceased, and Paris held the costly fruib
Out at arm’s-length, so much the thought of power
Flatter’d his spirit; but Pallas where she stood
S?mewha,t apart, her clear and bared limbs
Q’erthwarted with the brazen-headed spear
Upon her pearly shoulder leaning cold,
The while, above, her full and earnest eye
Over her snow-cold breast and angry cheek -
Kept watch, waiting decision, made reply.

f ¢ Self-reverence, self-knowledge, self-control,
These three alone lead life to sovereign power.



OENONE 71

Yet not for power (power of hersclf

Would come uncall’d for), but to hive by law,
Acting the law we live by without fear;
And, because right is right, to follow right
Were wisdom in the scorn of consequence.”

* Dear mother Ida, hearken cre I die.
Again she said : *I woo thee not with gifts,
Sequel of guerdon could not alter me
To fairer. Judge thou me by what I am,
So shalt thou find me fairest.

Yet, indeed,

If gazing on divinity disrobed .
Thy mortal eyes are frail to judge of fair,
Unbiass’d by sclf-profit, oh! rest thee suro
That I shall love thee well and cleave to thee,
So that my vigour, wedded to thy blood,
Shall strike within thy pulses, like a God’s,
To push thee forward thro’ a life of shocks,
Dangers, and deeds, until endurance grow
Smew’d with action, and the full-grown wili,
Circled thro* all experiences, pure law,
Commeasure perfect freedom.”

‘ Hero she ceased,
And Paris ponder’d, and I cried, *“ O Paris,
Give it to Pallas1” but ho heard me not,
Or hearing would not hear me, woo is mo !

‘0 mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida,
Dear mother Ida, hearken erc I die.
Idalian Aphrodite beautiful,
Fresh as the foam, new-bathed in Paphian wells,
With rosy slender fingers backward drew
From her warm brows and bosom her deep hair
Ambrosial, golden round her lucid throat
And shoulder : from the violets her light foot
Shone rosy-white, and o’er her rounded form
Between the shadows of the vine-bunches
Tloated the glowing sunlights, 83 she moved,

* Dear mother Ida, heatken ere I die.
Ske with a subtle smile 1n her mild eyes,
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The herald of her triumph, drawing nigh
Hali-whisper’d in his ear, I promise thee ,

The fairest and most loving wife in Greece,”

She spoke and laugh’d: I shut my gight for fear:
But when I look’d, Paris had raised his arm,

And I beheld great Heré’s angry eyes,

As she withdrew into the golden cloud,

And I was left alone within the hower;

And from that time to this I am alone,

And I shall be alone until I die.

¢ Yet, mother Ida, hearken ere I die.
Fairest—why fairest wife ? am I not fair ?
My love hath told me $o a thousand times.
.Methinks I must be fair, for yesterday,
When I past by, a wild and wanton pard,
Eyed like the evening star, with playful tail
Crouch’d fawning in the weed. Most loving is she?
Ah me, my mountain shepherd, that my arms
Were wound, about thee, and my hot lips prest
Close, close to thine in that quick-falling dew
Of fruitful kisses, thick as Autumn rains
Flash in the pools of whirling Simois.

* O mother, hear me yet before I die.
They came, they cut away my tallest pines,
My dark tall pines, that plumed the craggy ledge
High over the blue gorge, and all between - ‘
The snowy peak and snow-white cataract
Foster'd the callow eaglet—from beneath
Whose thick mysterious boughs in the dark morn
The panther’s roar came muffled, while I sat
Low in the valley. Never, never more
Shall Jone Oenone see the morning mist
Sweep thro’ them; never see them overlaid
With narrow moon-lit slips of silver cloud,
Between the loud stream and the trembling stars.

* O _mother, hear me yet before I die.
I wish that somewhere in the ruin’d folds,
Among the fragments tumbled from the glens,
Or the dry thickets, I could meet with her,
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The Abominable, that uninvited came

Into the fair Pelefan banquet-ball,

And cast the golden fruit upon the board,

And bred this change; that I might speak my mind,
And tell her to her face how much I hate

Her presence, hated both of Gods and men,

‘O mother, hear me yet before I die,
Hath he not sworn hs love a thousand times,
In this green valley, under this green hill,
Ev’n on this hand, and sitting on this stone ?
Seal’d it with kisses ? water'd it with tears ?
O happy tears, and how unlke to these!
O happy Heaven, how canst thou see my face ?
O happy earth, how canst thou bear my weight ?
O death, death, death, thou ever-floating cloud,
There are enough unhappy on this earth,
Pass by the happy souls, that love to live:
I pray thee, pass before my light of life,
And shadow all my soul, that I may die.
Thou weighest heavy on the heart within,
Weigh heavy on my eyelids: let me die.

*0 mother, hear me yet before I die
I will not die alone, for fiery thoughts
Do shape themselves within me, more and more,
Whereof I catch the issue, as I hear
Dead sounds at night come from the inmost hills,
Like footsteps upon wool. I dimly sce
My far-off doubtful purpose, as a mother
Conjectures of the features of her child
Ere 1t is born: her child !—a shudder comes
Across me : never child be born of me,
Unblest, to vex me with his father’s eyes!

“0 mother, hear me yet before I die,
Hear me, O earth. I wil not die alone,
Lest their shrill happy laughter come to me
Walking the cold and starless road of Death
Uncomforted, leaving my ancient love
With the Greek woman. I will rise and
Down into Troy, and ere the stars come forth

D3
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Talk with the wild Cassandra, for she says
A fire dances before her, and a sound
Rings ever in her éars of armed men,
What this may be I know not, but I know

That, wheresoe’er I am by night and daj,r,
All earth and air seem only burning fire.

THE SISTERS

Wx were two daughters of one race:
She was the fairest in the face:

The wind is blowing in turret and tree.
They were together, and she fell ;
Therefore revenge became me well. -

O the Earl was fair to see!

She died: she went to burning flame :
She mix’d her ancient blood with shame.

The wind is howling in turret and tree.
Whole weeks and months, and early and late,
To win his love I lay in wait:

O the Earl was fair to see!

T made a feast; I bad him come;
I won his love, I brought him. home.
The wind is roaring in turret and tree.
And after supper, on a bed, '
Upon my lap he laid his head :
O the Earl was fair to seec!

I kiss’d his eyelids into rest:
His ruddy cheek upon my breast.
The wind is raging in turret and tree.
I hated him with the hate of hell,
But I loved his beauty passing well.
O the Earl was fair to see!

I rose up in the silent night:
I made my dagger sharp and bright.
The wind is raving in turret and tree.
As half-asleep his breath he drew,
Three times I stabb’d him thro’ and thro’.
Q the Earl was fair to see !
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1 cwr?'d and ¢ comb’d lus comely head-
He \ook’d 80 gmnd en he was ead.
The wind 8 plowing in turret nnd tree.
1 wraph h\s body in the shee!
‘And laid him at his mother’s {cct

O the Earl was fair to seo’

TO —
wITH THE FOLLOWING FOEM

1 sEXD you here a sort of allegoTys
(For you will understand{ ity of 2 soul,

t
That did love Beauty only: (Beauty seeht
In all varicties of mould and mund)

And Knowledge for 1t beauty > or 1f Good,

Good only for its beatt y, seeing I

That Beautys Good, & Knowledgc, are three ssters
That doat upon ea ach ot\xet, fnends to man,

Tiving together under the 53108

‘And never car o sunder'd Wlthout tears,

And he that shuts Love out, in turd shal\ e

Shut ont ir m Love, and on her thresl’\old lie

Was n

Moulded by (od, and temper ~d with the tears
Of angels to the peﬁcct shape of man

. /FHE PALACE OF ABT

1 pomLe WY S soul 8 ilordly plensme-housa,

1 sai 'd ‘0 Sou\ make mcrry and carouse,

A huge crag; platior cth as purnish’d brass,

1 chose. The ranged mmparts bright

From 1eve\ meadow-bases of deep grass
Suddenty scal led the light.
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Thereon I built it firm. Of ledge or shelf
The rock rose clear, or winding stair,
My soul would live alone unto herself
In ler high palace there.

And ¢ while the world runs round and round,’ I said,
‘ Reign thou apart, a quiet king, i
Still as, while Saturn whirls, his steadfast shade
Sleeps on his luminous ring.’ :

To which my soul made answer readily .
‘ Trust me, in bliss I shall abide
In this great mansion, that is built for me,
So royal-rich and wide.

Four courts I made, Bast, West and South and North,
In each a squared lawn, wherefrom
The golden gorge of dragons spouted forth
A flood of fountain-foam.

And round the cool green courts there ran a row
Of cloisters, branch’d like mighty woods,
Echoing all night to that sonorous flow
Of spouted fountain-floods.

Aund round the roofs a gilded gallery
That lent broad verge to distant lands,
Far as the wild swan wings, to where the sky
Dipt down to sea and sands.

From those four jets four currents in one swell
Across the mountain stream’d below
In misty folds, that floating as they fell
Lit up a torrent-bow.

And high on every peak a statue scem’d
To hang on tiptoe, tossing up
A cloud of incense of all odour steam’d
From out a golden cup,

So_that she thought, ¢ And who shall gaze upon
My palace with unblinded oyes,
While this great bow will waver in the sun
And that sweet incense rise ?° h
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For that sweet incense rose and never fail'd,
And, while day sank or mounted higher,
The light agrial gallery, golden-rail'd,
Burnt like a fringe of fire,

Likewise the deep-set windows, stain’d and traced,
Would seem slow-flaming crimson fires
From shadow’d grots of arches interlaced,
And tipt with frost-like spires.
Full of long-sounding cornidors it was,
That over-vaulted grateful gloom,
Thro’ which the livelong day my =oul did pass,
Well-pleased, from room to room.

Full of great rooms and small the palace stood,
All various, each a perfect whole
From hyving Nature, fit for every mood
And change of my sl soul

For some were hung with arras green and blue,
Showing & gaudy summer-morn,
Where with pufPd cheek the belted hunter blew
His wreathed bugle-hor.

One seem'’d all dark and red—a tract of sand,
And some one pacing there alone,
Who paced for ever 1n & ghmmering land,
Lat with a low large moon.

One show’d an iron coast and angry waves.
You seem’d to hear them climb and fall
And roar rock-thwarted under bellowing caves

Beneath the windy wall

And one, a full-fed river winding slow
By herds upon an endless plain, N
The ragged rims of thunder brooding 16w,

With shadow-streaks of rain.

And one, the reapers at their sultry toil,
In front they bound the sheaves. Behind
Were realms of upland, prodigal in oil,
And hoary to the wind,
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And one, a foreground black with stones and slags,
Beyond, a line of heights, and higher :
All barrd with long white cloud the scornful crags,

And highest, snow and fire.

And one, an English home—grey twilight pour’d
On dewy pastures, dewy' trees, :
Softer than sleep—all things in order. stored,
A haunt of ancient Peace.

Nor these alone, but every landscape fair,
As fit for every mood of mind, '
Or gay, or grave, or sweet, or stern, was there,
Not less than truth design’d.

Or the maid-mother by a crucifix,
In tracts of pasture sunny-warm,
Beneath branch-work of costly sardonyx
Sat smiling, babe in arm.

Or in a clear-wall’d city on the sea,
Near gilded organ-pipes, her hair
Wound with white roses, slept St. Cecily ;
An angel look’d at her.

Or thronging all one porch of Paradise,
A group of Houris bow’d to see
The dying Islamite, with hands and eyes
That said, We wait for thee.

Or mythic Uther’s deeply-wounded son
In some fair space of sloping greens
Lay, dozing in the vale of Avalon,
And watch’d by weeping queens.

Or hollowing one hand against his ear,
To list a foot-fall, ere he saw

The wood-nymph, stay’d the Ausonian king to hear
Of wisdom and of law.

Or over hills with peaky tops engrail’d,
And many a tract of palm and rice,
The throne of Indian Cama slowly sail'd

A summer fann’d with spice.
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Or sweet Europa’s mantle blew unclasp’d,
From off her shoulder backward borne:
From one hand droop’d & crocus: one hand grasp’d
The mild bull’s golden horn.

Or else flush'd Ganymede, his rosy thigh
Half-buried in the Eagle’s down,
Bole as a flying star shot thro’ the sky
Above the pillard town.

Nor these alone : but every legend fair
Yhich the supreme Caucasian mind
Carved out of Nature for itself, was there,
Not less than life, design'd.

Then in the towers I placed great bells that swung,
Moved of themselves, with elver sound s
And with choice paintings of wisc men I hung
The royal dais round.

For there was Milton hke a seraph strong,
Beside him Shakespeare bland and muld ;
And there the world-worn Dante grasp’d his song,
And somewhat grimly smiled.

And there tho Yonian father of the rest;
A million wrinkles carved Ius skin ;
A bundred winters snow’d upon his breast,
From cheek and throat and clun. N

Above, the fair hall-ceiling stately-set
Many an arch high up did nft,
And angels nsing and descending met
With interchange of guft. -

Below wag all mosaic choicely plann’d
With cycles of the human ‘tale
f this wide world, the times of every land
Bo wrought, they will not farl.

The people here, a beast of burden slow,
Toi’d onward, prick’d with goads and stings;
Hero play’d, a tiger, rolling to and fro
The heads and crowns of kings;
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Here roge, an athlete, strong to break or bind
All force in bonds that might endure, ]
And here once more like some sick man declined

And trusted any cure.

But over these she trod : and those great bells
Began to chime. She took her throne:
She sat betwixt the shining Oriels,
To sing her songs alone.

And thro’ the topmost Oriels’ colonr’d flame
Two godlike faces gazed below ;
Plato the wise, and large-brow'd Verulam,
The first of those who know.

And all those names, that in their motion were
Full-welling fountain-heads of change,
Betwixt the slender shafts were blazon’d fair
In diverse raiment strange :

Thro’ which the lights, rose, amber, emerald, blue,
Flush’d in her temples and her eyes,

And from her lips, as morn from Memnon, drew
Rivers of meladies.

No nightingale delighteth to prolong
Her low preamble all alone,

More than my soul to hear her echo’d song
. Throb thro’ the ribbed stone;

Singing and murmuring in her feastful mirth,
Joying to feel herself alive,

Lord over Nature, Lord of the visible earth,
Lord gf the senses five ;

Communing with herself : ¢ All these are mine,

, .And let: the waorld have peace or wars,

Tis one to me.’ She—when young night divine
Crown'd dying day with stars,

Mak'ing. sweeb close of his delicious toilg—
Lit light in wreaths and anadems,
And pure quintessences of precious oils
In hollow’d moons of gems,
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To mimic heaven; and clapt her hands and cried,
1 marvel if my still dehght
In this great house so royal-rich, and wide,
Be flatter’d to the hLeight,

‘O all things fair to sate my various eyes !
O shapes and hues that pleass me well!
O silent faces of the Great and Wise,
My Gods, with whom I dwelll

* 0 God-like isolation which art mine,
T can but count thee perfect gain,
What time I watch the darkening droves of swine
That range on yonder plain,

‘In filthy sloughs they roll a prurient skin,
They graze and wallow, breed and sleep; -
And oft some brainless devil enters in,
And drives them to the deep.

Then of the moral instinct would she prate,
And of the rising from the dead,
As hers by right of full-accomplish’d Fato;
And at the last she said :

‘1 take possession of man’s mind and deed.
I care not what the sects may brawl
I sit as God holding no form of creed,
But contemplating ol

Full oft tho riddle of the painful earth
Flash’d thro’ ber as she sat alone,
Yet not the less held she her solemn mirth,
And intellectual throne.

And so she throve and prosper’d : so three years
She prosper’d : on the fourth she fell,
Like Herod, when the shout was in his ears,
Struck thro’ with pangs of hell,

Lest she should fail and perish utterly,
, before whom ever he bare
The abysmal deeps of Personality,
Plagued her with sore despair.
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Here rose, an athlete, strong to break or bind
All force in bonds that might endure, )
And here once more like some sick man declined

And trusted any cure.

But over these she trod: and those great bells
Began to chime. She took her throne:
She sat betwixt the shining Oriels,
To sing her songs alone.

And thro’ the topmost Oriels’ colour'd fame
Two godlike faces gazed below ;
Plato the wise, and large-brow’d Verulam,
The first of those who know.

And all those names, that in their motion were
Full-welling fountain-heads of change,
Betwixt the slender shafts were blazon’d fair
In diverse raiment strange :

Thro’ which the lights, rose, amber, emerald, blue,
Flush’d in her temples and her eyes,

And from her lips, as morn from Memnon, drew
Rivers of melodies.

No nightingale delighteth to prolong
Her low preamble all alone,

More than my soul to hear her echo’d song
. Throb thro’ the ribbed stone ;

Singing and murmuring in her feastful mirth,
Joying to feel herself alive,

Lord over Nature, Lord of the visible earth,
Lord of the senses five;

Communing with herself : ¢ All these are mine,

, And let the world have peace or wars,

Tis one to we’ She—when young night divine
Crown’'d dying day with stars,

Making sweet close of his delicious toilsg—
Lit light in wreaths and anadems,
And pure quintessences of precious oils
In hollow’d moons of gems,
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1 mimic heaven; and clapt her hands and cricd,
+1 marvel if my still delight
1a this great house o roynlrich, and wido,
Be fiatter'd to the height,

¢ all things fair to sate my various cyes!
0 shapes and bues that please me well !
0 silent faces of the Great and Wise,
My Gods, with whom I dwellt

+0 God-like isolation which art mine,
T can but count thee perfect gawn,
That timge 1 watch the darkening droves of swine
That range on youder plain.

*In flthy doughs they roll & prurient skin,
They graze ard wailow, breed ard sleep,
Ard oft some braizless devil exters in,
Ard drives them to tke deep.)”

Then of the moral Detieet wold sbe prate,
Aud of the riing from the dead,
Asbers by rickt of flacesmzlob'd Fate ;
Ard 2t the last sbe said
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THE MAY QUEEN

You must wake and call me early, call me early, mother
dear ;

To-morrow ’ill be the happiest time of all the glad
New-year ;

Of all the glad New-year, mother, the maddest merriest
day ;

For T'm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, ’'m to be
Queen o’ the May.

There’s many a black black eye, they say, but none so
bright as mine ;

There 's Margaret and Mary, there ’s Kate and Caroline : .

But none so- fair as little Alice in all the land they say,

So I'm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’'m to be Queen
0’ the May. :

T sleep so sound all night, mother, that I shall never
wake,

If you do not call me loud whe : -

n the day begins to break :

But I must gather knots of flowers azld %uds and gar-
lands gay, ’

For 'm to be Queen o’ th ,
- 0 the May. e May, mother, I'm to be Queen

‘éi tIRco&l;Iil: lgp the valley whom think ye should I see,

He thought Aning on the bridge beneath the hazel-tree 7

f :
yesterda,;,i __that sharp look, mother, I gave him

But I s
oplt.}gz bﬁ& een o’ the May, mother, T’'m to be Queen

He thought T wag a ' i

a8 a ghost, mother, for T was all in white,
%nhgylc;?lnrkg elrlﬁfl.‘fﬂ;‘@ ut speaking, like a flash of light.
For I'm to bl\j[ Queene(?; t}ig’h}f:t I care not what they say,

¥, mother, I’m to be Queen
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They say he ’s dying all for love, but that can never be :

They say his heart is breaking, mother—what is that
to me ?

There ’s many a bolder lad "1ll woo me any summer day,

And I'm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I'm to be
Queen o’ the May,

Little Effie shall go with me to-morrow to the green,
And you'll be there, too, mother, to see me made the

Queen ;
For the shepherd lads on every side ‘il come from far

away,
And I'm to be Queen o the May, mother, I'm to be
Queen o’ the May.

The honeysuckle round the porch has wov'n its wavy

owers,
And by the meaciow-trenches blow the faint sweet cuckoo-
flowers ; .
And the wild marsh-mangold shines like fire in swamps
and hollows grey,
And I'm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I'm to be
Queen o* the May.

The night-winds come and go, mother, upon the meadow-

grass,

And the happy stars above them seem to brighten as
they pass;

There will not be a drop of rain the whole of the livelong

day,
And T'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm to be
Queen o' the May.

All the valley, mother, "ill be fresh and green and stll,

And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all the hull,

And the rivulet in the flowery dale ’ill mernly glance
and play,

For I'm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be Queen
o the May.

So you must wake and call me early, call me early,
mother dear,

To-morrow "ill be the happiest time of all the glad New-
year:
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CHORIC SONG

I

There is sweet music here that softer falls

Than petals from blown roses on the grass,

Or night-dews on still waters between walls

Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass;

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies,

Than tir'd eyelids upon tir’d eyes ; .

Music that brings sweet sleep down from tho blissful
gkies.

Here are cool mosses deep,

And thro’ the moss the ivies creep,

And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep,

And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep.

I1

Why are we weigh'd upon with heaviness,

And utterly consumed with sharp distress,
While all things else have rest from weariness ?
All things have rest : why should we toil alone,
We ouly toil, who are the first of things,

And make perpetual moan,

Still from one sorrow to another thrown :

Nor ever fold our wings,

And cease from wanderings, )
Nor steep our brows in slumber’s holy balm; -
Nor hearken what the inner spirit sings,

* There is no joy but calm!’

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of things ?

I

Lo! in the middle of the wood,

The folded leaf is woo’d from out the bud
With winds upon the branch, and there
Grows green and broad, and takes no care,
Sun-steep’d at noon, and in the moon
Nightly dew-fed ; and turning yellow

Falls, and floats adown the ajr.

Lo! sweeten’d with the summer light,

The full-juiced apple, waxing over-mellow,
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Drops in o silent autumn night.

All 1ts allotted length of days,

The flower ripens in its place,

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil,
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil,

v
Hateful is the dark-blue sky,
Vaulted oer the dark-blue sea.
Death is the end of life; ah, why
Should life all labour be ?
Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast,
And in o little while our lips are dumb.
Let us alone. What 1s it that will last ?
All things are taken from us, and become
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past.
Let us alone.  What pleasure can we have
To war with evil? Is there any peace
1n ever climbing up the climbing wave ?
All things have rest, and ripen toward the grave
In silence ; ripen, fall and cease :
Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful case.

v

Horw sweet it were, hearing the downward stream,
With half-shut eyes ever to scem
Falling asleep in ‘a half-dream }
To dream and dream, like yonder amber light,
Which will not leave tho myrrh-bush on the height ;
To hear each other’s whisper'd speech ;
Eating the Lotos day by day,
To wateh the crisping ripples on the beach,

d tender curving lines of creamy spray;
To lend our hearts and spirits wholly
To the infl of mild.minded melancholy ;
To muse and brood and live again in memory,
With those old faces of our infancy
Heapd over with s mound of grass,
Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass!

vi
Dear is the memory of our wedded lives,
And dear the last embraces of our wives
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Corpses across the threshold ; heroes tall
Dislodging pinnacle and parapet

Upon the tortoise creeping to the wall ;
Lances in ambush set;

And high shrine-doors burst thro’ with heated blasts
That run before the fluttering tongues of fire ;
White surf wind-scatter’d over sails and masts,
And ever climbing higher ;

Squadrons and squares of men in brazen plates,
Scaffolds, still sheets of water, divers woes,

Ranges of glimmering vaults with iron grates,
And hush’d seraglios.

So shape chased shape as swift as, when to land
Bluster the winds and tides the self-same way,.
Crisp foam-flakes scud along the level sand,
Torn from the fringe of spray.

T started once, or seem’d to start in pain,
Resolved on noble things, and strove to speak,

As when a great thought strikes along the brain,
And flushes all the cheek.

And once my arm was lifted to hew down
A cavalier from off his saddle-how,

That bore a lady from a leaguer’d town ;
And then, 1 know not how,

All those sharp fancies, by down-lapsing thought
Stream’d onward, lost their edges, and did creep

Roll'd on each other, rounded, smooth’d, and brought
Into the gulfs of sleep.

At last methought that I had wander’d far
In an old wood : fresh-wasl’d in coolest dew,
The maiden splendours of the morning star
Shook in the steadfast blue.

Enormous elm-tree-boles did stoop and lean

Upon the dusky brushwood underneath
Their broad curved branches, fledged with clearest green,
New from its silken sheath. )
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The dim red morn had died, her journey done,

And ‘with dead lips smiled at the twilight plain,
Half-fall'n across the threshold of the sun,

Never to rise again.

There was no motion in the dumb dead air,
Not any song of bird or sound of rill ;

Gross darkness of the inner sepulchre

. Is not so deadly still

As that wide forest. Growths of jasmine turn’d
Their humid arms festooning tree to tree,

And at the root thro' lush green grasses burn'd
The red anemone,

I kmew the flowers, I knew the leaves, I knew
The tearful glimmer of the languid dawn

On those long, rank, dark wood-walks drench’d in dew,
Leading from lawn to lawn.

The smell*of violets, hidden in the green,
Pour’d back into my empty soul and frame

The times when I remember to have been
Joyful and free from blame.

And from within me a clear under-tone

Thrill’d thro’ mine ears in that unblissful elime,
* Pass freely thro’ : the wood is all thine own,

Until the end of time.’

At length I saw a lady within call,

Stiller than chisell’d marble, standing there;
A daughter of the gods, divinely tall,

And most divinely fair.

Her loveliness with shame and with surpriso

Froze my swift specch : she turning on my face
The star-like sorrows of immortal eyes,

Spoke slownly in her place.

‘I had great beauty : ask thou not my name
No one can be more wise than destiny.
Many drew swords and died Where’er I came

I brought calamity.
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“No marvel, sovereign lady : in fair field -
Myself for such a face had boldly ’dled,’
I answer'd free; and turning I appeal'd
To one that stood beside.

But she, with sick and scornful looks averse,
To her full height her stately stature draws;
¢ My youth,’ she said, ‘ was blasted with a curse:
This woman was the cause.

¢ T was cub off from hope in that sad place, -

Which yet to name my spirit loathes and fears :
My father held his hand upon his face ;

I, blinded with my tears,

¢ 8till strove to speak : my voice was thick with sighs
As in a dream. Dimly T could descry

The stern black-bearded kings with wolfish eyes,
Waiting to see me die.

* The high masts flicker’d as they lay afloat ;=
The crowds, the temples, waver'd, and the shore;
The bright death quiver’d at the vietim’s throats
Touch’d ; and I knew no more.’

Whereto the other with a downward brow :
* T would the white cold heavy-plunging foam,

Whirl'd by the wind, had roll’d me deep below,
Then when I left my home. .

Her slow full words sank thro’ the silence drear,
As thunder-drops fall on a sleeping sea :

Sudden I heard a voice that cried, * Come here,
That T may look on thee.

1 turning saw, throned on a flowery rise,
One sitting on a crimson scarf unroll’d ;

A queen, with swarthy cheeks and bold black eyes,
Brow-bound with burning gold. .

She,‘ﬂashing forth a haughty smile, began :

govern’d men by change, and so 1 sway'd
All moods. Tis long since I have seen a man.
Once, like the moon, I made :
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* The ever-shifting currents of the blood
According to my humour ebb and flow.

I have no men to govern in this wood :
That makes my only woe.

¢ Nay—yet it chafes me that I could not bend
One will; nor tame and tutor with mine oye

That dull cold-blooded Caesar. Prythee, friend,
Where is Mark Antony ?

¢ The man, my lover, with whom I rode sublime
On Fortune's neck : wo sat as God by God :
The Nilus would have risen before his time
And “flooded at our nod.

‘ We drank the Libyan Sun to sleep, and It
Lamps which outburn’d Canopus. O my life
In Egypt! O the dalliance and the wit,
The flattery and the strife,

¢ And the wild kiss, when fresh from war’s alarms.
My Hercules, my Roman Antony,

My mailed Bacchus leapt into my arms,
Contented there to dio!

¢ And there he died : and when I heard my name
Sigh’d forth with life I would not brook my fear
Of the other : with a worm I baik'd his fame.
What else was left ? ‘look herc !’

{With that she tore her robe apart, and half
e polish’d argent of her breast to sight -
Laid bare, Thereto she pointed with a laugh,
Showing the aspick’s bite.}

“I died & Queen. The Roman soldier found
Me lying dead, my crown about my brows,

A name for ever I—lying robed and crown’d,
Worthy & Roman spouse.”

Her warbling voice, a lyre of widest range

Struck by all passion, did fall down and glance
From tone to tone, and glided thro’ all chango

Of liveliest utterance.
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When she made pause I knew not for delight ;
Because with sudden motion from the ground

She raised her piercing orbs, and fil’d with light
The interval of sound.

Still with their fires Love tipt his keenest darts;
As once they drew into two burning rings

All beams of Love, melting the mighty hearts
Of captains and of kings.

Slowly my sense undazzled. Then I heard

A noise of some one coming thro’ the lawn,
And singing clearer than the crested bird,

That claps his wings.at dawn.

¢ The torrent brooks of hallow’d Israel
Trom craggy hollows pouring, late and soon,
Sound all night long, in falling thro’ the dell, °
Far-heard beneath the moon.

¢ The balmy moon of blessed Israel

Floods all the deep-blue gloom with beams divine :
All night the splinter’d crags that wall the dell

With spires of silver shine.)

As one that museth where broad sunshine laves
The lawn by some cathedral, thro' the door
Hearing the holy organ rolling waves
Of sound on roof and floor

Within, and anthem sung, is charm’d and tied

To where he stands,—so stood I, when that flow
Of music left the lips of her that died

To save her father’s vow ;

The daughter of the warrior Gileadite,
A maiden pure; as when she went along

From Mizpeh’s tower'd gate with welcome light
With timbrel and \\gith song. .

My wo7r_ds leapt forth : ¢ Heaven heads the count of crimes
) With that wild oath.” She render’'d answer high :
Not 50, nor once alone ; a thousand times
I svould be born and die.
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¢ Bingle I grew, like some green plant, whose root
Creeps to the garden water-pipes beneath,

Feeding the flower; but ere my flower to fruit
Changed, I was ripe for death,

¢ My God, my land, my father—these did move
Mo from my bliss of hife, that Nature gave,

Lowerd softly with o threefold cord of love
Down to a silent grave.

* And I went mourning, “ No fair Hebrew boy
Shall smile away my maiden blame among

The Hebrew mothers ”—emptied of all joy,
Leaving the dance and song,

! Leaving the olive-gardens far below,
Leaving the promise of my bridal bower,

The valleys of grape-loaded vines that glow
Beneath the battled tower.

‘ The Jight white cloud swam over ws. Anon
We heard the lion roaring from his den;

We saw the large white etars rise one by one,
Or, from the darken’d glen,

¢ Baw God divide the night with flying flame,
And thunder on the everlasting hills.

I heard Him, for He spake, and grief became
A solemn scorn of lls.

* When the next moon was roll’d into the sky,
Strength came to me that equall’d my desire,
How beautiful a thing it was to dwe
For God and for my sire!

* It comforts me in this one thought to dwell,
~ That I subdued me to my father’s will ;
Because the kiss he gave me, ero I fell,
Bweetens the spirit still.

¢ Moreover it is written that my race
Hew'd Ammon, hip and thigh, from Arcer
On Arnon unto Minneth.' Hero her face
Glow’d, as I Jook’d st her.

103
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She lock’d her lips : she left me where 1 stood :
“ Glory to God,’ she sang, and past afar,

Thridding the sombre boskage of the wood,
Toward the morning-star.

Losing her carol I stood pensively,

As one that from a casement leans his head, °
When midnight bells cease ringing suddenly,

And the old year is dead. .

“ Alas! alas!’ a low voice, full of care,

Murmur'd beside me: © Turn and look on me:
1 am that Rosamond, whom men call fair,

If what I was I be.

¢ Would T had been some maiden coarse and poor !
O me, that I should ever see the light! -
Those dragon cyes of anger’d Eleanor
Do hunt me, day and night.’

She ceased in fears, fallen from hope and trust:
To whom the Egyptian: ¢ O, you tamely died!
You should have clung to Fulvia’s waist, and thrust
The dagger thro’ her side.

With that sharp sound the white dawn’s creeping beams,
Stol'n to my brain, dissolved the mystery

Of folded sleep. The captain of my dreams
Ruled in the eastern sky.

Morn broaden’d on the borders of the dark,

Ere I saw her, who clasp’d in her last trance
Her murder'd father’s head, or Joan of Are,

A light of ancient France ;

Or her, who knew that Love can vanquish Death,
Who kneeling, with one arm aboub her king,

Drew forth the poisan with her balmy breath,
Sweet as new buds in Spring.

No memory labours longer from the deep
Gold-mines of thought to lift the hidden ore

That glimpses, moving up, than I from sleep
To gather and tell o’er
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Each little sound and sight. With what dull pain
Compass’d, how eagerly I sought to strike
Into that wondrous track of dreams sgain !
But no two dreams are like.

As when a soul laments, which hath been blest,
Desiring what is mingled with past years,
In yeamnings that can never be exprest
By signs or groans or tears;

Because all words, tho’ cull’'d with choicest art,
Failing to give the bitter of the sweet

Wither beneath the palate, and the heart
Faints, faded by its heat.

MARGARET

b4

O swEET pale Margaret,

O rate pale Margaret,
What lit your eyes with tearful power,
Like moonlight on a falling shower ?
Who Ient you, love, your mortal dower

Of pensive thought and aspect pale,

Your melancholy sweet and frail
As perfume of the cuckoo-flower ?
From the westward-winding flood,
From the evening-lighted wood,

From all things outward yon have won
A tearful grace, as tho’ you stood

Between the rainbow and the sun.
The very smile before you speak,
That dimples your transparent cheek,

Encireles all the heart, and feedeth

The senses with a still delight

Of dainty sorrow withont sound,

Like the tender amber round,

Yhich the moon about ber spreadeth,
Boving thro® a fleecy night.
E3
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MARGARET

n
" You love, remaining peacefully,

To hear the murmur of the strife,
But enter not the toil of life.
Your spirit is the calmed sea,
Laid by the tumult of the fight.
You are the evening star, alway
Remaining betwixt dark and bright :
Lull'd echoes of laborious day
Come to you, gleams of mellow light
Float by you on the verge of night.

m
What can it matter, Margaret,
What songs below the waning stars
The lion-heart, Plantagenet,
Sang looking thro” his prison bars ?
Exquisite Margaret, who can tell
The last wild thought of Chatelet,
Just ere the falling axe did part -
The burning brain from the true heart, .
Even in her sight he loved so well ?

v
A fairy shield your Genius made
And gave you on your natal day.
Your sorrow, only sorrow’s shade,
Keeps real sorrow far away.
You move not in' such solitudes,
You are not less divine,
But more human in your moods, -
Than your twin-sister, Adecline.
Your hair is darker, and your eyes:
Toueh’d with a somewhat darker hue,
And less aérially blue,
But ever trembling thro’ the dew
Of dainty~woeful sympathies.

v
O sweet pale Margaret,
O rare pale Margaret,

. Come down, come down, and hear me speak :

Tie up the ringlets on your cheek :
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The blackest files of clanging fight,
And strongly strike<to left and right,
In dreaming of my lady’s eyes.
Oh! Kate loves well the Lold and fierce;
But none are bold enough for Kate,
She cannot find a fitting mate.

SONNET

ON THE RESULT OF THE LATE RUSSIAN INVASION
OF POLAND

How long, O God, shall men be ridden down,
And trampled under by the last aund least

Of men ? The heart of Poland hath not ceased
To quiver, though her sacred blood doth drown
The fields ; and out of every smouldering town
Cries to Thee, lest brute Power be increased,

Till that o’ergrown Barbarian in the East
Trapsgress his ample bound to some new crown :—
Cries to Thee, ¢ Lord, how long shall these things be ?
How long shall the icy-hearted Muscovite

Oppress the region 2° Us, O Just and Good,
Forgive, who smiled when she was torn in three ;
Us, who stand now, when we should aid the right—
A matter to he wept with tears of blood !

SONNET

As when with downcast eyes we muse and brood,
And ebb into a former life, or seem

To lapse far back in a confused dream

To states of mystical similitude ; .

If one but speaks or hems or stirs his chair,

Ever the wonder waxeth more and more,

So that we say, ¢ All this hath been before,

All this kath been, I know not when or where.
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So, friend, when first I look’d upon your face,
Noe v - U7 -otrue,
N ' l. . E L.

Methonght that I had often met with you,

And each had lived in the other’s mind and speech.

THE DEATH OF THE OLD YEAR

FuLL Lknee-deep lies the winter spow,
And the winter winds are wearily sighing :
Toll yo the church-bell sad and slow,
And tread softly and speak low,
For the old year lies a-dying.
Old year, you must not die;
You came to us s0 ,
You lived with us so steadily,
01d year, you shall not die,

He lieth still : he doth not move:

He will not sec the dawn of day.

He hath no other Iife above.

He gave me a friend, and a true true-love,

And’ the New-year will take ’em asay.
Old year, you must net go;
8o long as you have been with us,
Buch joy as you have scen with us,
01d year, you shall not go.

He froth'd his bumpers to the brim;
A jollier year we shall not see.
But tho' his eyes are waxing dim,
And tho’ his foes speak ill of him,
He was a friend to me.
Old year, you shall not die;
We did .s0 Jaugh and ery with you,
DT've half a mind to dre with you,
0ld year, if you must die.
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THE DEATH OF THE OLD YEAR

He was full of joke and jest,

But all his merry quips are o’cr.

To see him die, across the waste

His son and heir doth ride post-haste,

But he’ll be dead before.
Every one for his own.
The night is starry and cold, my friend,
And the New-year blithe and bold, my friend,
Comes up to take his own,

How hard he breathes! over the snow
I heard just now the crowing cock.
The shadows flicker to and fro:
The cricket chirps : the light burns low :
"Tis nearly twelve o’clock.
Shake hands, before you die.
Old year, we’ll dearly rue for you:
What is it we can do for you ?
Speak ont before you die.

His face is growing sharp and thin.

Alack ! our friend is gone.

Close up his eyes: tie up his chin:

Step from the corpse, and let him in

That standeth there alone,
And waiteth at the door.
There ’s & new foot on the floor, my friend,
And a new face at the door, my friend,
A new face at the door.

TO J.8.

THE wind, that beats the mountain, blows
More softly round the open wold,

And gently comes the world to those
That are cast in gentle mould.

And me this knowledge bolder made,
Or else I had not daved to.flow

In these words toward you, and invade
Even with a verse your holy woe.
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*Tis strango that those we lean on most,
Those in whose laps our limbs are nursed,
Fall into shadow, soonest lost :
Those we lovo first are taken first.

God gives us Jove. Something to love

He lends us; but, when love is grown
To ripeness, that on wiuch it throve

Yalls off, and love is left alone.

This js the curse of time. Alas!
In grief I am not all uslearn'd;

Once thro' mino own doors Death did pass;
One went, who nover hath retwrn’d.

He will not smile—~not speak to me

Once more. Two years lus chair i3 seen
Empty before us. That was he

Without whose lifo I had not been.

Your loss is rarer; for this star
Rose with you thro' a little arc

Of heaven, nor having wander'd far
Shot on the sudden into dark,

I knew your brother : his mute dust
I honour and his living werth :

A man more pure and bold and just
Was never born into the earth.

I have not Jook’d upon you mgh,

Sinco that dear soul hath fall'n asleep.
Great Nature 13 more wise than I:

1 will not tell you not to weep.

And tho’ mine own ecyes fill with dew,
Drawn from the spint thro’ the brain,
T will not even preach to you,
* Weep, weeping dulls the inward pain.’

Lot Grief be her own mistress still,
Bhe loveth her own anguish deep

More than much pleasure. Let her will
Be done—to weop or not to weep.
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TO J.8.

I will not say ‘ God’s ordinance * - .
© - Of Death is blown in every wind;*

"Yor that is not a common chance

That takes away a noble mind,

His memory long will live alone
. Tn all our hearts, as mournful light
That broods above the fallen sun,
And dwells in heaven half the night.

Vain solace! Memory standing near
Cast ‘down her eyes, and in her throat
Her voice seem’d distant, and a tear -
Dropt on: the letters as I wrote.

I wrote I know not what. In truth, -
How skould I soothe you anyway,

Who miss the brother of your youth ?
Yet something I did wish to say :

For he too was a friend to me:

Both are my friends, and my true breash
Bleedeth for both; yet it may be ‘

That only silence suiteth best.

Words weaker than your grief would make
Grief more. *Twere hetter I should cease;
Although myself could almost take

The place of him that sleeps in peace.

Sleep sweetly, tender heart, in peace :
Sleep, holy spirit, blessed soul,

While the stars burn, the moons increase,
And the great ages onward roll. .

Sleep till the end, true soul and sweet.

Nothing comes to thee new or strange.
Sleep full of rest from head to feet;

Lie still, dry dust, secure of change.
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ST. AGNES’ EVE
[First published, a5 *5t. Agnes', fa The Keepsake, 1837}

Dere on the convent-roof the snows
Are sparkling to the moon :

My breath to heaven like vapour goes :
May my soul follow soon !

The shadows of the convent-towers
Slant down the snowy sward,

Still creeping with the creeping hours
That lead me to my Lorg:

Make Thou my spirit pure and clear
Asg are the frosty skies,

Or this firat snowdrop of the year
That in my bosom lies.

As theso white robes are soil'd and dark,
To yonder shining ground ;

As this pale taper’s earthly spark,
To yonder argent round ;

So shows my soul before the Lamb,
My spirit before Thee ;

Bo in mine earthly house Y am,
To that I hope to be.

Break up the heavens, O Lord ! and far,
Thro* all yon starhight keen,

Draw me, thy bride, a ghttering star,
In raiment white and clean.

He lifts me to the golden doors;
Tho flashes come and go;

Al heaven bursts her starry floors,
And strows her lights below,

And deepens on and up ! the gates
Roll back, and far within

Yor me the Heavenly Bridegroom waits,
To make me pure of sin.

The sabbaths of Eternity,
One sabbath deep and wide—

A light upon the shining sea—
The Bridegroom with his bride !



" POEMS

[First published 1842.]

LADY CLARA VERE DE VERE

Lapy Clara Vere de Vere,
Of me you shall not win renown : |
You thought to break a country heart
For pastime, ere you went to town.
At me you smiled, but unbeguiled
I saw the snare, and T retired :
The daughter of a hundred Earls,
You are not one to be desired.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

I know you proud to bear your name,
Your pride is yet no mate for mine,

Too proud to care from whence I came.
Nor would I break for your sweet sake

A heart that doats on truer charms,
A simple maiden in her flower

Is worth a hundred coats-of-arms.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,
Some meeker pupil you must find,
For were you queen of all that is,
I could not stoop to such a mind.
You sought to prove how I could love,
And my disdain is my reply.
The lion on your old stone gates
Is not more cold to you than I.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,
You put strange memories in my head.
Not thrice your branching limes have blown
Since I beheld young Laurence dead.
Oh your sweet eyes, your low replies :
A great enchantress you may be;
But there was that across his throat
Which you had hardly cared to see.
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Lady Clara Vere de Vero,

When thus he met his mother’s view,
She had the passions of her kind,

She spake some certain truths of you.
Indecd I heard one bitter word

That scarce is fit for you to hear;
Her maunners had not that repose

Which stamps the caste of Vere do Vere,

Yady Clara Vere de Vere,

There stands a spectre jn your hall :
The guilt of blood is at your door:

You changed a wholesome heart to gall.
You held your course without remorso,

To make him trust his modest worth,
And, last, you fix’d a vacant stare,

And slew him with your noble birth.

Trust me, Clara Vere de Vere,
From yon blue heavens above us bent
The grand old gardener and his wife
Smile at the claims of long descent.
Howd'er it be, it scems to me,
'Tis only noble to be good.
Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood,

I know you, Glara Vere do Vere:
You pine among your halls and towers :
The languid light of your proud eyes
Is wearied of the roling hours.
In glowing heolth, with boundless wealth,
But sickening of & vague disease,
You know so jll to deal with time,
You needs must play such pranks as these.

Clara, Clara Vere de Vere,
f time be heavy on your hands,
Are there no beggars at your gate,
Nor any poor about your lands 7
Oh! teach the orphan-boy to read,
Or teach the orphan-girl to sew,
Pray Heaven for a human heart,
And let the foolish yeoman go.
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THE BLACKBIRD

O Brackemmp! sing me something well :
While all the neighbours shoot thee round,
I keep smooth plats of fruitful ground,

Where thou may’st warble, eat and dwell.

The espaliers and the standards all
Ave thine; the range of Jawn and park:
"The unnetted black-hearts ripen dark,
All thine, against the garden wall.

Yet, tho’ I spared thee all the spring,
Thy sole delight is, sitting still,
With that gold dagger of thy bill

To fret the summer jenneting.

A golden bill! the silver tongue,
Cold February loved, is dry:
Plenty corrupts the melody
That made thee fomous once, when youung :

Aud in the sultry garden-squares,
Now thy flute-notes are changed to coarse,
I hear thee not at =ll, or hoarse

As when a hawker hawks his warss.

Take warning ! he that will not sing
While yon sun prospers in the blue,
Shall sing for want, ere leaves are new, -

Caught in the frozen palms of Spring.

YOU ASK ME, WHY, THO’ ILL AT EASE

You ask me, why, tho' il at easo,
Within this region I subsist,
Whose spirits falter in the mist,

And languish for the purple seas.

It is the land that freemen till,

That sober-suited Freedom chose,

The land, where girt with friends or foes
A man may speak the thing he will ;
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A Jand of settled government,
A land of just and old renown,
Where Freedom broadens slowly down
From precedent to preccdent :

Where faction seldom gathers head,
But by degrees to fullness wrought,
The strength of some diffusive thought
Hath time and space to work and spread.

Should banded unions persccute
Opinion, and induce a time
When single thought is civil erime,
And individual freedom mute ;

The’ Power should make from land to land
The name of Britain trebly great—
Tho’ every channel of the State

Should fill and choke wath golden sand—

Yet waft me from the harbour-mouth,
Wild wind ! I seek & warmer sky,
And 1 will see before I die
* The palms and temples of the South.

OF OLD SAT FREEDOM ON THE HEIGHTS

Or old sat Freedom on the heights,
The thunders breaking at her feet :

Above her shook the starry lights:
She heard the torrents meet.

There in her place she did rejoice,
Selt-gather’d in her prophet-mind,

But fragments of her mghty voice
Cameo rolling on the wind.

Then stept she down thro’ town and field
To mingle with the human race,
And part by part to men reveal’d
The fullness of her face—
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Grave mother of majestic works,
From her isle-altar gazing down,

Who, God-like, grasps the triple forks,
And, King-like, wears the crown:

Her open eyes desire the truth,
The wisdom of a thousand years
'Is in them. May perpetual youth
Keep dry their light from tears ;

That her fair form may stand and shine,
Make bright our days and light our dreams,
Turning to scorn with lips divine
The falsehood of extremes !

LOVE THOU THY LAND, WITH LOVE
FAR-BROUGHT

Love thou thy land, with love far-brought
From out the storied Past, and used
Within the Present, but transfused

Thro’ future time by power of thought.

True love turn’d round on fixed poles,
Love, that endures not sordid ends,
For English natures, freemen, friends,

Thy brothers and immortal souls.

But pamper not a hasty time,

Nor feed with crude imaginings

The herd, wild hearts and feeble wings,
That every sophister can lime.

Deliver not the tasks of might

To weakness, neither hide the ray

From those, not blind, who wait for day,
Tho’ sitting girt with doubtful light.

Make knowledge circle with the winds;
But let her herald, Reverence, fly
Before her to whatever sky

Bear seed of men and growth of minds.
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Watch what main-currents draw the years :
Cut Prejudice against the grain ¢
But gentle words are always gain :
Regard the weakness of thy peers:

Nor toil for title, place, or touch
Of pension, neither count on praise :
It grows to guerdon after-days :
Nor deal in watch-words overmuch ;

Not clinging to some ancient saw ;
Not master'd by some modern term ;
Not swift nor slow to change, but firm
And in its season bring the law;

That from Discussion’s lip may fall
With Life, that, working strongly, binds—
Set in all lights by many minds,

To close the interests of all.

TFor Nature also, cold and warm,
And moist and dry, devising long,
Thro’ many agents making strong,

Matures the individual form.

Mect is it changes should control
Our being, lest we rust m ease.
Wo all are changed by still degrees
All but the basis of the soul.

8o let the change which comes be free
To ingroove itself with that which flies,
And work, a joint of state, that ples

Its office, moved with sympathy.

A saying, hard to shape in act;
Tor all the past of Time reveals
A bridal dawn of thunder-peals,
Wherever Thought hath wedded Fact.

Ev'n now we hear with inward strife
A motion toiling in the gloom—
The Spirit of the years to come

Yearning to mix himself with Lafe.
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A slow-develop’d strength awaits
Completion in a painful school ;
Phantoms of other forms of rule,

New Majesties of mighty States—

The warders of the growing hour,
But vague in vapour, hard to mark ;
And round them sea and air are dark
With great confrivances of Power.

Of many changes, aptly join’d,
Is bodied forth the second whole,
Regard gradation, lest the soul
Of Discord race the rising wind ;

A wind to puff your idol-fires,
And heap their ashes on the head
To shame the boast so often made,
That we are wiser than our sires.

Oh yet, if Nature's evil star
Drive men in manhood, as in youth,
To follow flying steps of Truth
Across the brazen bridge of war—

If New and Old, disastrous feud,

Must ever shock, like armed foes,

And this be frue, till Time shall close,
That Principles are rain’d in blood ;

Not vet the wise of heart would cease
‘To hold bis hope thro’ shame and guilt,
But with his hand against the hils,
Would pace the troubled land, like Peace ;

Not less, tho’ dogs of Faction bay,
Would serve his kind in deed and word,
Certain, if knowledge bring the sword,

That knowledge takes the sword away—

Would love the gleams of good that broke .
From either side, nor veil his eyes :
And if some dreadful need should rise

Would strike, and firmly, and one stroke :
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LOVE THOU THY LAND

A slow-develop’d strength awaits
Completion in a painful school ;
Phantoms of other forms of rule,

New Majesties of mighty States—

The warders of the growing hour,
But vague in vapour, hard to mark;
And round them sea and air are dark
With great contrivances of Power.

Of many changes, aptly join’d,
Is bodied forth the second whole,
Regard gradation, lest the soul
Of Discord race the rising wind ;

A wind to puff your idol-fires,
And heap their ashes on the head ;
To shame the boast so often made,
That we are wiser than our sires.

Oh yet, if Nature’s evil star
Drive men in manhood, as in youth,
To follow flying steps of Truth
Across the brazen bridge of war—

If New and Old, disastrous feud,

Must ever shock, like armed foes,

And this be true, till Time shall close,
That Principles are rain’d in blood ;

Not yet the wise of heart would cease
To hold his hope thro’ shame and guilt,
But with his band against the hilt,
Would pace the troubled land, like Peace ;

Not less, tho’ dogs of Faction bay,
Would serve his kind in deed and word,
Certain, if knowledge bring the sword,

That knowledge takes the sword away—

Would love the gleams of good that broke -
From either side, nor veil his eyes:
And if some dreadful need should rise

Would strike, 'a.nd firraly, and one stroke ¢
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LOVE THOU THY -LAND

. A slow-develop’d strength awaits

Completion in a painful school ;
Phantoms of other forms of rule,
New Majesties of mighty States—

The warders of the growing hour,
But vague in vapour, hard to mark;
And round them sea and air are dark
With great contrivances of Power.

Of many changes, aptly join’d,
Is bodied forth the second whole.
Regard gradation, lest the soul
Of Discord race the rising wind ;

A wind to puff your idol-fires,
And heap their ashes on the head ;
To shame the boast so often made,
That we are wiser than our sires.

Oh yet, if Nature’s evil star
Drive men in manhood, as in youth,
To follow flying steps of Truth
Across the brazen bridge of war—

If New and Old, disastrous feud,

Must ever shock, like armed foes,

And this be true, till Time shall close,
That Principles are rain’d in blood ;

Not yet the wise of heart would cease
To hold his hope thro’ shame and guilt,
But with his hand against the hilt,
Would pace the froubled land, like Peace ;

Not less, tho’ dogs of Faction bay,
Would serve his kind in deed and word,
Certain, if knowledge bring the sword,

That knowledge takes the sword away—

Would love the gleams of good that broke
From either side, nor veil his eyes :
And if some dreadful need should rise

Would strike, 'and firmly, and one stroke :
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To whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath :
* Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue,
« Unknightly, traitor-hearted! Woe is me!
Authonty forgets a dying king,
Laid widow’d of the power in his eye
That bow'd the will. I see thee what thou art,
For thou, the latest-left of all my knights,
In whom should meet the offices of all,
Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt;
Enther from lust of gold, or like a girl
{anuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes.
Yet, for & man may fail in duty twice,
And the third time may prosper, gef thee hence:
But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur,
I will arise and slay thee with my hands.’
Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and ran,
And, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged
Among the bulrush-beds, and clutch’d the sword,
:\'nq strongly wheel'd and threw it, The great brand

But cre he dipt the surface, rose an arm
Clothed in white samite, mystie, wonderful,
And caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him
Three times, and drew him under in the mere.
And lightly went the other to the King.
Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker breath :
‘ Now see I by thine cyes that this is done.
Speak out: what is it thou hast heard, or seen 1’
And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere :
*Sir King, I closed mino eyelids, lest the gems
Shonld blind my purpose, for I never saw,
Nor shall sce, here or clsewhere, tll I die,
Not tho' I live three lives of mortal men,
bo great a miracle as yonder hilt.
Then with both hands'X flung him, wheeling him ;
But when I look’d zgamm, behold an arm,
Clothed in white samte, mystic, wonderful,
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That caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him
Three times, and drew him under in the mere.’ .
" And answer made King Arthur, breathing hard :
‘My end draws nigh; ’tis time that I were gone.
Make broad thy shoulders to receive my weight,
And bear me to the margin; yet I fear
My wound hath taken cold, and I shall die.’
So saying, from the pavement he half rose, -
Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm, -
And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes
As in a picture. Him Sir Bedivere
Remorsefully regarded thro’ his tears,
And would have spoken, but he found not words,
Then took with care, and kneeling on one knee,
O’er both his shoulders drew the languid hands,
And rising bore him thro' the place. of tombs,
But, as he walk'd, King Arthur panted hard,
Like one that-feels a nightmare on his bed
When all the house is mute. So sigh’d the King,
Muttering and murmuring at his ear, * Quick, quick
I fear it is too late, and I shall die. .
But tho other swiftly strode from ridge to ridge,
Clothed with his breath, and looking, as he walk’d,
Larger than human on the frozen hills. o
He heard the deep behind him, and a ery
Before, His own thought drove him like a
Dy clash’d his harness in tho icy caves -
And barren chesms, and all to left and
The baro black cliff clang’d round him,
His {eet on juts of slippery crag thab .
Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed
And on o sudden, lo! the level lake
And the long glories of the winter
Then saw they how there he v
Dark as o funeral scaxf from ste
Boeneath them; and de o 3
That all the deeks were dense-
Black-stoled, black-hooded, . »
Three Queens with crowns of
A ory that shiver'd to tho i
Ang, as it wero one voice, £,
Of Jamentation, ke & winé' -~
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, All night in a waste land, where no one comes,
Or hath come, sinco the making of the world.

Then murmur'd Arthur, ‘ Place me in the barge,’
And to the barge they came. There those three Queens
Puat forth their hands, and took the King, and wept.
But she, that rose the tallest of them all

And fairest, laid his head upon her lap,

And loosed the shatter’d casque, and chafed his hands,
And call’d him by his name, complsining loud,

And dropping bitter tears against hjs brow

Striped with dark blood : for all his face was white
And colourless, and like the wither'’d moon
Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east ;‘
And all his greaves and cuisses dash’d with drops
Of onset; and the light and lustrous curls—
That made his forehead like & rising sun

High from the dais-throne—were parch’d with dust;
Or, clotted into points and hangmg loose,
Mix’d with the knightly growth that fringed his lips.
8o like & shatter’d column lay the King; |
Not Like that Arthur who, with lance mn rest,
Trom gpur to plume a star of tournament,
Shot thro® the lists at Camelot, and charged
Before the eyes of ladies and of kings.

Then loudly ecried the bold Sir-Bedivere,

‘Ah! my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go?
Where shall I hide my forehead and my eyes ?
For now I sce the true old times are dead,
When every morning brought a noble chance,
And every chance brought out a noble kmght.
Such times have been not since the light that led
The holy Elders with the gt of myrrh.

But now the wholo ROUND TABLE 13 dissolved
Which wes an jmage of the mighty world;
And 1, the last, go forth companionless,

And the days darken round me, and the years,
Among new ‘men, strange faces, other minds.’

And slowly answered Arthur from the barge:
*The old order changeth, yieldmg place to new,
And God fulfils Himself in many ways,

Lest one goed custom should corrupt the world.
Comfort thyself : what comfort 15 in me ?
3
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I have lived my life, and that which I have done
May He within Himself make pure! but thou,
If thou shouldst never see my face again,
Pray for my soul. More things are wrought by prayer
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy voice
Rise like a fountain for me night and day.
For what are men better than sheep or goats
That nourish a blind life within the brain,
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer
Both for themselves and those who call them friend ?
Tor so the whole round earth is every way
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God.
)Bub now farewell. I am going a long way
With these thou seést—if indeed I go—
(For all my mind is clouded with a doubt)
To the island-valley of Avilion;
Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow,
Nor ever wind blows loudly; but it lies
Deep-meadow’d, happy, fair with orchard-lawns
And bowery hollows crown’d with summer sea,
Where I will heal me of my grievous wound.’

So said he, and the barge with car and sail
Moved from the brink, like some full-breasted swan
That, fluting a wild carol ere her death,
Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes the flood
With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir Bedivere
Revolving many memories, till the hull
Look’d one black dot against the verge of dawn,
And on the mere the wailing died away.

. __Here ended Hall, and our last light, that long
Had wink’d and threaten’d darkness, flared and fell :
At which the Parson, sent to sleep with sound,
And waked with silence, grunted ‘ Good !’ but we
Sat rapt: it was the tone with which he read—
Perhaps some modern touches here and there
Redeem’d it from the charge of nothingness—

Or else we loved the man and prized his work
I know not: but we sitting, as I said,

The cock crew loud; as at that time of year
The lusty bird takes every hour for dawn
Then Francis, muttering, like a man ill-used,
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! There now-~that’s nothing !’ drew & little back,
And drove his heel into the smoulder’d log,

That sent a blast of sparkles up the flue:

And 80 to bed; where yet in sleep I scem'd

To sail with Arthur under looming shores,

Point after point; till on to dawn, when drezma
Begin to feel the truth and stir of day,

To me, methought, who waited with a crond,
There came a bark that, blowing forward, bore
King Arthur, like a modern gentleman

Of stateliest port; and all the people cried,

¢ Arthur js come again: he cannot die.’

Then those that stood upon the hills behind
Repeated—* Come agein, and thrice as fair;’
And, further inland, vorces echoed—* Come

With all good things, and war shall be no more.
At this o hundred bells began to peal,

That with the sound I woke, and heard indeed
Theo clear church-bells ring n the Christmas -morn.

THE GARDENER'S DAUGHTER; OR,
THE PICTURES

Trs morning is the morming of the day,
When I and Eustace from the city went

To sce the Gardener’s Daughter; I and he,
Brott in Art; a f p 50 pl
Portion’d in halves between us, that we grew
The fable of the ety where we dwelt.

My Eustace might have sat for Hercules;
So muscular he spread, so broad of breast.
He, by some law that holds in love, and draws
The greater to the lesser, long desived
A certain miracle of symmetry,

A miniature of loveliness, all grace

Summ’d up and closed in little ;—Juliet, she
8o light of foot, so Iight of spirit—oh, she
To me myself, for some three careless moons,
The summer pilot of 2n empty heart

Unto the shores of nothing ' Know you not
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Such touches are but embassies of love,
To tamper with the feclings, ere he found
Bmpire for life ? but Bustace painted her,
And said to me, she sitting with us then,
“When will you paint like this 7 and I replied,
(My words were half in earnest, half in jest,) )
©Tis not your work, but Love's. Love, unperceived,
A more ideal Artist he than all, :
Came, drew your pencil from you, made those eyes
Darker than darkest pansies, and that hair
More black than ashbuds in the front of March.’
And Juliet answer'd laughing, ° Go and see
The Gardener's daughter: trust me, after that,
You scarce can fail to match his masterpiece.’
And up we rose, and on the spur we went,

Nobt wholly in the busy world, nor quite
Beyond it, blooms the garden that I love,
News from the humming city comes to it
In sound of funeral or of marriage bells;
And, sitting muffled in dark leaves, you hear
The windy clanging of the minster clock
Although between 1t and the garden lies
A Jeague of grass, wash’d by a slow broad- stream,
That, stirr'd with languid pulses of the oar,
Waves all its lazy lilies, and creeps on,
Barge*laden, to three arches of & bridge
Crown’d with the minster-towers.

The fields between

Are dewy-fresh, browsed by deep-udder’d kine,
And all about the large lime feathers low,
The lime a summer home of murmurous wings.

In that still place she, hoarded in herself,
Grew, seldom seen : not less among us lived
Her fame from lip to lip. Who had not heard
Of Rose, the Gardener’s daughter ? Where was he,
So blunt in memory, so old at heart,
At such a distance from his youth in grief,
That, having seen, forgot 2 The common mouth,
So gross to express delight, in praise of her
Grew oratory. Such a lord is Love,
And Beauty such a mistress of the world.

And if I said thet Fancy, led by Love,
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Would play with flying forms and images,
Yet this is also true, that, long before
1 look’d upon her, when I heard her nameo
My heart was like a prophet to my heart,
And told mo I should love. A crowd of hopes,
That sought to sow themselves hke winged sceds,
Born out of everything I heard and saw,
TFlutter'd about my senses and my soul ;
And vague desires, like fitful blasts of balm
To one that travels quickly, made the air
Of Life delicious, and 2ll kinds of thought,
That verged upon them, sweeter than tho dream
Dream'd by a happy man, when tho dark East,
Unseen, is brightening to his bridal morn,

And sure this orbit of the memory folds
For ever in itself the day wo went
To sco her. All the land in flowery squares,
Beneath & broad and equal-blowing wind,
Smelt of the coming summer, as one large cloud
Drew downward: but all else of Heaven was purc
Up to the Sun, and May from verge to verge,
And May with me from head to heel. And now,
As tho' "twere yesterday, as the’ 1t wero
The hour just flown, that morn with all its sound,
(For those old Mays had thrice the life of these,)
Rings in mine ears. The steer forgot to graze,
Amﬁ where the hedge-row cuts the pathway, stood,
Leaning his homs into the neighbour field,
And lowing to his fcllows. From the woods
Camo voices of the well-contented doves.
The lark could scarco get out his notes for joy,
But shook his song together as he near'd
His happy home, the ground. To left and nght,
The cuekeo told his name to all the hills;
The mellow ouzel fluted in the elm;
The redeap whistled; and the mghtingale
Sang loud, as tho’ he were the bird of day.

And Eustace turn’d, and smling sud to me,
‘ Hear how the bushes echo! by my bfe,
These burds have joyful thoughts. Think you they sing
Liko pocts, from the vanity of song ?
Or have they any senso of why they sing ?
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And would they praise the heavens for what they have ?’
And I made answer, ¢ Were there nothing else

For which to praise the heavens but only love,

That only love were cause enough for praise.’ :

Lightly he laugh’d, as one that read my thought,
And on we went; but ere an hour had pass’d,
We reach’d a meadow slanting to the North ;
Down which a well-worn pathway courted us
To one green wickeb in o privet hedge;

This, yielding, gave into a grassy walk

Thro’ crowded lilac-ambush trimly pruned ;

And one warm gust, full-fed with perfume, blew
Beyond us, as we enter’d in the cool. .
Tho garden stretches southward. In the midst
A cedar spread his dark-green layers of shade.
The garden-glasses shone, and momently

The twinkling laurel scatter’d silver lights.

¢ Bustace,” I said, ‘ this wonder keeps the house.
He nodded, but & moment afterwards
He cried, ‘Look! look !’ Before he ceased I turn'd,
And, ere o star can wink, beheld her there.

For up the porch there grew an Eastern rose,
That, flowering high, the last night’s gale had caught,
And blown across the walk. One arm aloft—
Gown’d in pure white, that fitted to the shape—
Holding the bush, to fix it back, she stood.

A single stream of all her soft brown hair

Pour’d on one side: the shadow of the flowers
Stole all the golden gloss, and, wavering
Lovingly lower, trembled on her waist—

Ah, happy shade—and still went wavering down,
But, cre it toueh’d a foot, that might have danced
The greensward into greener circles, dipt,

And mix’d with shadows of the common ground !
But the full day dwelt on her brows, and sunn'd
Her violet oyes, and all her Hebe bloom,

And doubled his own warmth against her lips,
And on the bounteous wave of such a breast

As never pencil drew. Half light, half shade,

She stood, a sight to make an old man young.

So rapt, we near’d the house; but she, a Rose
In roses, mingled with her fragrant toil,
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Nor heard us come, nor from her tendance turn'd
Into the world without; till close at hand,
And almost ere I knew mine own intent,
This murmur broke the stillness of that air
Which brooded round about her:
- ¢ Ah, one rose,

One rose, but one, by those fair fingers cull’d,
Were worth a hundred kisses press’d on lips
Less exqusite than thine.!

She look’d : but all
Suffused with blust ither self-py ’d
Nor startled, but betwixt this mood and that,
Divided in a graceful quiet—paused,
And dropt the branch she held, and turning, wound
Her looser hair in braid, and stirr’d her lips
For some sweet answer, tho' no answer came,
Nor yet refused the rose, but granted it,
And moved away, and left me, statue-lke,
In act to render thanks.

1, that whole day,
Saw her.no more, altho’ I linger'd there
Till every daisy slept, and Love's white star
Beam’d thro’ the thicken’d cedar in the dusk.
So home we went, and all the livelong way
With solemn gibe did Eustace banter me.
‘ Now,' said he, “ will you climb the top of Art.
You cannot fail but work in hues to dim
The Titianic Flora. Will you match
My Julet ? you, not you,—the Master, Love,
A more jdeal Artist he than all”
home I went, but could not sleep for joy.
Reading her perfect features 1 the gloom,
Kissing the rose she gave me o'er and o'er,
And shaping faithful record of the glance
That graced the giving—such a noise of life
Swarm’d in the golden present, such a vorce
Call'd to me from the years to come, and such
A length of bright horizon rimm’d the dark.
And all that might I heard the watchman peal
The shding season: all that night I heard
The heary clocks knolling the drowsy hours.
The drowsy hours, dispensers of all gond,
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O’cr the mute city stole with folded wings,
Distilling odours on me as they went

To greet their fairer sisters of the Kast.

Love at first sight, first-born, and heir to all,
Made this night thus. Henceforward squall nor storm
Could keep me from that Eden where she dweit.
Light pretoxts drew me: sometimes a Dutch love
Tor tulips; then for roses. moss or musk,

To grace my city-rooms; or fruits and cream

Served in the weeping elm; and more and more

A word could bring the colour to my cheek ;

A thought would fill my eyes with happy dew;

Love trebled life within me, and with each

The year increased. :

The daughters of the year, .

Ono after one, thro’ that still garden pass’d :

Tach garlanded with her peculiar ‘flower

Danced into light, and died into the shade;

And each in passing touch’d with some new grace

Or scom’d to touch her, so that day by day,

Like one that never can be wholly known,

Her beauty grew; till Autumn brought an hour

For Eustace, when I heard his deep ‘I will’,

Breathed, like the covenant of a God, to hold

From thence thro’ all the worlds: but I rose up

Fuall of his bliss, and following her dark eyes

Felt carth as air beneath me, till T reach’d

Tho wicket-gate, and found her standing there.
There sat we down upon a garden mound,

Two mutually enfolded; Love, the third,

Between us, in the circle of his arms

Enwound us both; and over many a rangoe

Of waning lime the grey cathedral towers,

Across a hazy glimmer of the west,

Reveal'd their shining windows: from them clash’d

The bells; wo listen’d ; with the time we play’d ;

We spoke of other things; we coursed about

Tl.xe subjeet most at heart, more near snd near,

Like doves about a dovecote, wheeling round

The cent?al wish, until weo settled there.

Then, in that time and place, I spoke to her,
Requiring, the’ I knew it was mine own,
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Yet for the pleasuro that I took to hear,
Requiring at her band the greatest gift,
A woman's heart, the heart of her I loved;
And in that time and place she answer'd e,
And in the compass of three liitle words,
More musical than ever came in one,
The silver fragments of a broken voice,
Made me most happy, faltering ‘I am thine.’
Shall I ceaso here? Is this enough to say
That my desire, like all strongest hopes,
By its own energy fulfll'd itself,
Merged in complction 2 Would you learn at full
How passion rose thro® circumstantial grades
Beyond all grades develop'd? and indecd
I had not staid so long to tdll you all,
But while I mused came Memory with sad cyes,
Holding tho folded annals of my youth,
And while T mused, Love with kmt brows went by,
And with a flying finger swept my lips,
And spake, ‘Bo wise: not easily forgiven
Aro those, who setting wide the doors, that bar
The secret bridal chambers of the heart,
Let in the day.’ Here, then, my words have end
Yet might I tell of meetmgs, of farewells—
Of that which came between, more sweet than cach,
Tn whigpers, like the whispers of the leaves
That tremble ronnd a nightingale—mn sighs
Which perfect Joy, perplex’d for utterance,
Stole from her sister Sorrow. Mght I not tell
Ot difference, reconcilement, pledges given,
And vows, where there was never necd of vows,
And lisses, where the heart on one wild leap
Hung tranced from all pulsation, as above
The beavens between their fairy fleeces pale
Sow'd all their mystic gulfs with fleeting stars;
Or while the balmy glooming, crescent-ht,
Spread the light hazo zlong the river-shores,
And in the hollows; or as once we met
Unlieedful, tho' beneath a whispering rain
Night slid down one Jong stream of sighing wind,
And in her bosom bore the baby, Sleep.
But this whole hour your eyes have been mtent .
¥3
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On that veil'd picture—veil’d, for what it holds
May not be dwelt on by the common day. '
This prelude has prepared thee. Raise thy soul ;
Make thine heart ready with thine eyes: the time
Is come to raise the veil.

Behold her there,
As T beheld her ere she knew my heart, ’
My first, last love; the idol of my youth,
The darling of my manhood, and, alas!
Now the most blessed memory of mine age.

DORA

Wrrr 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.
Now Dora felt her uncle’s will in all,
And yearn’d towards 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 sec
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 laok 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 ;
‘I cannot marry Dora; by my life,
I will not marry Dora.” Then the old man -
Was wrgth, 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
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Consider, William : take a month to think,
And let mo havo an answer to my wish ;

Or, by the Lord that made me, you shall pack,
And never more darken my doors again.”

But William answer'd madly ; bit his lips,

And broke away. Tho moro he look'd at her
The less ho liked her; and his ways were harsh;
But Dora bore them meckly. Then before

The month was out ho left his father’s house,
And hired himself to work within the fields;
And half in love, hali spito, he woo’d and wed
A Inbourer’s daughter, Mary Morrison.

Then, when the bells were ringing, Allan call’'d
His niece and said : ¢ My girl, I love you well;
But if you speak with him that was my son,
Or change & word with her he calls lus 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 thero was born & boy
To Willlam; then distresses came on him;
And day by day he pass’d his father’s gate,
Heart-brokon, and his father help’d him not.
But Dorn stored what little sho could save,
and sent it them by stealth, nor did they know
Who sent it; till at Iast a fover seized
On William, and in harvest time he dicd.

Then Dora went to Mary. Mary sat
And look’d with tears upon her boy, snd thought
Hard things of Dora. Dora came and said :

1 havo obey’d my uncle until now,

And T havo sinn’d, for 1t was all thro’ me

This ovil 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 therc has not been for these five years
So full o harvest : leb me take the boy,

And I will set him in my uncle’s eye

Among the wheat; that when s heart is glad
Of the full harvest, he may sco the boy,

Angd bless him for the sake of him that’s gone

139
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And Dora took the child, and went her way
Across the wheat, and sat upon a mound
That was unsown, where many poppies grew.

Far off the farmer came into the field

And spied her not; for none of all his men
Dare tell him Dora waited with the child ;

And 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 dark.

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
That grew about, and tied it round his hat -

To 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 2 What are you doing here 7
So Dora cast her syes 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 ; o

* Do with me as you will, but take the child

And bless him for the sake of him that’s gone!’
And Allan said, ‘T see it is a trick =
Got up betwixt you and the woman there.

I must be taught my duty, and by you!

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
And struggled bard. The wreath of flowers fell
At Dora’s fect. She bow’d upon her hands,

And the boy’s ery came to her from the field,

More and more distant. She bow'd down her head,
Remembering the day when first she cawe,

. And all the things that had been. She bow’d down

And wept in secrot; 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
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And Dora took the child, and went her way
Across the wheat, and sat upon a mound
That was unsown, where many poppies grew.

Far off the farmer came into the field

And spied her not; for none of all his men
Dare tell him Dora waited with the child;

And 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 dark.

But when the morrow came, she rose and took
The child once more, and sab upon the mound;
And made a little wreath of all the flowers
That grew about, and tied it round his hat
To make him pleasing in her unecle’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 ; .
‘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 taught my duty, and by you!

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
And struggled bard. The wreath of flowers fell
At Dora’s fect. She bow’d upon her hands,

And the boy’s cry came to her from the ficld,

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 sceret ; 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
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And chimneys muffled in the leafy vine.
There, on a slope of orchard, Francis laid
A damask napkin wrought with horse and hound,
Brought out a dusky loaf that smelt of home,
And, half-cut-down, a pasty costly-made,
Where quail and pigeon, lark and leverct lay,
Lake fossils of the rock, with golden yolks
Imbedded and injellied ; last, with these,
A flask of cider from his father's vats,
Prime, which I knew; and so we sat and eat
And tallk’d old matters over; who was dead,
Who married, who was Itke to be, and how
The races went, and who would rent the hall :
Then totch’d upon the game, how scarce it was
This season; glancing thence, discuss'd the farm,
The four-field system, and the price of grain;
And struck upon the corn-laws, where we spht,
And came again together on the king
With heated faces; till he laugh'd aloud;
And, while the blackbird on the pippin hung
To hear him, clapt his hand in mine and sang—
“0Oh? who would fight and march and countermarch,
Be shot for sixpence in a battle-field,
And shovell'd up into a bloody trench
Where no one knows ? but let me live my life.
“Oh ! who would cast and balance at a desk,
Perch’d like a crow upon a three-legg'd stool,
Till all his juice is dried, and all his jomts
Are full of chalk 7 but let me live my life.
*Who'd serve the state ? for if I carved my namo
Upon the cliffs that guard my native land,
I might as well have traced 1t 1in the sands;
he sen wastes all ; but let me live my life.
“0Oh! who would love ? I woo'd a woman once,
But she was sharper than an eastern wind,
And all my heart turn’d from her, as & thorn
Turns from the sea: but let me hive my hife’
He sang his song, and 1 replied with mine :
1 found it in & volume, all of songs,
Knock'd down to me, when old Sir Robert’s pride,
His books--the more the pity, so I said—
Came to the hammer here in March—and this—
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1 set the words, and added names I knew.
¢ Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, sleep, and dream of me:
Sleep, Ellen, folded in thy sister’s arm,
And sleeping, haply dream her arm is mine.
¢ Sleep, Ellen, folded in Emilia’s arm;
Emilia, fairer than all else but thou,
For thou art fairer than all else that is.
¢ Sleep, breathing health and peace upon her breast :
Sleep breathing love and trust against her lip :
I go to-night: I come to-morrow morn.
°I go, but I return: I would I were
The pilot of the darkness aid the dream.
Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, love, and dream of me.
So sang we cach to either, Francis Hale,
The farmer’s son, who lived across the bay,
My friend ; and I, that having wherewithal,
And in the fallow leisure of my life
A volling stone of here and everywhere,
Did what I would; but ere the night we rose
And saunter’d home beneath a moon, that, just
In crescent, dimly rain’d about the leaf )
Twilights of airy silver, till we reach’d
The limit of the hills; and as we sank
From rock to rock upon the glooming quay,
The town was hush’d beneath us: lower down
The bay was oily-calm; the harbour-buoy
With one green sparkle ever and anon
Dipt by itself, and we were glad at heart.

+ WALKING TO THE MAIL

John. T'sglad I walk’d. How fresh the meadows look
Above the river, and, but a month ago,
The whole hill-side was redder than a fox,
Is yon plantation where this byway joins
The turnpike ?
James. Yes.

John. And when does this come by ?
James. The mail ? At one o’clock.

Jokn, What is it now ?
James. A quarter to.

Jokn. Whose house is that I see ?
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No, not the County Member's with the vape:
Up higher with the yew-tree by it, and half
A score of gables, .
James. That ? Sic Edward Head’s:
But he’s abroad: the place is to bo sold.
Jokn. Oh, bis. He was not broken.
James. No, sir, he,
Vex'd with a morbid devil in his blood
That veil'd the world with jaundice, hid his face
From all men, and commercing with himself,
He lost the senso that handles daily Ife—
That keeps us all in order more or less—
And sick of home went overseas for change.
Jokn.. And whither ?
James. Nay, who knows ? he’s herc and there.
But let him go; his devil goes with hun,
As well as with his tenant, Jocky Dasves
John. What ’s that ?
ames. You saw the man—on Monday, was it 2—
There by the humpback’d willow ; half stands up
And bristles; half has fall'n and made & bridge ;
And thero he caught the younker tickling trout—
Caught in flagrante—what’s the Latin word 17—
Deheto: but his house, for so they say,
Was haunted with a jolly ghost, that shook
The curtains, wluned in lobbies, tapt at doors,
And rummaged like a rat: no servant stay'd
The farmer vext packs up his beds and chaurs,
And all his household stuff, and with his boy
Betwixt his knees, his wife upon the tilt,
Sets out, and meets » friend who hails fum, ¢ What ¢
You're flitting !* * Yes, we're flitting,” says the ghost
{For the{ had pack’d the thing among t{e beds,)
* Oh well,” says he, ‘ you flitting with us too—
Jack, turn the horses” heads and home again.
Jokn. He left Xis wite behind ; for so I heard.
James. He et her, yes. 1 met my lady once:
A woman like a butt, and harsh as erabs
Jokn. Oh yet but I remember, ten years back—
*Tis now at least ten years—and then she was—
You could not light upon a sweeter thing :
A body slight and round, and hike a pear
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I set the words, and added names I knew.
¢ Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, sleep, and dream of me:
Sleep, Ellen, folded in thy sister’s arm,
And sleeping, haply dream her arm is mine.
¢ Sleep, Ellen, folded in Emilia’s arm ;
Emilia, fairer than all else but thou,
For thou art fairer than all else that is. i
¢ Sleep, breathing health and peace upon her breast :
Sleep breathing love and frust against her lip:
1 go to-night: I come to-morrow morn.
“I go, but I return: I would I were
The pilot of the darkness and the dream.
Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, love, and dream of me.
So sang we cach to either, Francis Hale,
The farmer’s son, who lived across the bay,
My friend ; and I, that having wherewithal,
And in the fallow leisure of my life
A rolling stone of liere and everywhere,
Did what I would; but ere the night we rose
And saunter’d home beneath a moon, that, just
In crescent, dimly rain’d about the leaf
Twilights of airy silver, till we reach’d
The limit of the hills; and as we sank
From rock to rock upon the glooming quay,
The town was hush’d beneath us: lower down
The bay was oily-calm ; the harbour-buoy -
With one green sparkle ever and anon
Dipt by itself, and we were glad at heart.

WALKING TO THE MAIL

John. T'm glad I walk’d. How fresh the meadows look
Above the river, and, but & month ago,
The whole hill-side was redder than a fox.

Is yon plantation where this byway joins
The turnpike ? ey

James. Yes.

John. And when does this come by ?
James. The mail ? At one o’clock.

John., What is it now 7
James. A quarter to.

John, Whose house is that I ses ?
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1 set the words, and added names I know.
¢ Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, sleep, and dream of me:
Sleep, Ellen, folded in thy sister’s arm,
And sleeping, haply dream her arm is mine.
¢ Sleep, Ellen, folded in Ewmilia’s arm
Emilia, fairer than all clee but thou,
For thou art fairer than all else that is.
¢ Sleep, breathing health and peace upon her hreast :
Sleep breathing love and trust against her lip:
I go to-night : I come {o-morrow morn,
‘I go, but I return: I would I were
The pilot of the darkness and the drcam.
Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, love, and dream of me/
So sang we each to either, Francis Hale,
The farmer’s son, who lived across the bay,
My friend ; and 1. that having wherewithal,
And in the fallow leisure of my life
A rolling stone of here and everywhere,
Did what I wonld; but ore the night we rose
And saunter’d home beneath a moon, that, just
In crescent, dimly rain’d about the leaf
Twilights of airy silver, till we reach'd
The limit of the hills; and as we sank
From rock to rock upon the glooming quay,
Tho town was hush’d beneath us: lower down
The bay was oily-calm; the harbour-buoy
With one green sparkle ever and anon
Dipt by itself, and wo were glad at heart.

+ WALKING TO THE MAIL
John. T'» glad I walk’d. How fresh the meadows look
Above the river, and, but & month ago,
The whole hill-side was redder than a fox.

Is yon plantation where this byway joins
The turnpike ¢ T

James. Yes.

John. And when does this come by ?
James. The mail ? At one o'clock.

John, What is it now ?
James. A quarter to.

John. Whose house is that I ses
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In growing, modest eyes, a hand, a foot,

Lessening in perfect cadence, and a skin

As clean and white as privet when it flowers.
James. Aye, aye, the blossom fades, and thoy tha

loved 4 :

At first like dove and dove were cat and dog.

She was the daughter of a cottager, .

Out of her sphere.  What betwixt shame and pride,

New things and old, himsclf and her, she sour’d

To what she is: a nature never kind !

Like wmen, like manners : like breeds like, they say.

Kind nature is the best: those manners next

That fit us like a nature second-hand ;

Which are indeed the manners of the great.
John. But I had heard it was this bill that past,

And fear of change at home, that drove him hence.
James. That was the last drop in the cup of gall.

I once was near him, when his bailiff brought

A Chartist pike. You should have seen him wince

As from & venomous thing : he thought himself

A mark for all, and shudder'd, lest a cry C

Should break his sleep by night, and his nice eyes

Should see the raw mechanic’s bloody thumbs

Bweat on his blazon’d chairs; but, sir, you know

That these two parties still divide the world—

Of those that want, and those that have: and still

The same old sore breaks out from age to age

With much the same result., Now I myself,

A Tory to the quick, was as a bo

Destructive, when I had not what I would.

I was at school—a college in the South :

There lived a flayflint near ; we stole his fruit,

His hens, his eggs; but there was law for us ;

Wo paid in person. He had a sow, sir. She,

With meditative grunts of much content,

Lay great with pig, wallowing in sun and mud.

By night we dragg’'d her to the college tower

From her warm bed, and up the corkscrew stair

With hand and rope we haled the groaning sow,

And on the leads we kept her till she pigg'd.

Large range of prospect had the mother sow,

And but for daily loss of one she loved,
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Thou wouldst have caught me up into thy rest,
Denying not these weather-beaten limbs
The meed of saints, the white robe and the palm.

O take the meaning, Lord : I do not breathe,
Not whisper, any murmur of complaint. .
Pain heap'd ten-hundred-fold to this, were still
Less burthen, by ten-hundred-fold, to hear,
Than were those lead-like tons of sin, that crush’d
My spirit flat before thee.

0 Lord, Lord,

Thou knowest I bore this betler at the first,
For I was strong and hale of body then;
And tho’ my teeth, which now are dropt away,
Would chatter with the cold, and all my beard
Was tagg’d with icy fringes in the moon,
I drown’d the whoopings of the owl with sound
Of pious hymns and psalms, and sometimes saw
An angel stand and watch me, as I sang.
Now am I feeble grown; my end draws nigh;
1 hope my end draws nigh : half deaf I am,
So that I scarce can hear the people hum
About the column’s base, and almost blind,
And scarce can recognize the fields I know;
And both my thighs are rotted with the dew;
Yet cease I not to clamour and to ery,
While my stiff spine can hold my weary head,
Till all my limbs drop piecemeal from the stone,
Have mercy, mercy : take away my sin.

O Jesus, if thou wilt not save my soul,
Who may be saved 7 who is it may be saved ?
Who may be made a saint, if I fail here ?
Show me the man hath suffer’d more than I.
For did not all thy martyrs die one death?
For either they were stoned, or crucified,
Or burn’d in fire, or boil’d in oil, or sawn
In twain beneath the ribs; but I die here
To-day, and whole years long, a life of death.
Bear witness, if I could have found a wa
(And heedfully T sifted all my thought)
Morq slowly-painful to subduc this home
Of sin, my flesh, which I despise and hate,
I had not stinted practice, O my God.
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For not alone this pillar-punishment,
Not this alone I bore: but while I lived
In the white convent down the valley there,
For many wecks about my loins I wore
The rope that haled the buckets from the well,
Twisted as tight as I could knot the noose;
And spake nat of it to a smgle soul,
Until the ulcer, eating thro’ my skin,
Betray'd my secret penance, so that all
My brethren marvell’d greatly. More than this
I bore, whereof, O God, thou knowest all.

Threo winters, that my eoul might grow to thee,
1 lived up there on yonder mountain side.
My right leg chain’Q into the crag, I lay
Pent in a roofless close of ragged stones ;
Inswathed sometimes in wandering mist, and twice
Black’d with thy branding thunder, and sometimes
Sucking the damps for drink, and eating not,
Excopt the spare chance-gift of thoso that came
To touch my body and be heal’d, and live :
And they say then that I work'd miracles,
Whereof my fame is loud amongst mankind,
Cured lameness, palsics, cancers. Thou, O God,
Knowest alone whether this was or no.
Have merey, mercy; cover all my sin,

Then, that 1 might be more alone with thee,
Three years I lived upon a pillar, high
Six cubits, and threc years on one of twelve;
And twice three years I crouch'd on one that rose
Twenty by measure, last of all, I grew
Twice ten Jong weary weary years to tlus,
That numbers forty cubits from the soil.

1 think that I have borne as much as this—
Or else I dream-—and for so long a time,
1 1 may measure time by yon slow light,
And this high dial, which my sorrow crowns—
So much—even so.

And yet ¥ know not well,

For that the cvil ones come here, and say,
‘ Fall down, O Simeon* thou bast sufferd long
For ages and for ages!® then they prate
Of penances I cannot have gone thre’,
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Thou wouldst have caught me up into thy rest,
Donying not theso woather-beaten limbs
Tho meed of saints, the whit¢ robo and the paim.

0 take the meaning, Lord : I do nol breathe,
Not whisper, any murmur of complaint. .
Pain hoap’d ten-hundred-fold 1o this, wore still
Less burthen, by ten-hundred-fold, to hear,
Than were those lead-like tons of sin, that crush’d
My spirit flat before thee.

O Lord, Lord,

Thou knowest I bore this better at the fivst,
Tor 1 was strong and hale of body then ;
And thp’ my tcoth, which now are dropt away,
Would chatter with the cold, and all my beard
Was tagg'd with icy fringes in the moon,
1 drown’d tho whoopings of the owl with sound
Of pious hymns and pselms, and sometimes gaw
An angel stand and watech me, as I sang.
Now am I feeble grown; my ond draws nigh;
1 hope my ond draws nigh : half deaf I am,
So that I scarce can hear the people hum
About the column’s base, and almost blind,
And scarce can recognize the ficlds I know;
And both my thighs are rotted with the dew;
Yot cease I not to clamour and to cry,
While my stiff spine can hold my weary head,
Till all my limbs drop piccomonl from the stone,
Havo mercy, mercy : take nway my sin.

O Jesus, if thou wilt not save my soul,
Who may be saved ? who is it may be saved ?
Who may be mado o saint, if I fail horo ?
Show mo the man hath suffer'd more than I.
For did not all thy martyrs die ono death?
Tor ecither thoy wero stoned, or crucified,
Or burn’d in five, or boil’d in oil, or sawn
In twain boneath the vibs; but I die hore
To-day, and wholo yoars long, a lifo of death.
Bear witness, if T could have found a way
(And heedfully I sifted all my thought)
Moro slowly-painful to subdue this home
Of gin, my flesh, which I dospise and hate,
I had not stinted practice, O my God.
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For not alone this pillar-punishment,
Not this alono I bore: but while I lived
In the white convent down the vailey there,
For many wecks about my loins I wore
The rope that haled the buckets from the well,
Twisted as tight as I could knot the noose;
And spake not of it to a single soul,
Until the ulcer, eating thro’ my skin,
Betray’d my gecrct penance, so that all 3
My brethren marvelld greatly. More than this
I bore, whercof, O God, thou knowest all,
Three winters, that my soul might grow to thee,
T lived up there on yonder mountain side.
My right leg chain’d into the crag, I lay
Pent in a roofless close of ragged stones;
Inswathed sometimes 1 wandering mst, and twice
Black'd with thy branding thunder, and sometimes
Sucking the damps for drimk, and eating not,
Fxcept the spare chance-gift of those that came
To touch my body and be heal’d, and live:
And they say then that T work’d miracles,
Whereof my fame is loud amongst mankind,
Cured lameness, palsies, cancers. Thou, O God,
Knowest alone whether this was or no.
Have mercy, mercy ; cover all my sin.
Then, that I might be more alone with thee,
‘Three years I lIived upon a pillar, hagh
Six cubits, and threc years on one of twelve;
And twico three years I erouch’d on one that rose
Twenty by measure; last of all, I grew
Twice ten long weary weary years to this,
That numbers forty cubits from the soil,
I think that T have borne as much as this—
Or else I dream—and for so long a time,
If I may measure time by yon slow light,
And this high dial, which my sorrow crowns—
8o much—even so.
And yet I know not well,
;E'or that the evil ones cgmc here, and say,
Fall down, O Simeon: thou hast suffer’d long
For ages and for ages!’ then they prate
‘Penances I cannot have gone thro’,
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Perploxing me with lies; and oft I fall,
Maybe for months, in such blind lethargies,
That Heaven, and Earth, and Time are choked.
) But yet

Bethink thee, Lord, while thou and all the saints
Enjoy themselves in heaven, and men on carth
House in the shade of comfortable roofs,
Sit with their wives by fires, eat wholesome food,
And wear warm clothes, and even beasts have stalls,
I, *tween the spring and downfall of the light,
Bow down one thousand and two hundred times,
To Christ, the Virgin Mother, and the Saints;
Or in the night, after a little sleop,
I wake: the chill stars sparkle; I am wet
With drenching dews, or stiff with crackling frost.
1 wear an undress'd goatskin on my back;
A grazing iron collar grinds my neck ;
And in my weak, lean arms I lift the cross,
And strive and wrestle with thee till I die:
O mercy, mercy ! wash away my sin.

O Lord, thou knowest what 2 man ¥ am;
A sinful man, conceived and born in sin:
'Tis their own doing; this is none of mine;
Lay it not to me. Am I to blame for this,
That here come those that worship me? Ha! ha!
They think that I am somewbat. What am 17
The silly people take me for a saint,
And bring me offerings of fruit and flowers :
And I, in truth (thou wilt bear witness here)
Have all in all endured as much, and more
Than many just and holy men, whose names
Are register’d and calendar’d for saints.

Good people, you do ill to kneel to me.
What is it I can have done to merit this ?
I am a sinner viler than you all.
It may be I have wrought some miracles,
And cured some halt and maim’d ; bub what of that?
It may be, no one, even among the saints,
May match his pains with mine; but what of that ?
Yet do not rise: for you may look on me,
And in your looking you may kneel to God.
Speak ! is there any of you halt or maim’d ?
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I think you know I have some power with Heaven

From my long penance : let him speak his wish.
Yes, I can heal him. Power goes forth from me.

They say that they are heal’d. Ah, hark! they shout

« St.” Simeon Stylites.” Why, if so,

God reaps & harvest in me. O my soul,

God reaps a harvest in thee. If this be,

Can 1 work miracles and not be saved 7

This is not told of any. They were saints.

Tt cannot be but that I shall be saved;

Yea, crown’d a saint. They shout, * Behold a saint !”

And lower voices saint me from above, -

Courage, St. Simeon ! This dul] chrysalis

Cracks into shining wings, and hope ere death

Spreads more and more and more, that God hath now

Sponged and made blank of crimeful record all

My mortal archives.

. O my sons, my sons,

1, Simeon of the pillar, by surname

Stylites, among men ; I, Simeon,

The watcher on the column till the end ;

1, Simeon, whose brain the sunshine bakes;

I, whose bald brows in silent hours become

Unnaturally hoar with rime, do now

From my high nest of penance here proclaim

That Pontius and Iscariot by my side

Show’d like fair seraphs. On the coals I lay,

A vessel full of sin : all hell beneath

Made me boil over. Devils pluck'd my sleeve ;

Abaddon and Asmodeus caught at me.

I smote them with the cross; they swarm’d agan.

In bed like monstrous apes they crush’d my chest -

They flapp'd my light out as X read I saw

Their faces grow between me and my book *

TWith colt-like whinny and with hoggish whine

They burst my prayer. Yeb this way was left,

And by this way I ’scaped them. Mortify

Your flesh, like me, with scourges and with thorns ,

Smite, shrink not, spare not. If it may be, fast

Whole Lents, and pray. I hardly, with slow steps,

With slow, faint steps, and much exceeding pain,

Havo scrambled past those pits of fire, that still
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Sing in mine ears. Bub yield nobt me the praise
God only thro’ his bounty hath thought fit,
Among the powers and princes of this world,

To make me an example to mankind,

Which few can reach to. Yet I do not say

But that a time may come—yea, even now,
Novw, now, his footsteps smite the threshold stairs
Of life—I say, that time is at the doors  *
When you may worship me without reproach ;
For I will leave my relics in your land,

And you may carve a shrine about my dust,

And burn a fragrant lamp before my bones,

When I am gather’d to the glorious saints.

While I spake then, a sting of shrewdest pain
Ran shrivelling thro’ me, and a cloudlike change,
In passing, with a grosser film made thick
These heavy, horny eyes. The end! the end!
Surely the end! What’s here? a shape, a shade,
A flash of light. Is that the angel there .
That holds a crown ? Come, blessed brother, come.
I know thy glittering face. I waited long;

My brows are ready. What! deny it now ?

Nay, draw, draw, draw nigh. So I clutch it. Christ!
"Tis gone : ’tis here again; the crown! the crown!
So now ’tis fitted on and grows to me,

And from it melt the dews of Paradise,

Sweet ! sweet ! spikenard, and balm, and frankincense.
Aht let me not be fool'd, sweet saints: I trust

That I am whole, and clean, and meet for Heaven.

Speak, if there be a priest, a man of God
Among you there, and let him presently
Approach, and lean a ladder on the shaft,

And climbing up into my airy home,
Deliver me the blessed sacrament -

For by the warning of the Holy Ghost,
I pprophesy that I shall die to-night,

A quarter before twelve,

= But thou, O Lord,
Aid all this foolish people; let them take
Example, pattern : lead them to thy light.



5

s
THE TALKL\'G Oix

SCE mory the Eate behing mc Lalls,
Oneq org Mor mj f
£og ¢},

Jlﬂ;ond th I;;o the city lu-n
Bch!h It drgy O &g, oke ;

Ang alpp ith Whay dzlnht(d Cyey
I tyr, t Ondee oal,
t Whep ¥ Passioy firsg n,
e that, whic |, n me Pluru’d,

The Jove, "¢} t mak,., e thyy o 3 map,

uld ), teelf | 'd

To © Yond, oak thin 4y, fir It
I rpoke mtlwux T traing
And With 4 l.:q;vr m!h appeal’d
N Pap;, it g
Toft I lk'd ith hip, apa,
Ard told 1; I my- dmm
pln,:nnzcd a lmrt
And ansucpy "ith gy, Ol e
Tho what p, ®hs
A

s

2% I birang him mak, reply
Is marny. cary. Imur
Tere o 10 quey

o, ang try
ey t} pow

to th, krees in fern,
“road 0,4 of &, Sumpey. Tchace.
Whong opmosy Lrancl:z-s can dLsccrn
©f Sump, E-place ¢



152 ST. SIMEON STYLITES

Sing in mine ears. But yield not me the praise~
God only thro’ his bounty hath thought fit,
Among the powers and princes of this world,

To make me an example to mankind,

Which few can reach to. Yot I do not say

But that a time may come—iyea, even now,
Now, now, his footsteps smite the threshold stairs
Of life—I say, that time is at the doors .
When you may worship me without reproach;
For I will leave my relics in your land,

And you may carve a shrine about my dust,

And burn a fragrant lamp before my bones.

When I am gather’d to the glorious saints,

While I spake then, a sting of shrewdest pain
Ran shrivelling thro’ me, and a cloudlike change,
In passing, with a grosser film made thick
These heavy, horny eyes. The end! the end!
Surely the end! What’s here? a shape, a shade,
A flash of light. Is that the angel there
That holds a crown ? Come, blessed brother, come.
I know thy glittering face. I waited long;

My brows are ready. What! deny it now ?

Nay, draw, draw, draw nigh. So I clutch it. Christ!
"Tis gone : ’tis here again; the crown! the crown!
So now ’tis fitbed on and grows to me,

And from it melt the dews of Paradise,

Sweet ! sweet ! spikenard, and balm, and frankincense.
Ah! let me not be fool’d, sweet saints: I trust

That I am whole, and clean, and meet for Heaven.

Speak, if there be a priest, a man of God
Among you there, and let him presently
Approach, and lean a ladder on the shaft, -
And climbing up into my airy home,

Deliver me the blessed sacrament -

For by the warning of the Holy Ghost,
I prophesy that I shall die to-night,

A quarter before twelve.

A . But thou, O Lor
Aid all this foolish people; let them take %
Example, pattern : lead them to thy light.
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THE TALKING OAK

* And with him Albert came on. his.
I look’d at him with joy

As cowslip unto oxlip is,
So seems she to the hoy.

* An hour had past—and, sitting straight
Within the low-wheel’d chaise,

Her mother trundled to the gato
Behind the dappled greys.

* But, as for her, she stay’d at home,
And on the roof she went,

And down the way you use to come,
She look’d with discontent.

* Shie left the novel half-uncut
Upon the rosewood shelf ;
She left the new piano shut :

She could not please herself.

*Then ran she, gamesome as the coib,
And livelier than a lark

She sent her voice thro’ all the holt
Before her, and the park,

* A light wind chased her on the wing,
And in the chase grow wild,

As close as might be would he cling
About the darling child :

* But light as any wind that blows
So fleetly did she stir,

The flower, she touch’d on, dipt and rose,
And turn’d to look at her,

¢ And hore she came, and round me play’d,
And sang to me the whole

Of those three stanzas that you made
About my “ giant bole ” ;

‘And in a fit of frolic mirth
She strove to span my waist :
Alas, T was so brdad of girth,
I could not he embraced.
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‘I wish’d myself the fair young beech
That hero beside me stands,

That round me, clasping each in each,
She might have lock’d her hands,

* Yot scem’d the pressure thrico as sweet
As woodbine's frsgle hold,

Or when I feel about my feet
Tho berried briony fold.

O muffle round thy kuees with fern,
And shadow Sumner-chace !

Long may thy topmost branch discern
Tho roofs of Semner-place?

Bat tell me, did she read the name
I carved with many vows

When last with throbbing heart I camo
To rest beneath thy boughs ?

¢ O yes, she wander'd round and round
Theso knotted knces of mine,

And found, and kisa'd the name she found,
And sweetly murmur'd thine.

* & teardrop trembled from its source,
And down my surfaco crept,

My sense of touch 15 something coarse,
But I believe she wept.

* Then flush’d her cheek with rosy light,
She glanced across the plain ;

But not n creature was in sight :
She kiss’d me once again.

* Her kisses were so close and Kind,
That, trust me on my word,

Hard wood I am, and vrinkled rind,
But yet my sap was stin'd ;

* And even into my inmost ring
A pleasure I discern’d, .
Like thoso blind motionS of tho Spring.
That show the year js turn'd.

157
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This fruit of thine by Love is blest,
That but » moment lay -

Where fairer fruib of Love may rest
Some happy future day.

I kiss it twice, I kiss it thrice,
The warmth it thence shall win

To riper life may magnetize .
The baby-oak within.

But thou, while kingdoms overset,
Or lapse from hand to hand,
Thy leaf shall never fail, nor yet

Thine acorn in the land. '

May never saw dismember thee,
Nor wielded axe disjoint,

That art the fairest-spoken tree
From here to Lizard-point.

O rock upon thy towery top
All throats that gurgle sweet !

All starry culmination drop
Balm-dews to bathe thy feet!

All grass of sillcy feather grow—
And while he sinks or swells

The full south-breeze around thee blow
The sound of mwinster bells.

The fat earth feed thy branchy root,
That under deeply strikes !

The northern morning o’er thee shoot,
High up, in silver spikes!

Nor ever lightning char thy grain,
But, rolling as in sleep,

Low thunders bring the mellow rain,
That makes thee broad and deep !

And hear me swear a solemn oath,
That only by thy side '

Will I to Olive plight my troth
And gain her for my bride.
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And when my marriage morn may fall,
She, Dr; 'Mf-like, shall wear
Alternato leaf and acorn-ball
In wreath about her hair.

And T will work in prose and rhymwe,
And praise thee more in both

Than bard has honour’d beech or lime,
Or that Thessalian growth,

In which tho swarthy ringdove sat,
And mystic sentence spoke ;

And more than England honours that,
Thy famous brother-cak,

Wherein the younger Charles abode
Till all the paths were dim,

And far below the Roundhead rode,
And humm’d 8 surly hyman.

LOVE AND DUTY

Or love that never found his earthly close,
\Xhat sequel ! Streaming eyes and breaking hearts %

S oAt

v : " of time
i o _zart shout
For some blind glimpse of freedom work itself
Thro' madness, hated by the wise, to law
Bystem and empire? Sin itself be found
The cloudy porch oft opening on the Sua ?
g\[nd 01n.ly; be, this wonder, dead, become

cre Lighway dust ¥ or year by o
ix: Yb(modm[;!in the minsyof a l;fefm sloze
~izhtmare of youth, the tre of hi: ?

.+ 1f this wero thus, if th{‘sr.’cicndeed l\xrli'idi!
Better the narrow brain, the s‘.on;} beart,
The :(armg eye glazed Ger with sapless d:;ya.,

¢ *ong mechanie pacings to and fro,

The et grey life, and apathetic erd.
c
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But am I not the nobler thro’ thy love ?
O three times less unworthy ! likewise thou
Art more thro’ Love, and greater than thy years.
The Sun will run his orbit, and the Moon
Hor circle. Wait, and Love himself will bring
The drooping flower of knowledge changed to fruit
Of wisdom. Wait: my faith is large in Time,
And that which shapes it to some perfect end.
Will some one say, then why not ill for good ?
Why took ye not your pastime ? To that man
My work shall answer, since I knew the right
And did it ; for a man is not as God,
But then most Godlike being most a man.
—S0 let me think ’tis well for thee and me—
Ill-fated that I am, what lot is mine
Whose foresight preaches peace,” my heart so slow
To foel it ! For how hard it seem’d to mec,
When eyes, love-languid thro’ half-tears, would dwell
One carnest, earnest moment upon mine,
Then not to dare to see! when thy low voice,
Faltering, would break its syllables, to keep
My own full-tuned,—hold passion in a leash, -
And not leap forth and fall about thy neck,
And on thy bosom (deep-desired relief !)
Rain out the heavy mist of tears, that weigh’d
Upon my brain, my senses and my soul !
For Love himself took part against himself
To warn us off, and Duty loved of Love—
O this world’s curse,—beloved but hated—came
Like Death betwixt thy dear embrace and mine,
And crying, * Who is this ? behold thy bride,’
She push’d me from thee,

) ) If the sense is hard
To alien ears, I did not speak to these—

No, not to thee, but to thyself in me :

Hard is my doom and thine : thou knowest it all.
Could Lovo part thus ? was it not well to speak,
To have spoken once ? It could not but be well. ’
The slow sweet hours that bring us all things good, -
The slow sad hours that bring us all things ill,
And all good things from evil, brought the night -

In which we sat together and alone,
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And to the want, that holtow’d all tho heart,
Gavo utteranco by the yearning of an eye,
That burn'd upon its object thro’ such tears
As flow but once a Jife.
The tranco gave way
To those caresses, when o hundred times
In that last kiss, which never nas tho last,
Farencll, like endless welcome, Lived and died.
Then follow'd counsel, comlort, and the words
That make a man feel strong in speaking truth ;
Till now the dark was worn, and overhead
The lights of sunset and of sunrise mix’d
In that brief might; the summer night, that paused
Among her stars to hear us; stars that hung
Love-charmed to listen * all the wheels of Tymo
Spun round in station, but the end had come.
O then like those, who clench their nerves to rush
Upon their dissolution, we tswo rowe,
There—elosing hike an individval Lfe—
In one blind ery of passion and of pam,
Like bitter accusation ev’n to death,
Caught up the whole of love and utter'd it,
And bade adieu for ever.
Live—yet live—
Shall sharpest pathos blight us, knowing all
Life needs for hifo 13 possible to will—
Live happy; tend thy flowers; be tended by
Ay blessinz ! Should 'my Shadow erows thy thoughts
Too sadly for their peace, remand st thog
For calmer hours to Memory's darkest heold,
1 rot to be forgotten—not st orce—
Not all forgotten. Should it erees thy drrarzs,
O mizht it come like one that locks comtent,
With quiet eves anfaithful to the troth,
Ard point thee forward to a di-tant Iixh?
Or weem to 1ift & barthen from thy heart
Ard leave then frofr, till them wake refrmt d,
Then when the £t for matnelirp fath syown
Yefl goive, 2zd moming drivn Ler plom of prad
Fur forrperiez jnto LzLs the counded suk,
Beyond the frix groen £214 acd enstorn o
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ULYSSES

It little profits thav an idle king,

By this still hearth, among thesc barren crags,

Matel’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.

1 cannot rest from travel : I will drink

Life 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

Vext the dim sea : I am become a name;

Tor always roaming with a hungry heart

Much have I seen and known; cities of men

And manners, climates, couneils, governments,

Myself 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;

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro’

Gleams that untravell’d world, whose margin fades

For 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 cternal silence, something more,

A bringer of new things; and vile it were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,

And this grey spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge, like & sinking star,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.
This is my son, 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
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Of common duties, decent not to fail
In offices of tenderness, and pay
Meet adoration to my houselold gods,
When I am gone, He works his nwork, I mine.
There Jies the port : the vesse! pufls her sail :
There gloom the dark broad seas. My marigers,
Fouls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with

me—
That ever with o frolic welcome took
The thunder and the sunshine, and oppo<ed
Free hearts, free foreheads—)you and 1 are old;
Old age hath yet his honour and his toil ;
Death closes all : but something cre tho end,
Some work of nolle note, may yet be done,
Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.
The lights begin to tninkle from the rocks .
The Jong day wanes : the slow moon chmbs - the deep
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,
*Tis not teo late to seck a newer world.
Push off, and sitting well in order smuto
The rounding furrows; for my purpose holds
To eail beyond the sunset, and the baths
Of a1l tho western stars, until T die.
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down :
It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,
And reo the great Achilles, whom we knew.
Tho' much is taken, much abides: and tho’
We aro not now that etrength which i old days
Moved earth and heaven; that wlich we are, we are;
One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to scek, to find, and not to yield.

LOCKSLEY HALL

Coxmaprs, leave me here a lttle, while as yet 'tis
carly morn :

Leave mo here, and when you want me, sound upon
the bugle horn.
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Falser than all fancy fa,thorhs, falser than all songs have
sung,

Puppet to a father's threat, and servile to a shrewish
tongue !

Is it well to wish thee happy ?—having known me—to
decline

On a range of lower feelings and a narrower heart than
mine !

Yet it shall be: thou shalt lower to his level day by
day,

What is fine within thee growing coarse to sympathize
with clay.

As the husband is, the wife is ; thou art mated with a
clown, N

And the grossness of his nature will have weight to
drag thee down.

He will hold thee, when his passion shall have spent
its novel force,

Somifhing better than his dog, a little dearer than his
orse.

What is this ? his eyes are heavy: think not they are
glazed with wine.

Go to him: it is thy duty: kiss him: take his hand
in thine.

It may be my lord is weary, that his brain is over-
wrought :

Soothe him with thy finer fancies, touch him with thy
lighter thought.

He will answer to the purpose . ’ ]
stand— purpose, easy things to under

Better thou wert dead before me, tho’ I slew thee with
my hand !

Better thou and I were lying, hidden from' the heart’s
disgrace,

bt
Roll’d in one another’s arms, and silent in a last embrace.
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Cursed be the social wanis that sin agninst the strength
f youtht
Cursed bo tho social lies that warp us from the living
teuth

Cursed bo the sickly forms that err from honest
Nature's rulo !

Carsed be the gold that gilds tho straiten’d forchead
of tho foolt

Well—"tia well that 1 should bluster t—FHadst thon
less unworthy proved—

Would to God~—for ¥ had loved thee more than ever
wifo was loved.

Am I mad, that T should chensh that which bears but
bitter fruit ?

I will pluck it from my bosom, tho' my heart bo st
the root.

Never, the’ my mortal summers to such length of years
should come

As the many-winter'd crow that leads the clanging
rackery hame.

Where is comfort t in division of the vecords of the
mind ?

Can X part her from herself, and love her, as 1 hnew
her, kind 1

T remember ono that perish’d : sweetly did she speak
and move:
Buch & one do T remember, whom to look ot nas to love,

Can 1 think ¢f her as dend, nnd fove her for the love
sho bore ¢

No—sho never loved me truly: love 8 love for ever-
more.

Comfort ! comfort scomn'd of devils! tlus is truth the
poet mings,
That n sorrow's crown « sorrow 38 remembering
happier things.
Gl
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*They wero dnngemus guides ths feclings—sho Ler-
sclf was not exempt

Truly, sho herself lmd ﬂuﬂcr *—Persh in thy self
contempt !

Overlivo it—lower yet—be happy! whercfore should
care
1 myself must mix with action, lest X wither by despair.

What is that which I should tum to, lighting upon
days like theso ?

Every ‘door is barr’d with gold, and opens but to
golden keys.

Every gato 18 throng’d with suitors, all tho markets
overflow.

I havo but an angry faney: what is that which I
should do ?

T hiad been content to perish, falling on the focman’s

ground,
When the ranks are roll'd in vapour, and the winds
are laid with sound.

But the jingling of the guinea helps the hurt that
Honour feels,

And the nations do but murmur, snarlng at each
otlxcr:: heels.

Can T but relive in sadness 7 T will tumn that earher

page.
Hide mo from my dcep emotion, O thou wondrous
Mother-Ago !

llnkc mo feel the wild pulsation that I felt before the

“hcn l hcﬂrd my days bfore me, and the tumult of
my Lfe;

Yeamning for the lnrgo excitement that the coming
years would yield,

Eagcg lll‘;'ﬂrtcd EL S bo; when first hic Jeaves his father's
eid,
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Drug thy memories, lesb thou learn it, lest thy heart
be put to proof, ‘

In the dead unhappy night, and when the rain is on
the roof.

Like a dog, he hunts in dreams, and thou art staring
at the wall, .
Where the dying night-lamp flickers, and the shadows

rise and fall.

Then 2 hand shall pass before thee, pointing-to his
drunken sleep, B

To thy widow'd marriage-pillows, to the tears that
thou wilt weep.

Thou shalt hear the ¢ Never, never,” whisper'd by the
phantom years,

And a song from out the distance in the ringing of
thine ears;

And an eye shall vex thee, looking ancient kindness
on thy pain. ’

Turn thee, turn thee on thy pillow: get thee to thy
rest again.

Nay, but Nature brings thee solace; for a tender
. voice will cry.
"Tis. g purer life than thine; a lip to drain thy trouble
ry.

Baby lips will laugh me down : my latest rival brings
thee rest. :

Baby fingers, waxen touches, press me from the
mother’s breast.

0, thq child too clothes the father with a dearness nob
his due.

Halftis thine and half is his: it will be worthy of the
Wwo.

O, 1 see thee old and formal, fitted to thy petty part,

With a little hoard of maxi i
Goglitars bord Xims preaching ‘down a
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*They were dangerous guides the feclings—she her-
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Tml;,c she hersell hu’(‘l suffer'd '—Perish in thy sells

conterapt !
Overlive it—lower yot—be Loppy! wherefore should
care ? . .
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days liko theso?

Every door is bar’d with gold, and opens but to
golden keys.

Frory gate is throng'd with swtors, sll the markels
overflow,

I have but an angry fancy: what is that which I
should do ?

I had been content to perish, falling on the foeman’s

ground,
When the rasks aro roll'd in vapour, and the winds
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But the jingling of the guinea helps the hurt that
Honour fecls,
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And at night along the dusky highway near and nearer
drawn,

Sees in heaven_the light of London flaring like a dreary
dawn ;

And his spirit leaps within him to be gone beforo him
then !

Underneath the light he looks at, in among tho throngs
of mon;

Men, my brothers, mon the workers, over reaping
something new :

That which they have done but earncst of the things
that they shell do:

For I dipt into the future, far as human eye could sco,
Saw tho Vision of the world, and all the wonder that
would be;

Saw tho heavens fill with commoerce, argosies of magio
sails
Pilobg of the purple twilight, dropping down with costly
ales ;

Heard the heavens fill with shouting, and thero rain’d
o ghastly dow .
From the nations’ airy navies grappling in tho central

blue ;

Far along the world-wido whisper of the south-wind
rushing warm,

With the standards of the peoples plunging thro’ the
thunder-storm ;

Till the war-drum throbb’d no longer, and the battle-
flags were furl’d
Tn tho Parliament of man, the Federation of the world.

Thore the common sense of most shall hold o fretful
roalm in awo,

And]tho kindly earth shall slumber, lapt in universal
D,
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8o I triumph'd ere my passion sweeping thro' me left

me dry, . "
Teft me with the palsied heart, and left me with the
jaundiced eye;

Eye, to which all order festers, all things here ars out
of joint :

8cience moves, but slowly slowly, creeping on from
poiat te point

Blowly comes a hungry people, ot a Non, creeping nighet,
Glares at one that nods snd winks behind a slowly-
dying fire.

Yet I doubt not thro’ the ages one incressing purposs

Tuns,
And the thoughts of men are widen’d with the process
of the guns.

What js that to him that resps not harvest of his
youthful joys,

Tho' the deep heart of existence beat for ever like &
boy's 7

Enowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and T linger on

the shore,
And the individual withers, and the world is more and
more.

Kaowledge comes, but wisdom hngers, and he bears
a laden breast,

Full of ead esperience, moving toward the stillness of
his rest,

Hark, my merry comrades call me, sounding on the
gle-horn,

They to whom my foolish passion were a target for
their scorn :

Bhall it not be scom to me to harp on such a mounlder'd
string 7

I am shamed thro’ all my nature to have loved so
slight & thing.
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Weakness to be wroth with weakness! woman's
pleasure, woman’s pain— .

Nature made them blinder motions bounded in a
shallower brain : :

Woman is the lesser man, and all thy passions,
mateh’d with mine, )

Are as moonlight unto sunlight, -and as water unto
wine—

Here at least, where nature sickens, nothing. Ah, for
some retreat

Deep in yonder shining Orient, where my life began
to beat ;

Where in wild Mahratta-battle fell my father evil
starr’d ;—
T was left a trampled orphan, and a selfish uncle’s ward.

Or to burst all links of habit~—there to wander far away, .
On from jsland unto island at the gateways of the day.

Larger constellations burning, mellow moons and
happy skies,

Breadths of tropic shade and palms in cluster, knots
of Paradise.

Never comes the trader, never floats an European flag,
Slides the bird o'er lustrous woodland, swings the
trailer from the crag;

Droops the heavy-blossom’d bower, hangs the heavy-
fruited tree—

Summer isles of Eden lying in dark-purple spheres of
seq. .

There methinks would be enjoyment more than in this
march of mind,

In the steamship, in the railway, in the thoughts that
shake mankind.

There the passions eramp'd no longer shall have scope.
and breathing-space ;

I will take some savage woman, she shall rear my
dusky race.
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0, I see the crescent promise of my spirit hath nob
seb.

Ancient founts of inspiration well thro’ all my fancy
yet.

Howsoever these things be, a long farewell to Locksley
Hall! .

Now for me the woods may wither, now for me the
roof-tree fall.

Comes a vapour from the margin, blackening over
heath and holt, o

Cramming all the blast before it, in its breast a
thunderbolt,

Let it fall on Locksley Hall, with rain or hail, or fire
OT SnOW ; )

For the mighty wind arises, roaring seaward, and
I go.

GODIVA

I waited for the irain at Coventry;
I hung with grooms and porters on the bridge,
To watch the three tall spives; and there I shaped
The city’s ancient legend tnfo this :—
Not only we, the latest seed of Time,
New men, that in the flying of a wheel
Cry down the past, not only we, that prate
Of rights and wrongs, have loved the people well,
And loathed to see them overtax’d; but she
Did more, and underwent, and overcame,
The woman of a thousand summers back,
Godiva, wife to that grim Earl, who ruled
In Coventry : for when he laid a tax
Upon his town, and all the mothers brought
Their children, clamouring, ‘If we pay, we starve!’
She sought her lord, and found him, where he strode
About the hall, among his dogs, alone,
His beard a foot before him, and his hair
A yard behind. She told him of their tears,
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Not less thro’ all bore up, till, last, she saw

The white-flower’d clder-thicket from the field

Gleam thro’ the Gothic archways in the wall.
Then she rode back, clothed on with chastity :

And one low churl, compact of thankless earth,

The fatal byword of all years to come,

Boring » little auger-hole in fear,

Peep’d—but his cyes, beforé they had their will,

Were shrivell’d into darkness in his head,

And dropt before him. So the Powers, who waib

On noble deeds, cancelY’d a sense misused ;

And she, that knew not, pass’d: and all at once,

With twelve great shocks of sound, the shameless noon

Was clash’d and hammer’d from a hundred towers,

One after one: but even then she gain’d

Her bower; whence reissuing, robed and crown’d,

To meet her lord, she took the tax away,

And built herself an everlasting name.

THE TWO VOICES

A srin small voice spake unto me,
* Thou art so full of misery,
Were it not better not to be ?°

Then to the still small voice I said
* Let me not cast in endless shade
What is so wonderfully made.’

To which the voice did urge reply ;
‘ To-day I saw the dragon-fly
Come from the wells where he did lie.

‘An inner impulse rent the veil
Of his old husk : from head to tail
Came out clear plates of sapphire mail.

‘He dried his wings: like gauze they grew :
Thro’ crofts and pastures wet with dew
A living flash of light he flew.’
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Not less thro’ all bore up, till, last, she saw

The white-flower'd elder-thicket from the field

Gleam thro’ the Gothic archways in the wall
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A stinr small voice spake unto me,
‘ Thou arb so full of misery,
Were it not better not to be ?°

Then to the still small voice I said
‘ Let me not cast in endless shade
What is so wonderfully made.

';1’0 which the voice did urge reply ;
To-day I saw the dragon-fly
Come from the wells where he did lie.
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I said, © The years with change advance:
If I make dark my countenance,
I shut my life from happier chance.

‘Some turn this sickness yet might take,
Ev'n yet.” But he: * What drug can make
A wither'd palsy cease to shake ?’

I wept, ‘Tho’ I should die, I know -
That all about the thorn will blow
In tufts of rosy-tinted snow;

¢ And men, thro’ novel spheres of thought -
Still moving after truth long sought,
Will learn new things when I am not.’

‘Yet,” said the secret voice, ‘some time,
Sooner or later, will grey prime
Make thy grass hoar with early rime.

‘ Not less swift souls that yearn for light,
Rapt after heaven’s starry flight,
Would sweep the tracts of day and night. .

* Not less the bee would range her cells,
The furzy prickle fire the dells,
The foxglove cluster dappled bells.’

I said that ‘all the years invent;
Each month is various to present
The world with some development.

‘ Were this not well, to bide mine hour,
Tho’ watching from a ruin’d tower
How grows the day of human power ?’

‘ The highest-mounted mind,” he said,
‘ Still sees the sacred morning spread
The silent summit overhead.

¢ Will thirty seasons render plain
Those lonely lights that still remain,
Just breaking over land and main ?

¢ Or make that morn, from his cold erown
And erystal silence creeping down,
Flood with full daylight glebe and town ?
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¢ Forsrun thy peers, thy time, and let
Thy feet, lennnims hence, be set
In midst of knowledge, dream'd not yet.

‘ Thon hast not gain’d a real height,
Nor art thou nearer to the light,
Because the scale is infinite,

“*Twere better not to breathe or speak,
Than cry for strength, remajning weak,
And seem to find, but still to seek.

¢ Morcover, but to scem to find
Asks what thou lackest, thought resign’d,
A healthy frame, a quet mind.’

1 said, *When I am gone away,
“He dared not tarry,” men will say,
Doing dishonour to my clay.’

©This is more vile,” he made reply,
‘To breathe and loathe, to hive and sigh,
Than once from dread of pajn to die.

*Sick art thou—a dinded will
Still heaping on the fear of jll
The fear of men, & coward still.

‘Do men love thes ? Art thou so bound
To men, that how thy name may sound
Will vex thee lymg underground ?

¢ The memory of the wither’d leaf
In endless tume is scarce more brief
Than of the garner'd Autumn-sheaf,

‘Qo, vexed Spirit, slecp 1 trust ;
The right ear, that 1s fill'd with dust,
Hears Dttle of the falso or just.’

“Hurd task, to pluck resolve,’ I cried,
*From emptiness and tho waste wido
Of that abyss, or scornful pride!

 Nay—rather yet that T could raise
One hope that warm'd me in the days
While still I yearn’d for human praise.

181
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“ And owning but a little more
Than beasts, abidest lame and poor,
Calling thyself a little lower

‘Than angels. Cease to wail and brawl!
Why inch by inch to darkness crawl ?
There is one remedy for all.’

€0 dull, one-sided voice,” said I,
‘Wilt thou make everything a lie,
To flatter me that I may die ?

‘I know that age to age succeeds,
Blowing a noise of tongues and deeds,
A dust of systems and of creeds.

‘Y cannot hide that some have striven,
Achieving calm, to whom was given
The joy that mixes man with Heaven :

‘ Who, rowing hard against the stream,
Saw distant gates of Eden gleam,
And did not dream it was a dream ;

‘ But heard, by secret transport led,
Ev’n in the charnels of the dead,
The murmur of the fountain-head—

¢ Which did accomplish their desire,
Bore and forbore, and did not tire,
Like Stephen, an unquenched fire.

‘ He heeded not reviling tones,
Nor sold his heart to idle moans,
Tho’ cursed and scorn’d, and bruised with stones:

‘ But looking upward, full of grace,
He pray’d, and from a happy place
God’s glory smote him on the face.’

'zl‘he sullen answer slid betwixt :
Not that the grounds of hope were fix'd,
The elements were kindlier mix’d.

I said, ‘I toil beneath the curse,
But, knowing not the universe,
I fear to slide from bad to worse.
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¢ And that, in seeking to undo
One riddle, and to find the true,
¥ knit a hundred others new :

“ Or that this anguish fleeting hence,
Unmanacled from bonds of scnse,
Be fix’d and froz’n to permanence :

‘For I go, wesk from suffering here;
Naked I go, and vord of cheer:
What is it that I may not fear?’

¢ Consider well,” the voice replied,
¢ His face, that two hours since hath died ,
Wilt thou find passion, pain or pride ?

‘ Will he obey when one commands ?
Or answer should one press his hands ?
He snswers not, nor understands.,

‘His palms are folded on his bresst:
There js no other thing express'd
But long disquiet merged in rest.

“His lips are very muild and meel :
Tho’ one should smite hrm on the cheek,
And on the mouth, he will not speak.

¢ His little daughter, whose sweet faco
He kiss’d, taking his last embrace,
Becomes dishonour to her race—

‘ His sons grow up that bear his name,
Some grow to honour, some to shame,—
But he is chill to praise or blame.

‘ He will not hear the north-wind rave,
Nor, moaning, houschold shelter erave
From winter rains that beat his grave.

‘ High up the vapours fold and swim :
About lum broods the twilight dim:
The place he knew forgetteth him.’

‘If all be dark, vague voice,’ I eaid,
‘Theso things are wrapt in doubt and dread,
Nor canst thou show the dead sre dead
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¢ And owning but a little more
Than beasts, abidest lame and poor,
Calling thyself a little lower

‘Than angels. Cease to wail and brawl!
Why inch by inch to darkness crawl?
There is one remedy for all’

€0 dull, one-sided voice,” said I,
‘Wilt thou make everything a lie,
To flatter me that I may die?

‘T know that age to age succeeds,
Blowing a noise of tongues and deeds,
A dust of systems and of creeds.

‘T cannot hide that some have striven,
Achieving calm, to whom was given
The joy that mixes man with Heaven :

¢ Who, rowing hard against the stream,
Saw distant gates of Eden gleam,
And did not dream it was a dream;

‘ But heard, by secret transport led,
Ev'n in the charnels of the dead,
The murmur of the fountain-head—

¢ Which did accomplish their desire,
Bpre and forbore, and did not tire,
Like Stephen, an unquenched fire.

‘ He heeded not reviling tones,
Nor,sold his heart to idle moans,
Tho’ cursed and scorn’d, and bruised with stones

¢ But looking upward, full of grace,
He ?my’d, and from a happy place °
God’s glory smote him on the face. °

';Ehe sullen answer slid betwixt :
Not that the grounds of hope were fix'd,
The elements were kindlier mix’d.’

I said, ‘I toil beneath the curse,
But, known}g not the universe,
I fear to slide from bad to worse.
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v
Till all the hundred summers pass,

The beams, that thro’ the Oriel shine,
Make prisms in every carven glass,

And beaker brimm’d with noble wine.
Each baron at the banquet sleeps,

Grave faces gather’d 1n a ring.
His stato the king reposing keeps.

He must have been a jovial king.

vI
All round a hedge upshoots, and shows
At distance like a httle wood ;
Thorns, ivies, woodbine, mistlctoes,
And grapes with bunches red as blood;
All creeping plants, a wall of green
Close-matted, bur and brake and brier,
And ghmpsing over these, just seen,
High up, the topmost palace-sprre.

v

When will the hundred summers die,

And thought and time be born again,
And newer knowledge, drawing nigh,

Bring truth that sways the soul of men ¥
Here all things in their place remain,

As all were order’d, ages since.
Come, Care and Pleasure, Hope and Pain,

And bring the fated fairy Prince.

THE SLEEPING BTAUTY
1
YEAR after year unto her feet,
She lying on her couch alone,
Across the purpled coverlet,
The maiden’s jet-black hair has grow
Qu either side her tranced form
Forth streaming from & braid of pez:
The slumbrous light is rich and warm,
And moves not on the rounded curl.
"
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II

The silk star-broider’d coverlid .
Unto her limbs itself doth mould
Languidly ever; and, amid
Her full black ringlets downward roll’d,
Glows forth each softly-shadow’d arm
With bracelets of the diamond bright :
Her constant beauty doth inform
Stillness with love, and day with light.

I

She sleeps : her breathings are not heard
In palace chambers far apart.
The fragrant tresses are not stirr’d
That lie upon her charmed heart
She sleeps : on either hand upswells
The gold-fringed pillow lightly prest:
She sleeps, nor dreams, but ever dwells
A perfeet form in perfect rest.

THE ARRIVAL
I

Arr precious things, discover’d late,

To those that scek them issue forth ;
Far love in sequel works with fate,

And draws the veil from hidden worth.
He travels far from other skies—

His mantle glitters on the rocks—
A fairy Prince, with joyful eyes,

And lighter-footed than the fox,

II

The bodies and the bones of those

That strove in other days to pass,
Are wither’d in the thorny close,

Or scatter’d blanching on the grass.
He gazes on the silent dead :

‘ They perish’d in their daring deeds.’
This proverb flashes thro’ his head,

‘ The many fail: the one succeeds.’
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nur .
He comes, scarce knowmng what he secks:
Ho breaks the hedge: he enters there:
The colour flies into his cheeks :
He trusts to Light on something fair ;
For all his Ife the charm did talk
About Lis path, and hover near
With words of promise in his walk,
And whisper'd voices at his ear.

v
More close and close his footsteps wind ;
The Magic Music in his heart
Beats quick and guicker, till he find
The quiet chamber far apart.
His spint flutters like a lark,
He stoops—to kiss her—on his knee.
“Love, if tliy tresses be so dark,
How dark those hidden eyes must be!’

THE REVIVAL

b
A ToUcH, a kiss! the charm was snapt.
There rose a noise of striking clocks,
And feet that ran, and doors that clapt,

barking dogs, and crowing cocks ;
A fuller Ight illumined all,
A breezo thro’ all the garden swept,
A sudden hubbub shook the hall,
And sixty feet the fountain leapt.

u
The hedge broke in, the banner blew,
e butler drank, the steward scrawl’d,

The fire shot up, the martin flew,

The parrot scream’d, the peacock squall'd,
The maid and page renen’d therr strife,

The Palace bang'd, and buzz'd and clackt,
And all the long-pent stream of hfe

Dash’d downyard in & cataract.
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And last with these the king awoke,
And in his chair himself upreard,
And yawn’d, and rubb’d his face, and spoke,
‘ By holy rood, a royal beard !
How say you ? we have slept, my lords.
My beard has grown into my lap.’
The barons swore, with many words,
"Twas but an after-dinner’s nap.

v

¢ Pardy,” return’d the king, ‘ but still
My joints are something stiff or so.
My lord, and shall we pass the bill
I mention’d half an hour ago ?’
The chancellor, sedate and vain,
In courteous words return’d reply :
But dallied with his golden chain,
And, smiling, put the question by. :

THE DEPARTURE

I

AND on her lover’s arm she leant,
And round her waist she felt it fold,
And far across the hills they went
In that new world which. is the old :
Across the hills, and far away
Beyond their utmost purple rim,
And deep into the dying day
The happy princess follow’d him.

11

‘I’d sleep another hundred years,
O love, for such another kiss;’
‘O wake for ever, love,’ she hears,
‘O love, 'twas such as this and this.
And o’er them many a sliding star,
And many a merry wind was borne,
And, stream’d thro’ many a golden bar,
The twilight melted into morn.
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m .
* 0 eyes long Iaid in happy sleep?®
‘ Oyhappygsleep, that lightly fled !>
*O happy kiss, that woke thy sleep !’
‘0 Fove, thy kiss would wake the dead $’
And o'er them many a flowing range
Of vapour bnoy’d the ecrescent-bark,
And, rapt thro' many a rosy change,
The twilight died inte the datk.

w
‘ A hundred summers ! con it be ?

And whither goest thou, tell me where ?°
¢ 0 seck my father's conrt with me,

For there arc greater wonders there.”
And O'er the hills, and far away

Beyond their utmost purple rim,
Beyond the night, scross the day,

ro” all the world she follow’ad him.

MORAL

1

50, Lady Flora, take my fay,

And if you find no moral there,
Go, Jook in any glass and say,

Whst moral is in being farr.
Oh, to what uses shall we put

Tho wildweed-floner that simply blows ?
And is there any moral shut

Within the bosom of the rose

n
But any man that walks the mead,
In bud or blade, or bloom, may find,
According as hig humours lead,
A meaning suited to his mind.
And liberal applications be
In Art like Natuare, dearest friend ;
So "twere to cramp its use, if T
Should hook it to some useful end.



198 THE py Y-DREAy

L’ENvor
4
I

e
nd every hundreq Year. .
nd learp the world, ang sleep again ;

0 sleep thyy terms of y,s
nd wake

S, diverg climeg H
Ncientg of the earth,
nd in the Morning of the timeg,

For we g

e
¢ap to ligt
0se eyeg awake |
am J ight op am I ypon 2
Jou did pq4 care ;

1ave oy, mors] from the Song,
And T will take my pleasype there ;



THE DAY-DREAM 199

And, am I right or am I wrong,
My fancy, ranging thro’ and thro’,
To search & meaning for the song,
Perforce will still revert to you;
Nor finds & closer truth than this
All-graceful head, so richly curl'd,
And cvermore a costly kiss
The prelude to some brighter world.

v

For sinco the time when Adam first

Embraced his Eve 1n bappy hour,
And cvery bird of Eden burst

In carol, every bud to floner,
What eyes, like thine, have waken’d hopes ?

‘What hps, like thine, so sweetly join’d ?
Where on the double rosebud droops

The fullness of the pensive mind ;
Which all too dearly self-mvolved,

Yet sleeps a dreamless sleep to me;
A sleep by kisses undissolved,

That lets thee neither hear nor see :
But break it. In the name of wife,

And in the rights that name may give,
Aro clasp’d the moral of thy lfe,

And that for which I care to live.

EPILOGUE

So, Lady Flora, take my lay,

And, if you find a meaning there,
O whisper to your glass, and say,

‘ What wonder, if he thinks me fair 2°
What wonder I was all unwise,

To shape the song for your delight
Liko long-tail’d birds of Paradise,

That float thro’ Heaven, and cannot Light ?
Or old-world trains, upheld at court

By Cupid-boys of blooming hue—
But take it—earnest wed with sport,

And cither sacred unto you.
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The poplars, in long order due,
With cypress promenaded,

The shoc]{head willows two and two
By rivers gallopaded.

Came wet-shod alder from the wave,
Came yews, a dismal coterie ;

Each pluck’d his one foot from the grave,
Poussetting with a sloe-treo :

OId elms came breaking from the vine,
The vine stream’d out to follow,

And, sweating rosin, plump’d the pine
From many a cloudy hollow.

And wasn't it a sight to see,
When, ere his song was ended,
Liko some great landslip, tree by trec,
The country-stde descended ;
And shepherds from the mountain-eaves
Look’d down, half-pleased, half-frighten’d
As dash’d about the drunken leaves
The random sunshine lighten'd !

Oh, nature first was fresh to men
And wanton without measure ;
So youthful and so flexile then,
You moved her at your pleasure.
Twang out, my fiddle! shake tho twigs!
And make her dance attendance;
Blow, flute, and stir the stiff-set sprigs,
And scirrhous roots and tendons,

'Tis vain! in such a brassy age
I could not move a thistle;
The very sparrows in the hedge
Scarce answer to my whistle;
Or at the most, when three-parts-sick
With strumming and with scraping,
A jackass beehaws frem the rick,
The passive oxen gaping.
n3
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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,

ThTho hc]n'seI and rider reel : .
cy reel, they roll in clanging lists,
And when iyhe tide of cﬁﬁat stands,
Perfume and flowers fall in showers,
That lightly rain from ladics' hands.

How sweet are looks that ladies bend

On whom their favours fall !
For them I battle tifl the end,

To save from shame and thrall :
But oll my heart is drawn above,

My knecs are bow’d in erypt 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 ,
8o keep I fair thro’ faith and prayer

A virgin heart in work and will.

When down the stormy crescent goes,
A light before me swims,

Between dark stems the forest glows,
1 hear a noise of hymns :

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 sparhlo clean,

The shrill bell rings, the censer swings,
And solemn chaunts resoand between.
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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.

Ab, 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 1 go,

The cock crows ere the Christmas morn,
The streets are dumb with snow.

The tempest crackles on the leads,
And, ringing, springs from brand and mail ;

But o’er the dark a glory spreads,
And gilds the driving hail,

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 meet me here.
T 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 falls.
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Then move the trees, the copses nod,
Wings flutter, voices hover clear :
¢ 0 just and faithful knight of God!
Ride on! tho prizo is near.’
8o pass I hostel, hall, and granges
By bridge and ford, by park and pale,
All-arm’d 1 ride, whate'er betide,
Until I find the holy Grail.

EDWARD GRAY

Sweer Emma Morcland of yonder town
Met mo walking on yonder way,
¢ And have you lost your heart 7' she said;
¢ And are you married yet, Edward Gray 7’

Sweet Emma Moreland spoke to me :
Bitterly weeping I turn’d away

¢ Swect Emma Morcland, love no more
Can touch tho heart of Edward Gray.

* Ellen Adair she loved me well,

Against her father’s and mother’s will :
To-day I sat for an hour and wept,

By Ellen’s grave, on the windy hill.

¢ Shy she was, and I thought her cold ;
Thought her proud, and fled over the sea ,
TFilrd I was with folly and spite,
When Ellen Adair was dying for me.

¢ Cruel, cruel the words I sard !
Cruclly came thoy back to-day .
“ You'ro too slight and fickle,” I said,
“To trouble the heart of Edward Gray.”

¢ There I put my faco in tho gras—
Whisper'd, * Listen to my despair .

T repent mo of all I did.
Speak a little, Ellen Adair!”

*Then I took a peneil, and wiofo
On the mossy stone, as I lay,

“Here lies the Lody of Ellen” Adal
And here tho heart of Edward Gray 1™
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‘Love may come, and love may go,
And fly, like a bird, from tree to treei
But I will Jove no more, no more,
Till Ellen Adair come back to me.

¢ Bitterly wept I over the stone:
Bitterly weeping I turn’d away :

There lies the body of Ellen Adair !
And there the heart of Edward Gray !’

WILL WATERPROOF'S LYRICAL MONOLOGUE

MADE AT THE COCK

O pLump head-waiter at The Cock,
To which I most resort,

How goes the time ? ’Tis five o’clock.
Go fetch a pint of port:

But let it not be such as that
You set before chance-comers,

But such whose father-grape grew fab
On Lusitanian summers.

No vain libation to the Muse,
But may she still be kind,

And Whisg)er lovely words, and use
Her influence on the mind,

To make me write my random rhymes,
Ere they be half-forgotten ;

Nor add and alter, many times,
Till all be ripe and rotten.

I pledge her, and she comes and dips
Her laurel in the wine,

And lays it thrice upon my lips,
These favour’d lips of mine;

Until the charm have power to make
New lifeblood warm the bosom,

And barren commonplaces break
Jn full and kindly blossom.



WILL WATERPROOF'S MONOLOGUE 207

1 pledge her silont at the board ;
Her gradual fingers steal

And touch upon tho master-chord
Of all T felt and fecl.

0ld wishes, ghosts of broken plans,
And phantom hopes assemble ;

And that child's heart within the man's
Begins to move and tremble.

Thro’ many an hour of summer suns,
By many pleasant ways,

Against its fountain upward runs
The current of my days:

T kiss the lips I once have kiss'd ;
The gas-light wavers dimmer ;

And softly, thro' a vinous must,
My college friendships glimmer.

I grow in worth, end wit, and sense,
Unboding critic-pen,

Or that eternal want of pence,
Which vexes public men,

Who hold their hands to all, and ery
For that which all deny them—
Who sweep the crossings, wet or dry,

And all the world go by them.

Ah yet, tho' sll the world forsake,
Tho' fortune elip my wings,
1 will not cramp my heart, nor take
Half-viens of men and things.
YLet Wlug and Tory stir therr blood ;
There must be stormy weather ;
But for some truo result of good
All parties work together,

Let there be thistles, there aro grapes;
If old things, there are new;

Ten thousand broken lights and shapes,
Yet glimpses of the true.

Let raffs bo rife in prose and rhyme,
We lack not rhymes and reasons,

As on this whirligig of Time
We circle with tho seasons,
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The Muse, the jolly Muse, it is!
o snswer'd to my call,

She changes with that mood or this,
Is all-in-all to all

She lit the spark within my throat,
To make my blood run quicker,

Used all her fiery will, and smote
Her Ife into the liquor.

And hence this halo lives about
The watter’s hands, that reach

To each his perfect pint of stout,
His proper chop to each.

He looks not like the common breed
That with the napkin dally;

I think he came ke Ganymede,
From some delightful valley.

The Cock vas of a larger egg
Than modern poultry drop,

Stept forward on a firmer leg,

And cramm’d a plumper crop;

Upon an ampler dunghill trod,
Crow’d lustier lafe and early,

Sipt wine from siver, praising God,
And raked in golden barley.

A private lifc was all his joy,

A' inla court he saw
something-pottle-bodied bay,
That knuckled at the tawq:y

He stoop’d and clutch’d him, fair and good,
Flew over roof and casement :

His brothers of the weather stood
Stock-still for sheer amazement,

But he, by farmstead, thorpe and spire,
Arnd follow’d with acclaims,
A sign 1o many a staring shire,
Came crowing over Thames.
Right down by smoky Paul’s they bore,
T1l], where ihe strect grows strater,
One fix'd for ever at the door,
And one beeame head-waiter,

209
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In there camo old Alice the nurse,

Said, * Who was this that went from thes 7
It was my cousin,” said Lady Clare,

‘ To-morrow he weds with me.’

‘0 God be thank’d !’ said Alicc the nurse,
¢ That all comes round so just and fair:
Lord Ronald is heir of all your lands,
And you are not the Lady Clare.

¢ Are ye out of your mind, my nurse, my nurse?*
Said Lady Clare, © that ye speak so wild 2

¢ As God 's sbove,” said Alice the nurse,
‘I speak the truth: you arc my child.

¢ The old Earl’s daughter died at my breast;
I speak the truth, as I live by bread!

I buried her ltke my own sweet child,
And put my child in her stead.’

¢ Falsely, falsely have ye done,
O mother,” she said, *1f this bo true,
To keep the best man under the sun
So many years from his due.’

*Noy now, my child,’ said Alice the nurse,
‘ But keep the secret for your life,

And all you have will be Lord Ronald’s,
When you are man and wife

‘If I'm a beggar born,” she sud,
‘I will speak out, for I dare not le.
Pull off, pull off, the brooch of gold,
And fling the diamond necklace by.

“Nay now, my child,’ said Alicc the nurse,
‘ But keep the secrct all ye can.

She said “‘Not so: but I will know
If there be any faith in man.’

¢ Nay now, what faith 2* said Alice the nurse,
¢ The man will cleave unto lus night.

¢ And ho shall have it,’ the lady replied,
¢ Tho' I should die to-night.”
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QOn that cottage growing nearer,

Where they twain will spend their days.
O but she will love him truly !

He shall have a cheerful home;
She will order all things duly,

When beneath his roof they come.
Thus her heart rejoices greatly,

Till a gateway she discerns
With armorial bearings stately,

And beneath the gate she turns;
Sees a mansion more majestic

Than all those she saw before :
Many a gallant gay domestic

Bows before him at the door.
And they speak in gentle murmur,

When they answer to his call,
While he treads with footstep firmer,

Leading on from hall to hall.
And, while now she wonders blindly,

Nor the meaning can divine,
Proudly turns he round and kindly,

¢ All of this is mine and thine)
Here he lives in state and bounty,

Lord of Burleigh, fair and free,
Not a lord in all the county

Is so great a lord as he.
All at once the colour flushes

Her sweet face from brow to chin:
As it were with shame she blushes,

And her spirit changed within.
Then her countenance all over

Pale again as death did prove:
But he clasp’d her like a lover,

And he cheer’d her soul with love.
So she strove against her weakness,

Tho’ at times her spirit sank:
Shaped her heart with woman’s meekness

To all duties of her rank:
And a gentle consort made he,

And her gentle mind was such
That she grew a noble lady,

And the people loved her much,
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But & trouble weigh’d upon her,
* And perplox’d her, night and morn,
With the burthen of an honour
Unto which she was not born.
Faint she grew, and ever fainter,
As she murmur’d, ¢ Oh, that he
Were onco more that landscape-painter,
Which did win my heart from me!’
So sho droop’d and droop’d before him,
Fading slowly from his side :
‘Three fair children first she bore him,
Then before her timo she dicd.
Weeping, weoping lato and carly,
Walking up and pacing down,
Decply mox«:m’d the Isnrd of Burleigh,
Buleirh tamford-town

And he came to look upon her,
And he look’d at her and said,

¢ Bring the dress and put it on her,
That she wore when she was wed.”

Then her people, softly treading,
Boro to carth her body, drest

In the dress that she was wed in,
That her spirit might have rest.

SIR LAUNCELOT AND QUEEN GUINEVERE
A FRAGMENT

Like souls that balance joy and pam,
With tears and smiles from heaven sgain
The maiden Spring upon the plain
Came in a sun-lit fall of rain,
In erystal vapour everywhero
Blue isles of heaven laugh'd between,
And, far in forest.deeps unscen,
The topmost clm-trec gather’d green
From draughts of balmy air.

Sometimes tho linnet piped lus song .
Sometimes tho throstle whistled strong:



218 SIR LAUNCELOT AND QUEEN GUINEVERE

AN

Sometimes -the sparhawk, wheel'd along, |
Hush’d all the groves from fear of wrong:
By grassy capes with fuller sound
In curves the yellowing river ran,
And drooping chestnut-buds began
To.spread into the -perfect fan,
Above the teeming ground.

Then, in the boyhood of the year,
Sir Launcelot and Queen Guinevere
Rode thro’ the coverts of the deer,
With blissful treble ringing clear.
She seem’d a part of joyous Spring:
A gown of grass-green silk she wore,
Buckled with golden clasps before ;
A light-green tuft of plumes she bore
Closed in a golden ring.

Now on some twisted ivy-neb,
Now by some tinkling rivulet,
In mosses mixt with violet
Her cream-white mule his pastern set :
And fleeter now she skimm’d the plains
Than she whose elfin prancer springs
By night to eery warblings,
When all the glimmering moorland rings
With jingling bridle-reins.

As she fled fast thro’ sun and shade,

The happy winds upon her play’d,

Blowing the ringlet from the braid :

She look’d so lovely, as she sway’d
The rein with dainty finger-tips,

A man had given all other bliss,

And all his worldly worth for this,

To waste his whole heart in one kiss
Upon her perfect lips.
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THE VISION OF SIN

I

1 HAD a vision when the night was late :

A youth came riding toward a palace-gate.

He rode a horse with wings, that would have flown,
But that his heavy rider kept him down.

And from the palace came a child of sin,

And took him by the curls, and led him in,

Where sat a company with heated eyes,

Expecting when a fountain should arise :

A sleepy light upon their brows and lips—

As when the sun, a crescent of eclipse,

Dreams over lake and lawn, and isles and capes—
Suffused them, sitting, lying, languid shapes,

By heaps of gourds, and skins of wine, and piles of grapes.

Ix
Then methonght I heard a mellow sound,
Gathering up from all the lower ground ;
Narrowing in to where they sat assembled
Low voluptuous music winding trembled,
Wov'n in circles: they that heard it sigh'd,
Panted hand in hand with faces pale,
Swung themselves, and in low tones replied ;
Till the fountain spouted, showering wide
Sleet of diamond-drift and pearly hail ;
Then the music touch’d the gates and died ;
Rose again from where it seem’d fo fail,
Storm’d in orbs of song, a growing gale;
Till thronging in and in, to where they waited,
As *twere a hundred-throated nightingale,
The strong tempestuous treble throbb’d and palpitated ;
Ran into its giddiest whirl of sound,
Caught the sparkles, and in circles,
Purple gauzes, golden hagzes, liquid mazes,
Flung the torrent rainbow round:
Then they started from their places, -
Moved with violence, changed in hue,
Caught each other with wild grimaces,
Half-invisible to the view,
Wheeling with precipitate paces
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And one: ‘He had not wholly quench’d his power;
A little grain of conscience made him sour’

At last I heard a voice upon the slope

Cry to the summit, ‘Is there any hope ?’

To which an answer peal'd from that high land,
But in a tongue no man could understand ;

And on the glimmering limit far withdrawn

- God made Himself an awful rose of dawn.

MOVE EASTWARD, HAPPY EARTH

Move eastward, happy earth; and leave
Yon orange sunset waning slow :
From fringes of the faded eve,
O, happy planet, eastward go;
Till over thy dark shoulder glow
Thy silver sister-world, and rise
To glass herself in dewy eyes
That watch me from the glen below.

Ah, bear me with thee, smoothly borne,
Dip forward under starry light,

And move me to my marriage-morn,
And round again to happy night.

BREAK, BREAK, BREAK

BrEag, break, break,
On thy cold grey stones, O Sea t

And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.

O well for the fisherman’s boy,

That he shouts with his sister at play !
O well for the sailor lad,

That he sings in his boat on the bay!



BREAK, BREAK, BREAK 22

And the stately ships go on
To their baven under the hill ;

But O for the touch of a vanish’d band,
And the sound of 8 voice that is still!

Break, break, break,

¢ At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!

But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.

THE POET'S SONG

THE rain had fallen, the Poet arose,

He pass’d by the town and out of the street,
A light wind blew from the gates of the sun,

And waves of shadow went over the wheat,
And ho sat him down m a lonely place”

d clianted a melody loud and suedt,

That made the wild-swan pause i her cloud,

And the lark drop down at his feet.

The swallow stopt as he hunted the bes,
The snake slipt under a spray,

The wild hawk stood with the down on his beak,
And stared, with his foot on the prey,

And the nightingale tbought, ‘I have sung many songs,
But never a one 50 gay,

For he sings of what the world will be
When the years have died anay '
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THE GOLDEN YEAR
[First published in Poems, fourth edition, 1846.]

WELL, you shall have that song which Leonard wrote ;
It was last summer on a tour in Wales :
Old James was with me: we that day had been
Up Snowdon; and I wish’d for Leonard there,
And found him in Llanberis : then we crost
Between the lakes, and clamber’d half way up
The counter side ; and that same song of his
He told me; for I banter’d him, and swore
They said he lived shut up within himself,
A tongue-tied Poet in the feverous days,
That, setting the how much before the how,
Cry, like the daughters of the horseleech, ¢ Give,
Cram us with 3ll,” but count not me the herd !
To which ¢ They call me what they will,” he said :
¢ But I was born too late : the fair new forms,
That float about the threshold of an age,
Like truths of Science waiting to be caught—
Catch me who can, and make the catcher crown’d—
Are taken by the forelock. Let it be.
But if you care indeed to listen, hear
These measured words, my work of yestermorn.®
¢ We sleep and wake and sleep, but all things move ;
The Sun flies forward to his brother Sun ;
The dark Earth follows wheel'd in her ellipse ;
And human things returning on themselves
Move onward, leading up the golden year.
* Ah, tho’ the times, when some new thought can bud,
Are but as poets’ seasons when they flower,
Yet seas, that daily gain upon the shore,
Have ebb and flow conditioning their march,
And slow and sure comes up the golden year.
* When wealth no more shall rest in mounded heaps,
But smit with freér light shall slowly melt
In many streams to fatten lower lands,
And light shall spread, and man be liker man
Thro' all the season of the golden year.
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ATTER-THOUGHT
[Punch, March 7, 1846.]

An, God! the petty fools of rhyme,
That shriek and sweat in pigmy wars
Before the stony face of Time,
And look’d at by the silent stars;—

That hate each other for a song,
And do their little best to bite,

That pinch their brothers in the throng,
And secratch the very dead for spite ;—

And strain to make an inch of room

For their sweet selves, and cannot hear
he sullen Lethe rolling doom

On them and theirs, and all things here

When one small touch of Charity
Could lift them neaver Godlike State,

Than if the crowded Orb should cry
Like those that cried Diana greab:

And I too talk, and lose the touch
I talk of. Surely, after all,

The noblest answer unto such
Is kindly silence when they brawl.
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A MEDLEY
[Furst published 1647

PROLOGUE

Sz WaLter Viviaw all o summer's day

Gave his broad lawns until the sct of sun

Up to the people : thither flock'd at noon

His tenants, wife and chuld, and tlather half
The neighbouring borough with therr Instituto
Of which ho was the patron. I was thero
TFrom college, visiting the son,~—the son

A Walter too,—with others of our set,

Tive others: wo were soven at Vivian-place.

And me that moming Walter show'd tho house,
Greek, set with busts: from vases in the hall
Flowers of all heavens, and lovelier than their names,
Grew side by sido; and on the pavement lay
Carved stones of the Abbey-ruin in the park,
Huge Ammonites, and the first bones of Time
And on the tables every clime and age
Jumbled togother; celis and calumets,

Claymore and snowshoe, toys in lava, fans

Of sandal, amber, ancient rosares,

Laborious orient ivory sphere in sphere,

The cursed Malayan creaso, and battle-clubs
From the 1sles of palm * and lugher on the walls,
Betwixt the monstrous horns of clk and deer,

is own forefathers’ arms and armour hung.

And ‘ this® he said * was Hugh’s at Agincourt ;
And that was old Sir Ralph’s at Ascalon .
A good knight ho! we keep a chromcle
With all about hum *~—which ho brought, and I
Dived in a hoard of tales that dealt with knights,
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Half-legend, half-historie, counts and kings

Who laid about them at their wills and died ;
And mixt with these, a lady, one that arm’d

Her own fair head, and sallying thro’ the gate,
Had beat her foes with slaughter from her walls.

¢ O miracle of women,’ said the book,
¢ O noble heart who, being strait-besieged
By this wild king to force her to his wish, ]
Nor bent, nor broke, nor shunn’d a soldier's death,
But now when all was lost or seem’d as lost—
Her stature more than mortal in the burst
Of sunrise, her arm lifted, eyes on fire— ,
Brake with a blast of trumpets from the gate,
And, falling on them like a thunderbolt,
She trampled some beneath her horses’ heels,
And some were whelm’d with missiles of the wall,
And some were push’d with lances from the rock,
And part were drown’d within the whirling brook :
O miracle of noble womanhood !’

Bo sang the gallant glorious chronicle ;
And, I all rapt in this, * Come out,” he said,
*To the Abbey : there is Aunt Elizabeth )
And sister Lilia with the rest.” We went
(I kept the book and had my finger in it)
Down thro’ the park: strange was the sight to me;
For all the sloping pasture murmur’d, sown
With happy faces and with holiday.
There moved the multitude, a thousand heads:
The patient leaders of their Institute
Taught them with facts. One rear’d a font of stone
And drew, from butts of water on the slope,
The fountain of the moment, playing now
A twisted snake, and now a rain of pearls,
Or steep-up spout whereon the gilded ball
Danced like a wisp : and somewhat lower down
A man with knobs and wires and vials fired
A cannon: Echo answer'd in her sleep
From hollow fields : and here were telescopes
For azure views; and there a group of girls
In circle waited, whom the electric shock
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Dislink’d with shricks and laughter : round the lako
A littlo clock-work steamer paddling plicd

And shook the lilies: pereh’d about the knolls

A dozen angry models jetted steam : .

A petty raillway ran: a fire-balloon

Rose gem-like up before the dusky groves

And dropt a fairy parachute and past .

And thero thro' twenty posts of telegraph

Thoy flash’d a saucy message to and fro

Between the mimic stations; so that sport

Went hand in hand with Science; otherwhere
Pure sport : a herd of boys with clamour bonl'd
And stump'd the wicket ; “babies roll’'d about

Like tumbled fruit in grass; and men and maids
Arranged a country dance, and flew thro’ light
And shadow, while the twangling violn

Struck up with Soldier-laddie, and overhead

The broad ambrosial aisles of lofty hme

Mado noise with bees and brecze from end to end.

Strange was the sight and smacking of the timo;
And long we gazed, but satiated at length
Came to the ruins. High-arch’d and ivy-claspt,
Of finest Gothic lighter than a fire,
Thro* one wido chasm of time and frost they gave
Tho park, the crowd, the house; but all within
The sward was trim as any garden lawn
And hers we lit on Aunt Ehzabeth,
And Lia with the rest, and lady friends
From neighbour scats and there was Ralph imself,
A broken statue propt against tho wall,
As gay as any. Lila, wild with sport,
Ht\l? child half woman as she was, had wound
A scarf of orango round the stony hclm,
And robed tho shoulders in a rosy silk,
That made the old warrior from his ivied nook
Glow liko o sunbeam : near his tomb a feast
Shone, silver-set ; about 1t lay thoe gucsts,
And there wo join'd them : then the maiden Aunt
Took this fair day for text, and from 1t preach’d
An universal culture for the crowd,
Aund all things great; but we, unworthier, told

13
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Of college : he had climb’d across the spikes,

And he had squeezed himself betwixt the bars,
And he had breath’d the Proctor’s dogs; and one
Discuss’d his tutor, rough to common men,

But honeying at the whisper of a lord;

And one the Master, as a rogue in grain

Veneer’d with sanctimonious theory.

But while they talk’d, above their heads I saw
The feudal warrior lady-clad; which brought
My book to mind : and opening this 1 read
Of old Sir Ralph a page or two that rang
With tilt and tourney ; then the tale of her
That drove her foes with slaughter from her walls,
And much I praised her nobleness, and * Where,’
Ask’d Walter, patting Lilia’s head {she lay
Beside him) ‘lives there such a woman now ?’

Quick answer’d Lilia °There are thousands now
Such women, but convention beats them down :
It is but bringing up; no more than that:

You men have done it: how 1 hate you all}

Ah, were I something great! I wish 1 were

Some mighty poetess, I would shame you then,
That love to keep us children! O I wish

That I were some great Princess, 1 would build
Far off from men a college like a man’s,

And T would teach them all that men are taught;
We are twice as quick !> And here she shook aside
The hand that play’d the patron with her curls,

And one said smiling, ‘ Pretty were the sight
If qur old halls could change their sex, and flaunt
With prudes for proctors, dowagers for deans,
And sweet girl-graduates in their golden hair.

1 think they should not wear our rusty gowns,
But move as rich as Emperor-moths, or Ralph
Who shines so in the corner; yet I fear,
If there were many Lilias in the brood,
However deep you might embower the nest,
Some boy would spy it.’

At this upon the sward
She tapt her tiny silken-sandal’d foot :
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“That’s your light way; but I would make it dedth
For any male thing but to pecp at us.’

Petulant she spoke, and st hersclf she laugh’d;
A roscbud st with Little wilful thorns, )
And sweet as English air could make her, she
But Wialter hail'd a score of names upon her,

And “petty Ogress’ and “ungrateful Puss,
And sworoe he long'd at college, only long'd,
All ele was well, for she-society.
They boated and they cncketed ; they talk'd
At wine, in clubs, of art, of politics;
They lost their weeks; they vext the souls of deans;
They rode; they betted; made a hundred friends,
And caught the blesom of the flying terms,
But miss’d the mignonctte of Vivan-place,
Tho little hearthi-flower Lilia. Thus he spoke,
Part bantcr, part affection
‘True,’ she said,
“We doubt not that. O ycs, you miss’d us much,
I'll stake my ruby ring upon it you did.

She held it out; and as a parret tums
Up thro’ gilt wires a crafty loving cye,
And takes a lady’s finger with all care,
And bites it for true heart and not for harm,
So he with Lidia’s. Daintily she shriek'd
And wrung it. *Doubt my word again'® he said,
“ Come, listen! here is proof that you were muss'd :
We seven stay’d at Chnstmas up to read,
And thero wo took one tutor as to read -
The hard-grain’d Muses of the cube and square
Were out of scason: never man, I think,
S0 moulder'd in o sinecure as he:
For while wur cloisters echo'd frosty feet,
And our long walks were stript as bare as brooms,
We did but talk you over, pledge you all
In wassail; often, Lke a3 many girls—
Sick for the hollies and the yews of home—
As many little trifting Lilias—play'd
Charades and riddles as at Christmas here,
And what’s my thought and when and where and Low,
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. And often told a tale from mouth to mounth
As here at Christmas. ‘
She remember’d thab ¢
A pleasant game, she thought : she liked it more
Than magic music, forfeits, all the rest.
But these—what kind of tales did men tell men,
She wonder’d, by themselves ?
A half-disdain
Perch’d on the pouted blossom of her lips:
And Walter nodded abt me; ‘He began,
The rest would follow, each in turn; and so .
We forged a sevenfold story. Xind ? what kind ?
Chimeras, crotchets, Christmas solecisms,
Seven-headed monsters only made to kill
Time by the fire in winter.’
¢ XKill him now,
The tyrant ! kill him in the summer too.’
Said Lilia; ° Why not now ?’ the maiden Aunt.
*Why not a summer’s as a winter’s tale ?
A tale for summer as befits the time,
And something it should be to suit the place,
Heroie, for a hero lies beneath,
Grave, solemn !’
Walter warp’d his mouth at this
To something so mock-solemn, that I laugh’d
And Lilia woke with sudden-shrilling mirth
An echo like a ghostly woodpecker,
Hid in the ruins; till the maiden Aunt
(A little sense of wrong had touch’d her face
With colour) turn'd to me with ‘As you will;
Heroie if you will, or what you will,
Or be yourself your hero if you will.

‘Take Lilia, then, for heroine,” clamour'd he,
‘And make her some great Princess, six feet high,
Grand, epic, homicidal; and be you
The Prince to win her!’

. ‘ Then follow me, the Princs,’
T answer’d, ¢ each be hero in his turn !
Seven and yet one, like shadows in a dream.—
Heroic aeems our Princess as required—
But something made to suit with Time and place,
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A Gothio ruin and a Grecian house,
A talk of college and of ladies® rights,
A feudal knight in silken masquerade,
And, yonder, shricks and strange experiments
TFor which the pood Sir Ralph had bumt them all~—
This were o medley ! wo should have him back
Who told the *Winter's tale® to do it for us.
No matter : we will say whatever comes.
And let the ladies sing us, if they will,
From timo to time, some ballad or a song
To give us breathing-space.’

S0 1 began,
Aud the rest follow'd : and the women sang
Between the rougher voices of the men,
Like linncts 1 the pauses of the wind:
And here I give the story and tho songs.

X
A Praxce I was, blue-eyed, and fair in face,
. Of temper amorous, as the first of May,
With lengths of yellow ringlets, hke a girl,
For on my cradlo shone the Northern star.

There lived sn ancient legend in our house.
Some sorcerer, whom a far-off grandsice burat
Because ho cast no shadow, had foretold,
Dying, that none of all our blood should know
The shadow from_the substance, and that one
Should come to fight with shadows and to fail.
For 50, my mother smd, the story ran.

And, truly, waking dreams were, more or less,
An old and strange affection of the house.
Myself too had weird seizures, Heaven knows what :
On o sudden in the midst of men and day,
And while 1 walk’d and talk’d as heretofore,

I seom’d to move among a world of ghosts,
And feel mysclf the shadow of & dream

Qur great court-Galen poised Ius gilt-head canie,
And paw’d his beard, and mutter'd ‘ catalcpsy.’
My mother pitying made o thousand prayers,
My mother was as wild 83 any saint,
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Half-canonized by all that look’d on her,
So gracious was her tact and tenderness :
But my good father thought a king a king;
He cared not for the affection of the house;
He held his sceptre like a pedant’s wand
To lash offence, and with long arms and hands
Reach’d out, and pick’d offenders from the mass
For judgement.

Now it chanced that I had been,
While life was yet in bud and blade, betroth’d
To one, a neighbouring Princess : she to me
Was proxy-wedded with a bootless calf
At eight years old; and still from time to time
Came murmurs of her beauty from the South,
And of her brethren, youths of puissance ;
And still I wore her picture by my heart,
And one dark tress; and all around them both .
Sweet thoughts would swarm as bees about their queen. .

But when the days drew nigh that I should wed,
My father sent ambassadors with furs ‘
And jewels, gifts, to fetch her: these brought back
A present, a great labour of the loom ;

And therewithal an answer vague as wind :
Besides, they saw the king ; he took the gifts;
He said there was a compact; that was true:
But then she had a will; was he to blame ?
And maiden fancies; loved to live alone
Among her women ; certain, would not wed.

That ‘morning in the presence room I stood
With Cyril and with Florian, my two friends:
'I‘hfa first, a gentleman of broken means
(His father’s fault) but given to starts and bursts
Of revel ; and the last, my other heart,

And almost my half-self, for still we moved
Together, twinn’d as horse’s ear and eye.

Now, while they spake, I saw my father’s face
Grow long g,nd troubled like a rising moon,
Inflamed with wrath: he started on his feet,
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Toro the king's letter, snow’d 1t down, and rent

The wonder of the loom thro’ warp and woof

From skirt to skirt; and at the last Le sware

That he would send a hundred thousand men,

And bring her in a whirlwind: then he chew'd

Tho thrice-turn’d cud of wrath, and cook’d his spleen,
Communing with his captains of the war.

At last I spoke. * My father, let me go.
It cannot be but some gross error lies
In tius report, this answer of a king,
Whom all men rate as kind and hospitable :
Or, maybe, 1 myself, my bride once seen,
Whate’er my gnef to find her Jess than fame,
May rue the bargain made” And Florian said :
‘T have o sister at the foreign court,
Who moves about the Princess; she, you know,
Who wedded with a nobleman from thence .
He, dying lately, left her, as I hear,
The lady of three castles in that land :
Thro' her this matter might be sifted clean.
And Cyril whisper'd: *Tako me with you too.”
Then laughing * what, if these weird scizures como
Upon you in those lands, and no one near
To point you out the shadow from the truth!
Takoe me: Ull serve you better in a strait;
I grate on rusty hinges here:’ but ‘No'’
Roar'd the rongh Ling, ‘you shall not; we oursel
Will crush ber pretty moiden fancies dead
In iron gountlets: break the councd up”

But when the council broke, I rose and past
Thro' the wild woods that hung about the town;
Found o still place, and pluek’d her likencss out ;
Laid it on flowers, and watch'd it lying bathed
In the green gleam of dewy-tassell'd trees
What were those fancies ? whereforo brfak her troth?
Proud Iook'd tho lips: but while I medstated
A wind arose ard rush’d upon the South,

And shook tho songs, the whispers, and the shrichs
Of the wild woods together; and a Voico
Went with it, * Follow, follow, thou shalt win.'
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Then, ere the silver sickle of that month
Became her golden shield, I stole frox_n court
With Cyril and with Florian, unperceived,
Cat-footed thro’ the town and half in dread
To hear my father’s clamour at our backs i
With Ho! from some bay-window shake the night ;
But all was quiet : from the bastion’d walls
Like threaded spiders, one by one, we dropt,
And flying reach’d the frontier : then we crost
To a livelier land ; and so by tilth and grange,
And vines, and blowing bosks of wilderness,
We gain’d the mother-city thick with towers,
And in the imperial palace found the king.

His name was Gama ; crack’d and small his voice,
But bland the smile that like a wrinkling wind
On glassy water drove his cheek in lines;

A little dry old man, without a star,

Not like a king : three days he feasted us,

And on the fourth 1 spake of why we came,

And my betroth’d. ‘¢ You do us, Prince,” he said,
Airing a snowy hand and signet gem,

* All honour. We remember love ourselves

In our sweet youth : there did a compact pass
Long summers baek, a kind of ceremony-—

I think the year in which our olives fail’d.

I would you had her, Prince, with all my heart,
With my full heart : but there were widows here,
Two widows, Lady Psyche, Lady Blanche ;

They fed her theories, in and out of place
Maintaining that with equal husbandry

The woman were an equal to the man.

They harp’d on this; with this our banquets rang;
Our dances broke and buzz’d in knots of talk;
Nothing but this; my very ears were hot

To hear them : knowledge, so my daughter held,
Was 8:11 in all :” they had but been, she thought,
As children ; they must lose the child, assume
The woman : then, Sir, awful odes she wrote,
Too awful, sure, for what they treated of,

But all she is and does is awful; odes

About this losing of the child ; and rhymes
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%y two sphere lamps blazon'd Lke Heaven and Earth
With constellation and with continent,

Above an entry : riding in, we cali'd;

A plump-arm’d Ostleress and n stable wench
Came running at the call, and help'd us down.
Then stept 8 buxom hostess forth, and sail'd,
Full-blown, before us into rooms which gave
Upon a pillar’d porch, the bases fost

In laurel: her wo ask’d of that and this,

And who were tutors. ‘Lady Blanche’ she said,
*And Lady Psyche. * Wiich was prettiest,
Best-natured 77 * Lady Psyche” *Hers are wo,
One voice, we cried; and I sat down and wrote,
In such a hand as when a feld of corn

Bows all its cars before tho roanng Fast;

*Three ladics of the Northern empire pray
Your Highness would enroll them with your own,
As Lady Psycho's pupils.

Tinus 1 seal'd :
Tho seal was Cupid bent above a seroll,
And o’cr his head Uranian Venus hun%,
And raised the blinding bandage from his eyes:
I gave the letter to be send with dawn;
And then to bed, where half in doze I seem'd
To float about » glimmering night, and watch
A full sea glazed with muftled moonbight, swell
On some dark shore just seen that 1t was nch.

There abosa the Lttle grave,
O there abore the Lttle grave,
We Liss'd gam with tears.
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II

A7 break of day the College Portress came:

She brought us Academic silks, in hue

The lilac, with a silken hood to each,

And zoned with gold; and now when these were on,
And we as rich as moths from dusk cocoons,

She, curtseying her obeisance, let us know

The Princess Ida waited : out we paced,

I first, and following thro’ the porch that sang

All round with laurel, issued in a court

Compact with lucid marbles, boss’d with lengths
Of classic frieze, with ample awnings gay

Betwixt the pillars, and with great urns of flowers.
The Muses and the Graces, group’d in threes,
Enring’d a billowing fountain in the midst;

And here and there on lattice edges lay

Or book or lute; but hastily we past,

And up a fHight of stairs into the hall.

There at a board by tome and paper sat,
With two tame leopards couch’d beside her throne,
All beauty compass’d in a female form,
The Princess; liker to the inhabitant
Of some clear planet close upon the Sun,
Than our man’s earth ; such eyes were in her head,
And so much grace and power, breathing down
From over her arch’d brows, with every turn
Lived thro’ her to the tips of her long hands,
And to her feet. She rose her height, and said :

*We give you welcome : not without redound
Of use and glory to yourselves ye come,
The first-fruits of the stranger: aftertime,
And that full voice which circles round the grave,
Will rank you nobly, mingled up with me.
What! are the ladies of your land so tall 2’
‘We of the court’ said Cyril.. ‘ From the court’
She answer’'d, ‘then ye know the Prince ?* and he:
‘The climax of his age! as tho’ there were
One rose in all the world, your Highness that,
He worships your ideal :” she replied :
‘ We scarcely thought in our own hall to hear
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When some respect, however slight, was paid
To woman, superstition all awry:
However then commenced the dawn: a beam
Had slanted forward, falling in a land
Of promise; fruit would follow. Deep, indeed,
Their debt of thanhks to lhier who first had dared
To leap the rotten pales of prejudice,
Disyoke their necks from custom, and assert
None lordlier than themselves but that which made
Woman and man. She had founded ; they must build.
Hero might they learn whatover men were taught :
Let them not fear: some said their heads were less :
Some men’s were small; not they the least of men;
For often fincness compensated sizo *
Besides the bramn was bke the hand, and grew
With using ; thence tho man's, if more was moro;
He took advantage of his strength to be
First in the ficld : some ages had been lost ;
But woman ripen'd earlier, and her lfe
Was longer; and albeit their glorious names
Were fover, scatter'd stars, yeb since in truth
The highest is the measuro of the man,
And not the Kaffir, Hottentot, Malay,
Nor those hom-handed breakers of the glebe,
But Homer, Plato, Verulam; eoven so
With woman : and 1 arts of government
Elizabeth and others; arts of war
The peasant Joan and others; arts of grace
Sappho and others vied with any man
And, last not least, she who had left her place,
And bow’d her state to them, that they nught grow
To use and power on this Oass, lapt
In the arms of leisure, sacred from the blbght
Of ancicnt influence and scorn.

At last

Sho roso upon a wind of propliccy

Dilating on tho future; ‘everynhero

Two heads in council, two beside the hearth,
Tuo in the tangled business of tho world,

Two in the liberal offices of Lfe,

Two plummets dropt for one to sound the abyss
Of science, and tho secrets of the mind :
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Musician, painter, sculptor, critic, move :

And everywhere the broad and bounteous Earth
Should bear a double growth of those rare souls,
Poets, whose thoughts enrich the blood of the world.’

She ended here, and beckon’d us: the rest
Parted ; and, glowing full-faced welcome, she
Began to address us, and was moving on
In gratulation, till as when a boat
Tacks, and the slacken’d sail flaps, all her voice
Faltering and fluttering in her throat, she cried
* My brother !’ ‘ Well, my sister.” ‘O, she said,
¢ What do you here ? and in this dress ? and these ?
Why who are these ? a wolf within the fold !

A pack of wolves ! the Lord be gracious to me!
A plot, a plot, a plot, to ruin all t’ _
‘ No plot, no plot,’ he answer’d. ° Wretched boy,
How saw you not the inseription on the gate,
Ler No MAX ENTER IN ON PAIN OF DEATH ?°’

* And if I had,” he answer’d,  who could think
The softer Adams of your Academe,

O sister, Sirens tho’ they be, were such

As chanted on the blanching bones of men ?’

¢ But you will find it otherwise ’ she said.

‘ You jest : ill jesting with edge-tools! my vow
Binds me to speak, and O that iron will,

That axelike edge unturnable, our Head,

The Princess.” © Well then, Psyche, take my life,
And nail me like a weasel on a grange
For warning : bury me beside the gate,
And cut this epitaph above my bones ;
Here lies a brother by a sister slain,

All for the common good of womankind.’

‘ Let me die too,” said Cyril, ¢ having seen
And heard the Lady Psyche.’

1 struek in:
¢ Albeit so mask’d, Madam, I love the truth ;
Receive it ; and in me behold the Prince
Your countryman, affianced years ago
To the Lady Ida: bere, for here she was,
And thus (what other way was left) I came.’
+ 0 Sir, O Prince, T have no country ; none;
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1t any, this; but none. Whato'er I was
Distooted, what I am is grafted here,

Affianced, Sir? love-whispers may not breatho
Within this vestal limut, and how should I,
Who am not mine, say, live : the thunderbolt
Hangs silent ; but preparo: I speak; it falls”
* Yet pause,” I said: ©for that mnscription there,
I think no moro of deadly lurks therein,

Than in a clapper elapping in a garth,

To secare the fow! from frutt . if more thero bo,
If moro and acted on, what follows ? war;
Your own work marr'd ; for this your Academe,
Whichever side be Victor, m the halloo

Will topple to the traumpet down, and pass
With all fair theorics only made to gild

A stormless summer,’ * Let the Princess judgo
Of that’ she said : * farewell, Sir—and to you.
I shudder at the sequel, but I go.’

‘ Aro you that Lady Psyche,’” I rejoin’d,
* The fifth in line from that old Floran,
Yet hangs his portrait in my father’s hall
(The gaunt old Baron with lus beetlo Lrow
Sun-shaded in tho heat of dusty fights)
As ho bestrode my Grandsire, when he fell,
And all else fled ? wo_point to it, and we say,
The loyal warmth of Flonan is not cold,
But branches current yot in kindred veins,”
* Aro you that Psyche,’ Florian added * she
With whom I sang about the mornng lills,
Flung ball, flew late, and raced the purplo fly,
And snared tho squirrel of the glen ? are you
That Psyche, wont to bind my throbbing brow,
To smootho my pillow, mix the feaming draught
Of fover, tell mo pleasant tales, and read
My sickness down to happy dreams? are you
That brother-sister Psycho, both in one ?
You were that Psyche, but what are you now ¥*
* You arg that Psyche,” Cyril said, * for whom
T would he thai for ever which I scem,
‘Woman, if I might sit besido your feet,
And glean your scatter'd sapience.”

249
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Then once more

¢ Are you that Yady Psyche,” I began,
¢ That on her bridal morn before she past
From all her old companions, when the king
Kiss’d her pale cheek, declared that ancient ties
Would still be dear beyond the southern hills ;
That were there any of our people there
In want or peril, there was one to hear
And help them ? look! for such are these and L.
¢ Are you that Psyche,’ Florian ask’d, ¢ to whom,
In gentler days, your arrow-wounded fawn
Came flying while you sat beside the well ?
The creature laid his muzzle on your lap,
And sobb’d, and you sobb’d with it, and the blood
Was sprinkled on your kirtle, and you wept.
That was fawn’s blood, not brother’s, yet you wept.
O by the bright head of my little niece,
You were that Psyche, and what are you now ?’
* You are that Psyche,” Cyril said again,
* The mother of the sweetest little maid,
That ever crow’d for kisses.’

¢ OQut upon it!’
She answer’d, ‘ peace ! and why should I not play
The Spartan Mother with emotion, be
The Lucius Junius Brutus of my kind ?
Him you call great :- he for the common weal,
The fading politics of mortal Rome,
As T might slay this child, if good need were,
Slew both his sons: and I, shall I, on whom
The secular emancipation turns
Of half this world, be swerved from right to save
A prince, a brother ? a little will I yield.
Best so, perchance, for us, and well for you.
O hard, when love and duty clash! I fear
My conscience will not count me fleckless ; yet—
Hear my conditions : promise (otherwise
You perish) as you came, to slip away,
To-day, to-morrow, soon : it shall be said,
These women were too barbarous, would not learn ;
They fled, who might have shamed us : promise, all.

What could we else, we promised each; and she,
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Like some wild creature newly-caged, commenced
A to-andfro, so pacing till she paused

By Florian; holding out her hly arms

Took both his hands, and smiling faintly said :
* I know you at tho first: the’ you have grown
You scarce have alter’d - I am sad snd glad
To veo you, Flonan. I give thee to death

My brother’ 1t was duty spoke, not I.

My needful seeming horshness, pardon it.

Our mother, 15 sho well 2°*

With that she kiss’d

His forehead, then, a moment after, clung
About him, and betwixt them blossom’d up
From out a common vein of memory

Sweet houschold talk, and phrases of the hearth,
And far allusion, tidl the gracious dews

Began to glisten and to fall - and while

They stood, so rapt, e gazing, came a voice,

* ¥ brought a message here from Lady Blanche.
Back started she, and turmng round we saw
The Lady Blanche's daughter where she stood,
AMelissa, with her hand upon the leck,

A rosy blonde, and in a college gown,
That clad her like an Apnil daffoditly

{Her mother’s colour) with her lips apart,
And oll her thoughts as fair within her cyes,
As bottom agates seen to wave and float
In erystal currents of elear morning scas

So stood that same fair creature at the door.

Then Lady Psyche, © Ah—~Mehssa—you'!
You heard us?' and Melissa, * O pardon me?
I heard, I could not help it, did not wish -
But, dearest Lady, pray you fear me not,

Yor thunk I bear that heart within my breast,
o give three gallant gentlemen to death.

I trust you,” said the other, * for we two

Vere always friends, none closer, elm and vine
ut yet your mother’s jealous temperament—
ot not your {xmdence, dearest, drowse, or prove
3o Danaid of o leaky vase, for fear

13 whole foundation run, and I lose
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My honour, these their lives.” ‘A, fear me not*

Replied Melissa; ¢ no—I would not tell,

No, not for all Aspasia’s cleverness, )

No, not to answer, Madam, all those hard things

That Sheba came to ask of Solomon.’ .

¢ Be it so’ the other, * that we still may lead

The new light up, and culminate in peace,

For Solomon may come to Sheba yet.’

Said Cyril, * Madam, he the wisest man

Feasted the woman wisest then, in halls

Of Lebanonian cedar : nor should you

(Tho’, madam, you should answer, we would ask)

Less welcome find among us, if you came

Among us, debtors for our lives to you,

Myself for something more,” He said not what,

But ¢ Thanks,’ she answer’d ‘ Go: we have been too
jon

Togethe%' : keep your hoods about the face;

They do so that affect abstraction here.

Speak little ; mix not with the rest; and hold

Your promise : all, I trust, may yet be well.’

We turn’d to go, but Cyril took the child,.
And held her round the knees against his waist,
And blew the swoll'n cheek of a trumpeter,
While Psyche watch’d them, smiling, and the child
Push’d her flat hand against his face and laugh’d -
And thus our conference closed. :
And then we stroll’d
For half the day thro’ stately theatres
Bench'd crescent-wise. In each we sat, we heard
The grave Professor. On the lecture slate
The circle rounded under female hands
With flawless demonstration : follow’d then
A classic lecture, rich in sentiment,
With seraps of thundrous Epic lilted out
By violet-hooded Doctors, elegies
And quoted odes, and jewels five-words-long
That on the stretch’d forefinger of all Time
Sparkle for ever : then we dipt in all
That treats of whatsoever is, the state,
The total chronicles of man, the mind,
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The morals, something of the feamo, the rack,
‘The star, the bird, the fish, the shell, the fower,
Electric, chemic laws, and all tho rest,

And whatsoever can be taught and known;
T3l like threo horses that have broken fence,
And glutted all night long breast-decp in casn,
We issued gorged with knowledge, and I spoke :
! Why, Sirs, they do all this as well as we.”

* They hunt old trails’ said Cyil  very well;
But when did woman over yet invent ?*

¢ Ungracions ' answer'd Flenan, * have you learnt
No moro frara Psycho's lecture, you that talk’d
The trash that made mo sick, and almost sad ?°
¢ Q trash® ho said, * but with a kernel in it.
Should I not call Ier wise, who mado me wiso ?
Aud Yesrnt T 1 Yearnt more from her m a flash,
Than if my beanpan were an empty hull,

And every Muse tumbled a science in.

A thousand hearts lie fallow in these halls,

And roungd these halls a thousand baby loves
TFly twanging headless arrows at the hearts,
VWhencoe follows many a vacant pang; but O
With me, Sir, enter’d in the bigger [i'm )

Tho Head of all the golden-shafted firm,

Tho long-limb’d Jad that had a Psycho teo;

Ho cleft mo thro® the stomacher; and now
What think you of it, Florian ? do I chase
Tho substance or the shadow ? wall 1t hold 7

I have no sorcerer’s malison on me,

No ghostly hauntings like his Hoghness. I
Flatter myself that always everywhero

X know tho substance when I sre it. Well,

Aro castles shadows ?  Threo of them ? Is she
Tho sweet proprietress a shadow ¥ If not,
Shall thoso three castles patch my tatter'd coat 2
For dear arp thoso threo castles to my wants,
And dear is sister Paycho to my heart,

And two @ear things are ono of double worth,
And much I might bave said, but that my zone
Unmann'd me: then the Doctors ! Q ta hear
The Doctors! O to watch the thirsty plants
Imbibing ! once or twice I thought fo roar,



254 THE PRINCESS

To break my chain, to shake my mane: bub thou,
Modulate me, Soul of mincing mimicry!
Make liquid treble of that bassoon, my throat ;
Abase those eyes that ever loved to meeb
Star-sisters answering under crescent brows ;
Abate the stride, which speaks of man, and loose
A flying charm of blushes o’er this cheek,
Where- they like swallows coming out of time
Will wonder why they came: but hark the bell
For dinner, let us go!’
And in we stream’d

Among the columns, pacing staid and still
By twos and threes, till all from end to end
With beauties every shade of brown and fair
In colours gayer than the morning mist,
The long hall glitter’d like a bed of flowers.
How might a man not wander from his wits
Pierced thro’ with eyes, but that I kept mine own
Intent on her, who rapt in glorious dreams,
The second-sight of some Astracan age,
Sat compass’d with professors: they, the while,
Discuss’d a doubt and tost it to and fro:
A clamour thicken’d, mixt with inmost terms
Of art and science : Lady Blanche alone
Of faded form and haughtiest lineaments,
With all her autumn tresses falsely brown,
Shot sidelong daggers at us, a tiger-cat
In act to spring.

At last a solemn grace
Concluded, and we sought the gardens: there
One walk'd reciting by herself, and one
In this hand held a volume as to read,
And smoothed a petted peacock down with that :
Some to a low song car’d a shallop by,
Or under aiches of the marble bridge
Hung, shadow’d from the heat : some hid and sought
In the orange thickets : others tost a ball
Above the.fountain-jets, and back again
With laughter : others lay about the lawns,
Of the ol@er sort, and murmur’d that their May
Was passing : what was learning unto them ?
They wish’d to marry ; they could rule a house
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Men hated learned women: but we throe

Sat mufiled ke tho Fates; and often came
Melissa Jutting all we saw with shaits -

Of gentlo satire, kin to chanty,

That barm’d not: then day droopt; the chapel bells
Call'd us: we left tho walks; wo mixt with those
Six hundred maidens clad in purest white,
Before two streams of light from wall to wall,
While tho great organ almost burst jus pipes,
Groaning for powcr, and rolling thro’ the court
A long melodious thunder to the sound

Of solemn psalms, and silver hitatues,

Tho work of Ida, to call down from Heaven

A blessing on her labours for the world.

Sweer and low, sweet and low,
Wand of the western s¢a,
w, low, breatbe and blow,
Wind of the western seal
Oser tho rolling waters go,
Come from the dying moon, aud blow,
Blow him again e,
Wlile my Lttlo one, while my pretty one, slesps.

Bloep and vest, sleep and rest,
Fatber will come o theo soon,
Rest, rest, on mother's Lreast,
Fatber will come to thee soon ,
Father will come to his babe in the nest,
Siver paila all out of the west
Under the salver moon .
Sleep, my httle one, slecp, my pretty one, sleep

nr

Monrx jn the white wake of the morning star
Came furrowing all the orient into gold.

‘Wo rose, and cach by other drest with care
Descended to the court that lay three parts
In shadow, but the Muses’ heads were touch'd
Above the darkness from ther nativo East.
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There while we stood beside the fount, and wateh’d -
Or seem’d to watch the dancing bubble, approach’d
Melissa, tinged with wan from lack of sleep,

Or grief, and glowing round her dewy eyes

The circled Iris of a night of tears; )
*And fly,” she cried, ‘' O fly, while yet you may !
My mother knows:’ and when I ask’d her ‘how,’
‘ My fault’ she wept ‘my fault ! and yet not mine;
Yet mine in part. O hear me, pardon me.

My mother, ’tis her wont from night to night

To rail at Lady Psyche and her side.

She says the Princess should have been the Head,
Herself and Lady Psyche the two arms;

And so it was agreed when first they came;

But Lady Psyche was the right hand now,

And she the left, or not, or seldom used;

Hers more than half the students, all the love.
And so last night she fell to canvass you:

Her countrywomen ! she did not envy her.

“ Who ever saw such wild barbarians ?

Girls ?—more like men !” and at these words the snake,
My secret, seem’d to stir within my breast;

And oh, Sirs, could I help it, but my cheek

Began to burn and burn, and her lynx eye

To fix and make me hotter, till she laugh’d :

0O marvellously modest maiden, you !

Men! girls, like men! why, if they had been men
You need not set your thoughts in rubric thus
For wholesale comment.” Pardon, I am shamed
That I must needs repeat for my excuse

What looks so little graceful: “men® (for still
My mother went revolving on the word)

“And so they are,—very like men indeed—

And with that woman closeted for hours!”

Then came these dreadful words out one by one,

* Why—these—are—men : > 1 shudder’d: “and you
. know it.”

“ 0 ask me nothing,” I said: “ And she knows too,
And she conceals it.” So my mother clutch’d

The truth at once, but with no word from me ;
And now thus early risen she goes to inform

The Princess: Lady Psyche will be crush’d ;
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But you may yet be saved, and therefore fly :
But heal me with your pardon ere you go.’

“What pardon, sweet Melissa, for a blush 17
Said Cynd: ‘Talo one, blush again: than wear
‘Those hlics, better blush our lives away.

Yet et us breathe for one hour more in Heaven®
Ho added, ‘lest some classic Angel speak

In scomn of us, “They mounted, Ganymedes,

To tumble, Vuleans, on the second morn.”

But I will melt this marble mto wax

To yicld us farther furfough .' and he went.

Melissa shook her doubtiul curls, and thought
Ha scarce would prosper, *Tell us,” Floran ask’d,
*How grew this feud betwixt the mght and left”
* 0 long age,” she said, *betwixt these two
Division smoulders hidden ; “tiz my mother,
Too jealous, often fretful as the wind
Pent 1n o crevico: much I beay with ber:

I never knew my father, but she says

{God help her) she was wedded to o fool ;
And still she yail'd against tho state of things.
Sho had the care of Lady Ida’s youth,

And from the Queen’s deceaso sho brought her up.
But when your sister came sho won the heart
Of Ida: they wero stil together, grew

{For so they said themsclves) nosculated ,
Consonant chords that shner to one note,
One mund in all things* yet my mother sull
Affirms your Psyche thieved her theores,

And angled with them for her pupil's love
Sho calls her plagiarst; I know not what :
But T st go: T daro not tarry * and light,
As flies tho shadow of a bird, she fled.

Then murmur'd Flotian gozing after her .
* An opew-hearied maiden, true and pure.
1t I could love, why this were she  how pretty
Her blushing was, and hou she blush’d agaw,
As of to closa with Cynil's random wish .
Not like your Princess cramm'd with crmng pride,
Nor ke poor Psyche whom she drags in tow.

K
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‘The crane,’ I said, ¢ may chatter of the crane,
The dove may murmur of the dove, but I .
An eagle clang an eagle to the sphere.

My princess, O my princess ! true she errs,

But in her own grand way: being herself

Three times more noble than three score of men,
She sees herself in every woman else,

And so she wears her error like a crown

To blind the truth and me: for her, and her, .
Hebes are they to hand ambrosia, mix :
The nectar ; but—ah she—whene’er she moves
The Samian Heré rises and she speaks

A Memnon smitten with the morning Sun.’

So saying from the court we paced, and gain’d -
The terrace ranged along the Northern fronmt,
And leaning there on those balusters, high
Above the empurpled champaign, drank the gale
That blown about the foliage underneath,
And sated with the innumerable rose,
Beat balm upon our eyelids. Hither came
Cyril, and yawning ° O hard task,” he cried ;
‘ No fighting shadows here! I forced a way
Thro’ solid opposition crabb’d and gnarl’d.
Better to clear prime forests, heave and thump
A league of street in summer solstice down,
Than bammer at this reverend gentlewoman.
I knock’d and, bidden, enter’d; found her there
At point to move, and settled in her eyes
The green malignant light of coming storm.
Sir, I was courteous, every phrase well-oil’d,
As man’s could be; yet maiden-meek I pray’d
Concealment : she demanded who we were,
And why we came ? I fabled nothing fair,
But, your example pilot, told her all.
Up went the hush’d amaze of hand and eye.
But when I dwelt upon your old affiance,
She answer’d sharply that I talk’d astray.
I urged the fierce inscription on the gate, :
And our three lives. True—we had limed ourselves
With open eyes, and we must take the chance.
But such extremes, I told her, well might barm
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The woman's cause. ““ Not more than now,” she said,
“So puddled as it is with favouritism,”
I tricd tho mother’s heart. Shame might befall
Mclissa, knowing, saying not sho knew:
Her answer was * Leavo me to deal with that.”
I epoke of war to come and moany deaths,
And sho replicd, her duty was to speak,
And duty duty, clear of conscquences,
1 grew discouraged, Sir; but since 1 hnew
No rock 8o hard but that a little wavo
May beat admission in & thousand years,
I recommenced ; * Decide not cre you pause,
_ I find you here but in the sccond place,
Some say the third—tho authentio foundress you.
1 offer boldly : wo will seat you higliest :
Wink at our advent: help my princo to gain
His rightful bride, and here 1 promise you
omo palaco in our land, where you shall reign
The hcad and hicart of all our farr she-world,
And your great name flow on with breadening time
For ever.” Well, she balanced this a Iittle,
And told mo she would answer us to-day,
Meantime bo mute: thus much, nor more I gain'd.’

He ceasing, came a message from the Head.
‘ That aftermoon the Princess rode to take
Tho dip of certain strata to the North
Would wo go with her? we should find the land
Worth seeing; and the niver made s fall
Out yonder:' then sho pomted on to where
A double hill ran up fus furrowy forks
Beyond the thick-leaved platans of the vale.

Agreed to, this, the day fled on thro’ all
Its range of dutics to the appointed hour.
Then summon'd 1o the porch we went. She stood
Among her maidens, higher by the head,
Her back against a pillar, her foot on one
Of those tato leopards. Kittenlike he roll’d
And paw’'d about hee sandal. I drew near,
gozed. *On o sudden my strango seizuro camo
Upon me, the weird vision of our house:
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The Princess Ida seem’d a hollow show,

Her gay-furr’d cats a painted fantasy,

Her college and her maidens, empty masks,
And I myseclf the shadow of a dream, -

For all things were and were not. Yet I felt
My heart beat thick with passion and with awe;
Then from my breast the involuntary sigh
Brake, as she smote me with the light of eyes
That lent my knee desire to kneel, and shook
My pulses, till to horse we got, and so

Went forth in long retinue following up

The river as it narrow’d to the hills.

I rode beside her and to me she said :
¢Q friend, we trust that you esteem’d us nob
Too harsh to your companion yestermorn ;
Unwillingly we spake.” ¢ No—not to her,’
I answer'd, ‘but to one of whom we spake
Your Highness might have seem’d the thing you say.’
¢ Again 7’ she cried, ‘are you ambassadresses
From him to me ? we give you, being strange,
A licence : speak, and let the topic die’

I stammer’d that I knew him—could have wish’d—
* Our king expects—was there no precontract ?
There is no truer-hearted—ah, you seem
All he prefigured, and he could not see
The bird of passage flying south but long’d
To follow : surely, if your Highness keep
Your purport, you will shock him ev’n to death.
Or baser courses, children of despair.’

‘ Poor boy,” she said, ‘can he not read—no books ?
Quqxb, tennis, ball-no games ? nor deals in that
Which men delight in, martial exercise ?

To nurse a blind ideal like a girl,

Methinks he seems no better than a girl ;

As girls were once, as we ourself have been :

We had our dreams; perhaps he mixt with them:
We touch on our dead self, nor shun to do it,

Bemg other-—since we learnt our meaning here,

To lift the woman’s fall'n divinity ’
Upon an even pedestal with man.’

a
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Sho paused, and added with a haughtier smile
“And as to procontracts, wo move, my friend,
At no man's beek, but know curself and thee,
O Vashti, noble Vashti! Summon’d cut
Bho kept hier state, and Ieft tho drunken king
To braw}! ab Shushan undernesth the palms.’

¢ Alas your Highness breathes full Fast,” T saud,
‘On_that which Jeans 1o you. I know the Prince,
I prize his truth : and then how vast a work
To assail tus groy precmunence of man!
You grant me licence, nught [ use it t think;
Ero half bo dono perchance your bfe may fail;
Then comes the feebler heiress of your plan,
And takes and rwuns all; and thus your pains
May only make that footprat upon sand
Which old waves of di
Resmooth to nothung - might I dread that you,
With only Fame for spouse and your great deeds
Yor issue, yet may lvo 1n vain, and miss,
Meanwhil, what every woman counte her due,
Love, chuldren, happiness 1’

And she exclaim'd,
* Peace, you young savage of the Northemn wild?
What ! tho’ your Prince’s love were like o God's,
Have wo not mode ourself the socnfice !
You aro bold indeed : we are not talk'd to thus:
Yet will we say for cluldren, would they grew
Like field-flowers everyslicre! wo like them well -
But children dio; and let me tell you, gil,
Howo'er you babble, great derds cannot die;
They with the sun and moon renew ther bight
Tor over, blessing thoso that look on them.
Children—that men may pluck them from our hearts,
Kull us with pity, break us with ourselves—
O—cluldren~—thero is nothing upon carth
Moro miserable than she that has a son
* And sces him err: nor would we work for fame;
Tho’ she perbaps might reap the applause of Great,
Who learns the one rou sto whence after-hands
May move tho world, tho' she herself effect
Buat little: whercfore up and act, nor'shrink
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‘ Mcthinks I have not found among them all
Ono anatomic.” * Nay, wo thought of that,
Sho answer'd, ‘ but it plessed us not: in truth
We shudder but to dream our mads should ape
Thoso monstrous males that carve the living hound,
And cram him with the fragments of the grave,
Or in tho dark dissolving human heart,

And holy secrets of this microcosm,

Dabbling a shameless hand with shamefal jest,
Encamabze ther spints: yet we know
Knonledgo is knowledge, and tins matter hangs :
Honbest ourself, foresceing casualty,

Nor willing men should come among us, learnt,
For many weary moons before we came,

This craft of healing. Were you sick, ourself
Would tend upon you. To your question now,
Which touches on the workman and s work.
Ict thero be light and there was hght - *tis so:
For was, and 13, and will be, are but 15;
And all ereation is one act at once,
The birth of light : but we that are not all,
As parts, can seco but parts, now this, now that,
And live, perforce, from thought to thought, and make
Ono act o phantom of succession - thus

ur weakness somchow shapes the shadow, Time;
Bat in the shadow will wo work, and mould
The woman to the fuller day.
She spake

With kindled cyes: we rode a leaguo beyond,
And, o'er o bridge of pinewood crossing, came
On flowery levels underneath the crag,
Full of all beauty O how sweet’ I sad
‘For I was hali-oblivious of my mask)

To linger hero with one that loved us’ ‘¥ea!
she answer'd, ‘or with fair philosophics

That lift tho fancy: for indeed theso fields

iro Jovely, lovelier not the Elysian lanns,

Vhero paced the Demigods of old, and saw

ho soft whito vapour streak the crowned towers
uilt to the Sun:’ then, turning to her manls,
Atch our pavilion here upon the swand ;

vy out the viands” At the word, they rabed
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A tent of satin, claborately wrought

With fair Corinna’s triumph ; here she stood,
Engirt with many a florid maiden-cheek,

The woman-conqueror ; woman-conquer'd there
The besrded Victor of ten-thousand hymns,
And all the men mourn’d at his side: but we
Set forth to climb; then, climbing, Cyril kept
With Psyche, with Melissa Florian, I

With mine affianced. Many a little hand
Glanced like a touch of sunshine on the rocks,
Many a light foot shone like a jewel set

In the dark crag: and then we turn’d, we wound
Ahout the cliffs, the copses, out and in, )
Hammering and clinking, chattering stony names
Of shale and hornblende, rag and trap and tuff,
Amygdaloid and trachyte, till the Sun

Urew broader toward his death and fell, and all
The rosy heights came out above the lawns.

Tax splendour falls on castle walls
And snowy summits old in story:
The Jong light shakes across tho Jakes,
And the wild cataract Ieaps in glory.
Blow, hugle, blow, set tho wild echoes flying,
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O hark, O hear! how thin and clear,
And thinner. clearer, farther going!
O sweet and far from cliff and scar
Tho horns of Elfland faintly blowing!
Blow, lot us hear the purple glens replying -
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky,
They faint on hill or field or river:
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow for ever and for ever.
Blow, bugle, blow, get the wild echoes flying,
And angwer, echoes, snswer, dying, dying, dying.
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*Tuere sinks the nebulous star wo call the Sun,
If that hypothesis of thews be sound’

Said Ida; ‘let us down and rest;’ and wo
Down from the lean and wrinkled preciprees,

* By cvery coppice-feather’d chasm and cleft,
Dropt thro® the ambrosial gloam to where below
No bigger than a glow-worm shono the tent
Lamp-ht from the inncr. Onco shoe lean’d on me,
Descending ; onco or twice she lent her hand,
And blissful palpitations in the bleod,

Stirring & sudden transport rose and fell.

But when we planted level feet, and dipt
Beneath the satin dome and enter'd in,
Thero lcaning deep in broder’d down we sank
Qur clbows ¢ on a tnipud 10 tho nudst
A fragrant flamo rose, and before us glow'd
Fruit, blossom, viand, amber wine, and gold.

Then she, ‘ Let some ono sing to us: lightlier movo
The minutes fledged with music:’ and a maid,
Of thoso besido her, smoto her harp, and sang.

Tears, idlo tears, T know not what they mean,
Tears from the depth of some divine despair
TRise in tho heart, and gather to tho eyes,

In looking on the happy Aulumn-ﬁcljs,

‘And thnking of the days 1hat ato no morc

Al, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns
Tha carliest pipe of hall-awaken'd Lirda

To dying ests, whea unto dping eyes

Tho casement slowly grows a ghmmenng square,
So 5ad, 80 strange, the days that are no more

Dear as remember'd kissea after death,

‘And gweet as thaso by hopeless favey feign’d

On lips that are for others ; decp as Tove,

Deep a9 first love, and wild with al} regret :

0 Death in Lufe, the days that are no more.
3
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She ended with such passion that the tear,
She sang of, shook and fell, an erring.pearl
Lost in her bosom: but with some disdain
Answer'd the Princess, *If indeed there haunt
About the moulder’d lodges of the Past
So sweet a voice and vague, fatal to men,

Well needs it we should eram our cars with wool
And so pace by: but thine are fancies hatch’d
In silken-folded idleness; nor is it

Wiser to weep a true occasion lost,

But trim our sails, and let old bygones be,

While down the streams that float us each and all
To the issue, goes, like glittering bergs of ice,
Throne after throne, and molten on the waste
Becomes a cloud : for all things serve their time
Toward that great year of cqual mights and rights,
Nor would I fight with iron laws, in the end
Found golden : let the past be past; let be
Their cancell’d Babels: tho’ the rough kex break
The starr’d mosaic, and the beard-blown goat
Hang on the shaft, and the wild figtree split
Their monstrous idols, care not while we hear

A trumpet in the distance pealing news

Of better, and Hope, a poising eagle, burns
Above the unrisen morrow :’ then to me;
‘Know you no song of your own land,’ she said,
‘Not such as moans about the retrospeet,

But deals with the other distance and the hues
Of promise; not a death’s-head at the wine.’

Then I remember’d one myself had made,
What time I wateh’d the swallow winging south
From mine own land, part made long since, and part
Now while I sang, and maidenlike as far
As 1 could ape their treble, did I sing.

O Swallow, Swallow, flying, flying South
Fly to her, and fall upon her gild:d ea.ves’,
And tell her, tell her, what I tell to thee,

O tell her, Swallow, thou that knowest each,
That bright and fierce and fickle is the South,
And dark and true and tender is the North.
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0 Swallow, Swallow, if I could follow, and kight

Upon ber lattico, I %ould pipo and tnll,

And chieep and twatter tweaty mulion Joves,

O acre I thou that slie might tshe me in, .
And lag wo on her bosom, and her heart

Would rock the snowy cradle il I died.

Why lingereth she to clothe her heart with Jove,

Delay g a8 the tender ash dclays

To clothe hersclf, when all the woods are green ?

O tell ber, Swallow, that thy brood is flown :

Say to her, I do but wanton m the South,

But in the North long since my tiest is made.

O 1l her, brel is life Lut love is long,

And bric! tho sun of summer i the North,

And brief tho moon of beauty in the South.

O Swallow, g from the golden woods,

Tly to her, and YIEQ and woo her, and make her mine,
And tell Ler, tll her, that I follow thee.

I ccased, and all the ladics, each at cach,

Liko tho Ithacensian suitors in old time,

Starod with great cyes, and luwghd with alien Lps,

And knew not what they meant; for still my voce

Rang false: but smiling * Not for thee,” sho said,

* 0 Bulbul, any roso of Guhstan

Shall burst her veil : marsh-divers, rather, maid,

Shall croak thee sister, or the meadow-crako

Grato her harsh kindred in the grass: and this
mere love-pocm! O for such, my friend,

e hold them shght: they mind us of the time
When we made bricks in Egypt. Knaves aro men,
That lute and flute fantastic tendemess,

And dress the victm to tho offering up,
And paint tho gotes of Hell with Paradise,
And play the slave to gain the tyranny.
Poor soul! I had a maid of honour once,

« Sho wept her truo eyes blind for such a one,
A roguo of canzonets and screnades.

1 loved her. Peace bo with her  She 1s dead.
So they blaspheme the muse! But great 15 song
Used to great ends: oursclf have often tried
Valkyrian hymns, or into thythm have dash’d
The passion of tho prophetess; for song

A
W
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Is. duer unto freedom, force and growth

Of spirit than to junketing and love. )
Love is it ? Would this same mock-love, and this
Mock-Hymen were laid up like winter bats,

Till all men grew to rate us at our worth,

Not vassals to be beat, nor pretty babes

To be dandled, no, but living wills, and sphered
Whole in ourselves and owed to none. Knough!
But now to leaven play with profit, you,

Know you no song, the true growth of your soil,
That gives the manners of your countrywomen ?’

She spoke and turn’d her sumptuous head with eyes
Of shining expectation fixt on mine.
Then while I dragg’d my brains for such a song,

Cyril, with whom the bell-mouth’d glass had wrought, .

Or master’d by the sense of sport, began

To troll a careless, careless tavern-catch

Of Moll and Meg, and strange experiences

Unmeet for ladies. Florian nodded at him,

I frowning ; Psyche flush’d and wann’d and shook;
The lilylike Melissa droop’d her brows ;

* Forbear,” the Princess cried; ° Forbear, Sir’ I;
And heated thro’ and thro’ with wrath and love,
I smote him on the breast; he started up;

There rose a shriek as of a city sack’d;

Melissa clamour’d ‘ Flee the death ;’ ‘To horse
Said Ida; “home! to horse!’ and fled, as flies

A troop of snowy doves athwarb the dusk,

When some one batters at the dovecote-doors,
Disorderly the women. Alone I stood

With Florian, cursing Cyril, vext at lLeart,

In the pavilion: there like parting hopes

1 heard them passing from me: hoof by hoof,
And every hoof a knell to my desires,

Clang’d on the bridge; and then .another shriek,

‘ The Head, the Head, the Princess, O the Head !’
For blind with rage she miss’d the plank, and rolPd
In the river. Out I sprang from glow to gloom :
There whirl'd her white robe like a blossom’d branch
Rapt to the horrible fall : a glance I gave,

No more; hut woman-vested as I was
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To whom none spake, half-sick at heart, return’d. .
Asriving all confused among the rest

With hooded brows I crept into the hall,

And, couch’d behind a Judith, underneath

The head of Holofernes peep’d and saw.

Girl after girl was call’d to trial: each
Disclaim’d all knowledge of us: last of all,
Melissa, ¢+ trust mo, Sir, I pitied her.

She, question’d if she knew us men, at first

Was silent ; closer prest, denied it not:

And then, demanded if her mother knew,

Or Psyche, she affirm’d not, or denied : )
From whence the Royal mind, familiar with her,
Easily gather’d either guilt. She send

For Psyche, but she was not there; she call’d
For Psyche’s child to cast it from the doors;
She sent for Blanche to accuse her face to face;
And I slipt out: bub whither will you now ?
And whore are Psyche, Cyril ? both are fled :
What, if together ? that were not so well.
Would rather we had never come! 1 dread

His wildness, and the chances of the dark.

* And yet,” I said, ‘you wrong him move than I
That struck him: this is proper to the clown,
Tho’ smock’d, or furr’d and purpled, still the clown,
To harm the thing that trusts him, and to shame
That which he says he loves: for Cyril, howe’er
He deal in frolic, as to-night—the song
Might have been worse and sinn’d in grosser lips
Beyond all pardon—as it is, 1 hold
These "flashes on the swface are not he.

He has a solid base of temperament :
But as the waterlily starts and slides
Upon the level in little puffs of wind,
Tho’ anchor'd to the bottom, such is he.

Scarce had I ceased when from & tamarisk near
Two Proctors leapt upon us, erying, * Names :’
He, standing still, was cluteh’d’; but I began
To thrid the musky-cireled mazes, wind
And double in and out the boles, and race
By all the fountains: fleet I was of foob:
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Before me shower'd tho rose in flakes; bebind
I heard the puff’d pursucr; at mune ear
Bubbled the nightingale and heeded not,

And secret laughter tickled all my soul.

At last I hook’d my anklo in a vine,

That claspt the feet of a Mnemosyne,

And falling on my face was caught and known.

They haled us to the Princess where sho sat
High 1n the hall. above her droop'd a lamp,
And made the single jewel on her brow
Burn like the mystic fire on a mast-head,
Prophet of storm: a handmaid on each side
Bow'd toward her, combing out her long black hair
Damp from the river; and close behind her stood
Eight daughters of the plough, stronger than men,
Huge women blowzed with health, and wind, and rain,
And labour. Each was hke a Druid rock ;
Or Lko o spire of land that stands apart
Cleft from the main, and wail'd about with mews,

Then, as we came, the crond dividing clove
An advent to tho throne: and thero beside,
Half-naked as if caught at once from bed
And tumbled on the purple footcloth, lay
Tho Lly-shining cluld; and on the left,

Bow’d ‘on her palms and folded up from wrong,
Her round white shoulder shaken with her sobs,
Melissa knelt ; but Lady Blanche erect
Stood up and spake, an affluent orator

‘It was not thus, O Prncess, mn old days:
You prized my counscl, lived upon my hps:
I led you then to all the Castalics;
I fed you with the mulk of every Muse;
T loved you like this kneeler, and you mo
Your sccond mother @ those were gracious tumes.
Then came your dew fnend: you began to change—
I saw it and gricved—to slacken and to cool;
Till taken with her seeming openness
You turn'd your warmer currents all to her,
To me you froze: tlus was my meed for all-
Yt I bore up in part from ancient love,
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And partly that I hoped to win you back,
And partly conscious of my own deserts,
And partly that you were my civil-head,
And chiefly you were born for something great,
In which I might your fellow-worker be,
When time should serve; and thus a noble scheme
Grew up from seed we two long since had sown;
In us true growth, in her a Jonah’s gourd,
Up in one night and due to sudden sun:
We took this palace; but even from the first
You stood in your own light and darken’d mine.
What student came but that you planed her path
To Lady Psyche, younger, not so wise,
A foreigner, and I your countrywoman,
1 your old friend and tried, she new in all?
But still her lists were swell’d and mine were lean;
Yet I bore up in hope she would be known :
Then came these wolves : they knew her : they endured,
Long-closeted with her the yestermorn,
To tell her what they were, and she to hear:
And me none fold : not less to an eye like mins,
A lidless watcher of the public weal,
Last night, their mask was patent, and my foot
Was to you: but I thought again: I fear’d
To meet a cold “ We thank you, we shall hear of it
From Lady Psyche:” you had gone to her,
She told, perforce; and winning easy grace,
, No douht, for slight delay, remain’d among us

In our young nursery still unknown, the stem
Less grain than touchwood, while my honest heat
Were all miscounted as malignant haste
To push my rival out of place and power.
But public use required she should be known;
And since my oath was ta’en for public use,
I broke the letter of it to keep the sense.
I spoke not then at first, but watch’d them well,
Saw that they kept apart, no mischief done ;
And yet this day (tho’ you should hate me for it)
I came to tell you; found that you had gone,
Ridd'n to the hills, she likewise : now, I thought;
Tl}at surely she will speak; if not, then I:
Did she ? * These monsters blazon’d what they were,
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For anger most it seem’d, while now her breast,
Beaten with some great passion at her heart,
Palpitated, her hand shook, and we heard

In the dead hush the papers that she held
Rustle : at once the lost lamb at her feet

Sent out a bitter bleating for its dam ;

The plaintive ery jarr’d on her ire; she crush’d
The scrolls together, made a sudden turn

As if to speak, but, utterance failing her,

She whirl’d them on to me, as who should say

* Read,” and I read—two letters—one her sire’s.

¢ Fair daughter, when we sent the Prince your way
We knew not your ungracious laws, which learnt,
We, conscious of what temper you are built,
- Came all in haste to hinder wrong, but fell
Into his father’s hands, who has this night,
You lying close upon his territory,
Slipt round and in the dark invested you,
And here he keeps me hostage for his son.’

The second was my father’s running thus :

¢ You have our son: touch not a hair of his head :
Render him up unscathed : give him your hand :
Cleave to your contract : tho’ indeed we hear
You hold the woman is the better man;
A rampant heresy, such as if it spread
Would make all women kick against their Lords
Thro’ all the world, and which might well deserve
That we this night should pluck your palace down;
And we will do it, unless you send us back
Our son, on the instant, whole.

So far Iread ;
And then stood up and spoke impetuously.

¢ O not to pry and peer on your reserve,
But led by golden wishes, and a hope
The child of regal compact, did I break
Your precinet ; not a scorner of your sex
But venerator, zealous it should be
All that it might be: hear me, for I bear,
Tho’ man, yet human, whatsoe’er your wrongs,
From the flaxen curl to the grey lock a life
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Lcss mine than yours : my nurse would tell mo of you;
I babbled for you, as babies for tlic moon, :
Vaguo brightness; when o boy, you stoop’d to me
From all high places, lived in all fair Lights,

Came in long breezes rapt from inmost south

And blown to inmost north; at ove and dawn

With Ida, Ida, Ida, rang the woods;

Tho leader wildswan m among the stars

Would clang it, and lapt in wreaths of glowworm light
Tho mellow breaker murmur'd Ida. Now,

Because I would havo reach’d you, had you been
Sphered up with Cassiopera, or tho enthroned
Persephone in Hades, now at length,

Thoso winters of aboyance all worn out,

A man I camo to sco you: but, indeed,

Not in this frequence can I lend full tongue,

O noble Ida, to those thoughts that wait

On you, their centre: let me say but thus,

That many a famous man and woman, town

And landskip, have I heard of, after scen

The dwarfs of presago: tho’ when known, thero grew
Another kind of beauty in detail

Mado them worth knowing; but in you I found

My boyish dream involved and dazzled down

And master’d, while that after-beauty makes

Suech head from act to act, from hour to hour,
Within me, that except you slay mo here,

According to your Iitter statute-book,

I cannot cease to follow you, as they say

The seal does music; who desire you moro

Than growing boys their manhood, dying lips,

With many thousand matters left to do,

The breath of hfe; O more than poor men wealth,
Than sick men health—y , yours, not mi but

b
Without you; with you, whole; and of those halves
(ou worthiest ; and howe’er you block and bar
Your heart with system out from mine, I hold
That it becomes no man to nurse desparr,
But in the tecth of clench’d antagonisms
To follow up the worthiest tiil he die :
Yet that I camo not all unauthorized
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Behold your father’s letter.’

’ On one knee '
Kneeling, I gave it, which she caught, and dash’d
Unopen’d at her feet : a tide of fierce
Invective seem’d to wait behind her lips,

As waits a river level with the dam

Ready to burst and flood the world with foam :
And so she would have spoken, but there rose
A hubbub in the court of half the maids
Gather’d together : from the illumined hall
Long lanes of splendour slanted o’er a press

Of snowy shoulders, thick as herded ewes,

And rainbow robes, and gems and gemlike eyes,
And gold and golden heads; they to and fro
_Fluctuated, as flowers in storm, some red, some pale,
All open-mouth’d, all gazing to the light,,

Some crying there was an army in the land,
And some that men were in the very walls,
And some they cared not; till a clamour grew
As of a new-world Babel, woman-buil,

And worse-confounded : high above them stood
The placid marble Muses, looking peace.

Not peace she look’d, the Head : but rising up
Robed in the long night of her deep hair, so
To the open window moved, remaining there
Fixt like a beacon-tower above the waves
Of tempest, when the crimson-rolling eye
Glares ruin, and the wild birds on the light
Dash themselves dead. She stretch’d her arms and call’d
Across the tumult and the tumult fell.

¢ What fear ye, brawlers ? am not I your Head ?
On me, me, me, the storm first breaks: I dare
All these male thunderbolts: what is it ye fear ?
Peace ! there are those to avenge us and they come:
If not,—myself were like enough, O girls,
To urfur] the maiden banner of our rights,
And eclad in iron burst the ranks of war,
Or, falling, protomartyr of our cause,
Die: yet I blame you not so much for fear;
Six thousand years of fear have made you that
From which I would redeem you: but for those
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That stir this hubbub—jyou and you—I know
Your faces there in the crowd—to-morrow morn
Wo hLold a great convention: then shall they
That love their voices more than duty, learn
With whom they deal, dismiss’d in shame to live
No wiser than thcir mothers, houschold stuff,
Live chattels, mincers of cach other’s fame,

Full of weak poison, turnspits for the clown,
The drunkard’s football, laughing-stocks of Tiwe,
Whose braing are in their hands and in therr heels,
But fit to flaunt, to drcss, to dance, to thrum,
To tramp, to scream, to burnish, and to scour,
For over slaves at home and fools abroad.’

She, ending, waved her hands: thereat the crowd
Muttering, dissolved : then with a smile, that look’d
A stroke of cruel sunshine on the chff,

When all the glens are drown'd 1n azure gloom
Of thunder-shower, she floated to us and sad:

* You have done well and like a gentleman,

And like a princo: you have our thanks for all :
And you look well too in your woman’s dress :
Well have you done and like a gentleman.
You saved our hfe: wo owe you bitter thanks:
Better havo died and sput our bones in the flood—
Then men had said—but now—What hinders me
To take such bloody vengeance on you both !—
Yet sinco our father—Wasps n our good hive,
You would-be quenchers of the hight to be,
Barbarians, grosser than your native bears—
0 would I had his sceptre for ono hour !
You that have dared to break our bound, and gull'd
Our servants, wrong’d and bed and thwarted us—
I wed with thee! [ bound by precontract
Your bride, your bondslave! not tho’ all the gold
That veins the world were pack’d to make your erown,
And every spoken tonguo should lord you. Sir,
Your falsehiood and yourself are hateful to us
I trample on your offers and on you
Begono: we will not look upon you more.
Here, push them out at gates.

In wrath she spake.



278 ' THE PRINCESS

Then those eight mighty daughters of the plough
Bent their broad faces toward us and address’d
Their motion : twice I sought to plead my cause;
But on my shoulder hung their heavy hands,

The weight of destiny : so from her face

They push’d us, down the steps, and thro’ the court,
And with grim laughter thrust us out at gates.

We cross’d the street and gain’d a petty mound
Beyond it, whence we saw the lights and heard
The voices murmuring. While I listen’d, came
On a sudden the weird seizure and the doubt:
1 seem’d to move among a world of ghosts ;

The Princess with her monstrous woman-guard,
The jest and earnest working side by side,
The cataract and the tumult and the kings
Were shadows; and the long fantastic night
With all its doings had and had not been,
And all things were and were not.

This went by
As strangely as it came, and on my spirits
Settled a gentle cloud of melancholy ;
Not long ; I shook it off ; for spite of doubts
And sudden ghostly shadowings I was one
To whom the touch of all mischance but came
As night to him that sitting on a hill
Sees the midsummer, midnight, Norway sun
Set into sunrise; then we moved away.

Thy voice is heard thro’ rolling drums,
That beat to battle where he stands;
Thy face across his fancy comes,
And gives the battle to his hands:
A moment, while the trumpets blow,
He sees his brood about thy knee;
The next, like fire he meets the foe,
And strikes him dead for thine and thee.

So Lilia sang: we thought her half-possess’d,
She struck such warbling fury thro’ the words;
And, after, feigning pique at what she call’d
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At length my Sire, his rough cheek wet with tears,

Panted from weary sides ‘ King, you are free!
We did but keep you surety for our son,
If this be he,—or a draggled mawkin, thou,
That tends her bristled grunters in the sludge :’
For I was drench’d with ooze, and torn with briers,
More crumpled than a poppy from the sheath,
And all one rag, disprinced from head to heel.
Then some one sent beneath his vaulted palm
A whisper’d jest to some one near him, ‘ Look,
He has been among his shadows.” ©Satan take-
The old women and their shadows! (thus the King
Roar’d) make yourself a man to fight with men.
Go: Cyril told us all.

As boys that slink
From ferule and the trespass.chiding eye,
Away we stole, and transient in a trice
From what was left of faded woman-slough
To sheathing splendours and the golden scale
Of harness, issued in the sun, that now
Leapt from the dewy shoulders of the Earth,
And hit the Northern hills. Here Cyril met us,
A little shy at first, but by and by
We twain, with mutual pardon ask’d and given
For stroke and song, resolder’d peace, whereon
Follow’d his tale. Amazed he fled away
Thro’ the dark land, and later in the night
Had come on Psyche weeping : © then we fell
Into your father’s hand, and there she lies,
But will not speak, nor stir.’

He show’d a tent

A stone-shot off : we enter’d in, and there
Among piled arms and rough accoutrements,
Pitiful sight, wrapp'd in a soldier’s cloak,
Like some sweet sculpture draped from head to foot,
And push’d by rude hands from its pedestal,
All her fair length upon the ground she lay :
And ab her head a follower of the camp,
A charr’d and wrinkled piece of womanhood,
Sat watehing like a watcher by the dead.

Then Florian knelt, and ¢ Come ’> he whisper’d to her,
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¢ Lift up your head, swect sister : lio not thus,

What have you done but right ? you could not slay
Me, nor your prince: look up: be comforted :
Sweet is 1t to have done tho thing ono ought,

When fall'a in datker woys.  And hikewise Lt

“Bo comforted : have I not lost her too,

In whose least act alades tho namcless charm

That nono has clse for me 7' Sho heard, sho moved,
Sho moan’d, a folded voico; and up she sat,

And raised tho cloak from brows as pale and smooth
As those that mourn half-shrouded over death

In deathless marble, * Her,' she said, * my friend—
Parted from her—betray’d her cause and mine—
Whero shall T breatho 7 why kept yo not your faith 7
O base and bad! what comfort ? none for me!”

To whom remorscful Cyri, * Yet I pray

Tako comfort * live, dear lady, for your child !*

At which sho hfted up her voice and cried.

¢ Al me, my babe, my blossom, ah my child,
My one sweet child, whom I shall seo no more!
For now will crucl Ida keep her back;
And ecither she will die from want of care,
Or sicken with ill-usage, when they say
The child is hers—for every httle fault,
The chid 13 hers; and they will beat my gul
Remembering her mother O my flower?
Or thoy will tako her, they will make her hard,
And she will pass mo by in after-hfe
With some cold revetence worso than sere she dead.
111 mother that I was to Ieave her there,
Teo lag behind, seored by the ery they made,
The horror of tho shame among them all:
But I will go and sit beside the doors,
And make a wild petition_night and day,
Until they hato to hear me like a wind
Wailing for cver, {ill they open to me,
And lay my little blossom at my feet,
My babe, my sweet Aglala, my one cluld:
And 1 will take her up and go my way,
And satisfy my soul wath kissing her .
Ah! what might that man not deserve of me,
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Who gave me back my child 2’ ° Be coxpforted,’
Said Cyril, ¢ you shall have it :’ but again
She veil’d her brows, and prone she sa.nl_:, and so
Like tender things that being caught feign death,
Spoke not, nor stirr’d.
By this a murmur ran
Thro® all the camp and inward raced the scoubs
With rumour of Prince Arac hard at hand.
We left her by the woman, and without )
Found the grey kings at parle: and ‘ Look you’ cried
My father ©that our compact be fulfill’d :
You have spoilt this child; she laughs at you and
man :

She wrongs herself, her sex, and me, and him:
But red-faced war has rods of steel and fire ;
She yields, or war. y

Then Gama turn’d to me:
‘ We fear, indeed, you spent a stormy time
With our strange girl : and yet they say that still
You love her, Give us, then, your mind at large:
How say you, war or not ¥’

* Not war, if possible,

O king,” 1 said, ‘lest from the abuse of war,
The desecrated shrine, the trampled year,
The smouldering homestead, and the household flower
Torn from the lintel—all the common wrong—
A smoke go up thro’ which I loom to her
Three times a monster : now she lightens scorn
At him that mars her plan, but then would hate
(And every voice she talk’d with ratify it,
And every face she look’d on justify it)
The general foe. More soluble is this knot,
By gentleness than war. I want her lover
What were I nigher thig altho’ we dash’d
Your cities into shards with catapults,
She would not love ;—or brought her chain’d, a slave,
The lifting of whose eyelash is my lord,
Not ever would she love; but brooding turn
The book of scorn, till all my little chance
Were caught within the record of her wrongs,
And crush’d to death : and rather, Sire, than this
I would the old God of war himself were dead,
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More breadth of culture: is not Ida right?
They worth it ? truer to the law within ?
Severer in the logic of a life ?
Twice as magnetic to sweet influences
Of earth and heaven ? and she of whom you speal,
My mother, looks as whole as some serene
Creation minted in the golden moods
Of sovereign artists; not a thought, a touch,
But pure as lines of green that streak the white
Of the first snowdrop’s inner leaves; I say,
Not like the piebald miscellany, man,
Bursts of great heart and slips in sensual mire,
But whole and one: and take them all-in-all,
Were we ourselves but half as good, as kind.
Ag truthful, much that Ida claims as right
Had ne’er been mooted, but as frankly theirs
As dues of Nature. To our point: not war:
Lest 1 lose all)’

‘ Nay, nay, you spake but sense,’
Said Gama. ¢ We remember love ourself
In our sweet youth;  we did not rate him then
This red-hot iron to be shaped with blows.
You talk almost like Ida: ske can talk;
And there is something in it as you say :
But you talk kindlier : we esteem you for it.—
He seems a gracious and a gallant Prince,
I would he had our daughter : for the rest,
Our own detention, why, the causes weigh’d,
Fatherly fears—you used us courteously—
We would do much to gratify your Prince—
We pardon it; and for your ingress here
Upon the skirt and fringe of our fair land,
You did but come as goblins in the night,
Nor in the furrow broke the ploughman’s head,
Nor burnt the grange, nor buss’d the milking-maid,
Nor robb’d the farmer of his bowl of cream :
But let your Prince (our royal word upon it,
He comes back safe) ride with us to our lines,
And speak with Arac: Arac’s word is thrice
As ours with Ida : something may be done—
I know not what—and ours shall see us friends.
You, likewise, our late guests, if so you will,

¢

*
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Follow us: who knows? we four may build scme plan
FYoumquara to opposition.”

Here he reach’d
Whito hands of farewell to my sire, who growl'd
An answer which, half-muffled 1n his beard,
Let so much out as gave us leave to go.

Then rode we with the old king across tho lawns
Beaeath huge trees, a thousand rings of Spring
In cvery bole, a song on every spray
Of birds that piped their Valentines, and voko
Desire in mo to infuse my talo of love
In the old king's ears, who promiscd help, and oozed
All o’er with boney'd answer as we rode;
And blossom-fragrant shpt the beavy dews
Gather'd by ught and peace, with each light air
On our mad'd heads  but other thoughts than Peaco
Burnt in us, when we saw tho embattled squares,
And squadrons of the Pnnce, trampling the flowers
With clamour : for among them rose a ery
As if to greet the king; they made a kalt;
The borses yell'd ; they clash’'d their arms; the drum
Beat ; merrily-blowing shrill’d the martial fifo ;
And in the blast and bray of the long horn
And serpent-throated bugle, undulated
The banner : anon to meet us lightly pranced
Three captains out; nor ever bad I seen
Such thews of men: the mudmost and the lughest
Was Arge: all about ks mation clung
The shadow of his sister, as the beam
Of the East, that play’d upon them, made them glance
Like those three stars of the airy Guant's zone,
That gltter burnish'd by the frosty dark;
And as the flery Sirjus alters hue,
And bickers into red and emerald, shone
Their morions, wash'd with morning, as they came

_And I that prated pesce, when first T heard
War-music, felt the blind wildbeast of foree,

Whose home is in the sinews of a man,

Stir in me as to strnke: then took the king

His threo broad sons; with now a wapdenng hand
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And now a pointed finger, told them all: .
A common light of smiles at”our disguise
Broke from their lips, and, ere the windy jest
Had labour’d down within his ample lungs,
The genial giant, Arac, roll’d himself

Thrice in the saddle,"then burst out in -words.

¢ Qur land invaded, ’sdeath ! and he himself
Your captive, yet my father wills not war :
And, ’sdeath ! myself, what care I, war or no?
But then this question of your troth remains :
And there’s a downright honest meaning in her;
She flies too high, she flies too high ! and yet
She ask’d but space and fairplay for her scheme;
She prest and prest it on me—I myself,
What know I of these things ? but, life and soul!
I thought her half-right talking of her wrongs;
I say she flies too high, ’sdeath ! what of that ?
I take her for the flower of womankind,
And so I often told her, right or wrong,
And, Prince, she can be sweet to those she loves,
And, right or wrong, I care not: this is all,
I stand upon her side: she made me swear it—
*Sdeath—and with solemn rites by candle-light—
Swear by St. something—1I forget her name—
Her that tall’d down the fifty wisest men ;
She was a princess too; and s0 I swore.
Come, this is all; she will not : waive your claim :
If not, the foughten field, what else, at once
Decides it, ’sdeath ! against my father’s will.’

I lagg’d in answer loath to render up
My precontract, and loath by brainless war
To cleave the rift of difference deeper yet ;
Till one of those two brothers, half aside
And fingering at the hair about his lip,
To prick us on to combat * Like to like !
The woman’s garment hid the woman’s heart.
A taunt that clench’d his purpose like a blow !
¥or fiery-short was Cyril's counter-scoff, i
And sharp 1 answer'd, touch’d upon the point
Where idle boys are cowards to their shame,
¢ Decide it here: why not ? we are three to three.’
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Then spako tho third * But three to three ? no more ?
No more, and in our noble sister’s cause ?
More, more, for honour: cvery captain waits
Hungry for honour, angry for his king.
More, more, some filty on a side, that cach
May breathe himself, and quick! by overthrow
Of 'these or those, the question sctiled die.

*Yea,” ansner'd 1, ‘for this wild wreath of air,
This flake of rambow flying on the highest
Foam of men's deeds—ihus honour, if ye will.
It nceds must bo for honour if at all :
Since, what decision ? if we fail, wo fail,
And it we win, wo fail : she would not keep
Her compact.” *’Sdeath ' but we will send to her,’
Said Arae, © worthy reasons why she should
Bide by this issuc  let our mssive thro',
And you shall have her answer by the word.

‘Boys!’ shrick’d the old king, but vainlier than

a hen
To her false daughters in the pool; for none
Regarded ; neither scem’d there more to say :
Back rode wo to my father’s camp, and found
Ho thrico had sent a herald to the gates,
To learn if Ida yet would cede our claim,
Or by denial flush her babbling wells
With her own people’s Ife  thrce times be went :
The first, he blew and blew, but none appear'd
Ho batter'd at the doors; nonc came the next,
An awful voice within had warn’d him thence .
The third, and those cight daugbters of the plough
Camo sallying thro’ the gates, and caught bis bair,
And so belabour'd kum on rib and cheek
They made him wild - not less ono glance be caught
Thro' open doors of Ida station'd thero
Unshaken, chinging to her purpose, firm
Tho’ compass’d by two armues and the noiss
Of arms; and standing Iiko a stately Pme
Set in a cataract on an island-crag,
When storm is on tho heights, and nght and left
Suck'd from the dark heart of the long hills roll



288 THE PRINCESS

The torrents, dash’d to the vale: and yet her will
Bred will in me to overcome it or fall.

But when I told the king that I was pledged
To fight in tourney for my bride, he clash’d
His iron palms together with a cry;
Himself would tilt it out among the lads :
But overborne by all his bearded lords
With reasons drawn from age and state, perforce
He yielded, wroth and red, with fierce demur:
And many a bold knight started up in heat,
And sware to combat for my claim till death.

All on this side the palace ran the field
Flat to the garden-wall : and likewise here,
Above the garden’s glowing blossom-belts,
A column’d entry shone and marble stairs,
And great bronze valves, embdss’d with Tomyris
And what she did to Cyrus after fight,
But now fast barr’d: so here upon the flat
All that long morn the lists were hammer’d up,
And all that morn the heralds to and fro,
With message and defiance, went and came ;
Last, Ida’s answer, in a royal hand,
But shaken here and there, and rolling words
Oration-like. I kiss’d it and I read.

* O brother, you have known the pangs we felt,
What heats of indignation when we heard
Of those that iron-cramp’d their women’s feet ;
Of lands in which at the altar the poor bride
Gives her harsh groom for bridal-gift a scourge ;
Of living hearts that crack within the fire
Where smoulder their dead despots; and of those,—
Mothers,—that, all prophetic pity, fling
Their pretty maids in the running flood, and swoops
The vultpre, beak and talom, at the heart
Made far all noble motion: and I saw
That equal baseness lived in sleeker times
With smoother inen: the old leaven leaven’d all :
Millions of throats -would bawl for civil rights,
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No womsn named : therofore I sot my faco
Against all men, and lived but for mine own.

Far off from men I built o fold for them: .
1 stored it full of rich memorial :

1 fenced it round with gallant institutes,

And biting laws to scare tho beasts of proy,

And prosper'd; till a rout of saucy boys

Brake on us at our books, and marr’d our peace,
Mask'd like our maids, blustersng I know not what
Ot insolence and love, some pretext held

Of baby troth, invalid, since my will

Seal'd not tho bond—the striplings !—fot their spott f~=
I tamed my leopards : shall I not tame these 7

Or you? or 1?7 for since you think me touch'd

1n honour—what, 1 would not aught of false—

Is not our causo pure ? and whercas I know

Your prowess, Arac, and what mother’s blood

You draw from, fight; you failing, I abido

What end soever : fadl you will not. Stll

Tske not lus hife: ho nsk’d it for my own;

His mother ives: yet whatsoo’er you do,

Fight and fight well; strike and strike home. O dear
Brothers, the woman's Angel guards you, you

The solo mien to bo mingled with our cause,

Tho sole men we shall prize m the after-tume,

Your very armour hallow’d, and your statues
Rear'd, sung to, when, this gad-fly brush’d aside,
Wo plant a solid foot into the Time,

And mould a gencration strong to move

With claim on claim from right to night, till she
Whose namo is yoked with children’s, know hersclf ;
And Knowledge in our own land make her free,
And, ever following thoso two crowned twins,
Commerce and conquest, shower the fiery grain

Of freedom broadcast over all that orbs

Between tho Northern and tho Southern morn.”

Then camo o postseript dash’d across the rest,
Sco that thero be no trajtors in your camp:
Wo scem o nest of traitors—nono to trust
Since our anng fail'd—this Egypt-plaguo of men!
ok our maids were better at theic homes
.
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£ Qur enemies havo fall'n, have falPn: they came;
The loaves were wet with women’s tears: they heard
A noise of songs they would not understand :
They marlk’d it with the red cross to the fall,
And would have strown it, and are fal’n themselves.

‘Our enemies have fall'n, have fall'n: they came,
The woodmen with their axes: lo the tree!
Bub wo will make it faggots for the hearth,
And shape it plank and beam for roof and floor,
And boats and bridges for the use of men.

‘Qur enemies have fall’n, have falln: they struck;
With their own blows they hurt themselves, nor knew
There dwelt an iron nature in the grain:

The glittering axe was broken in their arms,
Their arms were shatter’d to the shoulder blade.

*Qur enemios have fall'n, but this shall grow
A night of Summer from the heat, a breadth
Of Autumn, dropping fruits of power; and roll'd
With music in the growing breeze of Time,
The tops shall striko from star to star, the fangs
Shall move the stony bases of the world.

* And now, O maids, behold our sanctuary
Is violate, our laws broken : fear we not .
To break them more in their behoof, whose arms
Champion’d our cause and won it with a day
Blanch’d in our annals, and perpetual feast,
When dames and heroines of the golden year
Shall strip a hundred hollows bare of Spring,
To rain an April of ovation round
Their statues, borne aloft, the three : but come,
We will be liberal, since our rights are won.
Let them not lie in the tents with coarse mankind,
IN nurses; but descend, and proffer these
The brethren of our blood and cause, that there
Lie bruised and maim’d, the tender ministries
Of female hands aund hospitality.’

She spoke, and with the babe yet in her arms,
Descending, burst the great bronze valves, and led
A hundred maids in train across the Park.

Some cowl’d, and some bare-headed, on they came,
Their feet in flowers, her loveliest : by them went
The enamour’d air sighing, and on their curls
From the high tree the blossom wavering fell,

-
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“O Sire,’ she said, ‘he lives: he is not, dead:
O let me have him with my brethren here

In our own palace: we will tend on him
Like one of these; if so, by any means,

To lighten this great clog of thanks, that make
Qur progress falter to the woman’s goal’

She said : but at the happy word ‘he lives’
My father stoop’d, re-father’d o’er my wounds. "
So those two foes above my fallen life,

With brow to brow like night and evening mixé
Their dark and grey, while Psyche ever stole

A little nearer, till the babe that by us,
Half-lapt in glowing gauze and golden brede,

Lay like a new-fall'n meteor on the grass,
Uncared for, spied its mother and began

A blind and babbling laughter, and to dance

Its body, and reach its fatling innocent arms
And lazy lingering fingers. She the appeal
Brook’d not, but clamouring out * Mine—mine—not yours,
It is not yours, but mine: give me the child’
Ceased all on tremble: piteous was the cry:

So stood the unhappy mother open-mouth’d,

And turn’d each face her way: wan was her cheek
With hollow watch, her blooming mantle torn,
Red grief and mother’s hunger in her eye,

And down dead-heavy sank her curls, and half
The sacred mother’s bosom, panting, burst

The laces toward her babe; but she nor cared
Nor knew it, clamouring on, till Ida heard,
Look’d up, and rising slowly from me, stood

Erect and silent, striking with her glance

The mother, me, the child; but he that lay
Beside us, Cyril, batter’d as he was,

Trail’d himself up on one knee: then he drew
Her robe to meet his lips, and down she look’d
At the arm’d man sideways, pitying, as it seem’d,
Or self-involved ; but when she learnt his face,
Remembering his ill-omen’d song, arose

Once more thro’ all her height, and o’er him grew
Tall as a figure lengthen’d on the sand

When the tide ebbs in sunshine, and he said
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O fair and strong and terriblo! Lioness
That with your long locks play the Lion's mane!
But Love and Nature, theso are two more terrible
And stronger, Sece, your foot is on our nccks,
Wo vanquish'd, you the Victor of your will.
What would you moro? give her the child! remain
Orb'd in your isolation: be is dead,

Or all as dead : henceforth wo et you bo:
Win you the hearts of women; and bewaro
Lest, where you scek the common love of these,
The common hate with the revolving wheel
Should drag you down, and some great Nemesis
Break from a darken'd future, crown'd with fire,
And tread you out for cver: but howsocer
Iix'd in yourself, never in your own arms
To hold your own, deny not hers to her,
Givo her the childl O if, I say, you keep
Ono pulse that beats true woman, if you loved
The Brcnst that fed or arm that dandled you,
Or own ono part of sense not flint to prayer,
Givo her the child ! or if P‘nu scorn to lay it,
Yoursclf, in hands so Iately claspt with yours,
Or speak to her, your dearest, her one fault
Tho tenderncss, not yours, that could not kall,
Give me it: I will give 1t her.

Ho said :
At first her oyo with slow dilation roll'd
Dry flame, sho listening ; after sank and sank
And, into mournful twilight mellowing, dwelt
Full on the chuild ; she took it: *Pretty bud!
Lily of the valo! half open'd bell of the woods!
Solo comfort of my dark hour, when a world
Of traitorous friend and broken system mado
Nocdpurplo in tho distance, mystex;y,
Pledgo of a love not to be mine, farcwell;
These men are hard upon us as of old,
Wo two must part: and yet how fam was I
To dream thy cause embraced in mine, to think
I might bo something to thee, when I felt
Thy%xcgﬂcss warmth about my barren breast
In'the dead primo: but may thy mother prove
As true to theo as false, false, falso to mol

L3
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And, if thou needs must bear the yoke, I wish ib
Gentle as freedom *—here she kiss'd it: then—
¢ All good go with thee! take it Sir,” and so
Laid the soft babe in his hard-mailed hands,
Who turn’d half-round to Psyche as she sprang
To meeb it, with an eye that swum in thanks ;
Then felt it sound and whole from head to foo,
And hugg’d and never hugg’d it close enough,
And in her hunger mouth’d and mumbled it,
And hid her bosom with it; after that

Put on more calm and added suppliantly :

‘We two were friends: I go to mine own land
For ever: find some other: as for me
I scarce am fit for your great plans : yeb speak to me,
Say one soft word and let mo part forgiven.’

But Ida spoke not, rapt upon the child.
Then Arac. ‘Ida—'sdeath! you blame the man;
You wrong yourselves—the woman is so hard
Upon the woman. Come, a grace to me!
I am your warrior: I and mine have fought
Your battle : kiss her; take her hand, she weeps:
Sdeath ! I would sooner fight thrice o’er than see it.

But Ida spoke not, gazing on the ground,
And reddening in the furrows of his chin,
And moved beyond his custom, Gama said :

‘T’ve heard that there is iron in the blood,
And 1 believe it. Not one word ? not one?
Whence drew you this steel temper ? not from me,
Not from your mother now a saint with saints.
She said you had a heart—I heard her say it—
*“QOur Ida has a heart "—just ere she died—
“ But see that some one with authority
Be near her still ” and I—I sought for one—
All people said she had authority—
The Lady Blanche: much profit! Not one word ;
No! tho’ your father sues: see how you stand
Stiff as Lot's wife, and all the good knights maim’d,
I trust that there is no one hurt to death,
For your wild whim: and was it then for this,
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Was 1t for this we gave our palace up,

Whero wo withdrew from summer heats and state,
And had our wine and chess beneath the plancs,
And many a pleasant hour with her that ‘s gone,
Ero you wero_born to vex us? Is it kind?

Speak to her I say: is this not she of whom,

When first she came, all flusk’d you said to me
Now had you got a friend of your own age,

Now could you share your thought ; now should men sco
Two women faster welded in one love

Than pairs of wedlock ; she you walk'd with, she
You talk’d with, whole nights long, up in the tower,
Of sino and are, spheroid and azimuth,

And right ascension, Heaven knows what; and now
A word, but one, cne Ittle kindly word,

Not ono to sparo her: out upen you, flintt

You love nor her, nor me, not any; nay,

You shame your mother’s judgement too. Not one f
You will nott well—no heart have you, or such
As fancics lLike the vermin in a nut

Havo fretted all to dust and bitterness.

So said tho small king moved Leyond his wont.

But Ida stood nor spoke, drain’d of her force
By many a varying influcnco and so long.
Down thro’ her hmbs o drooping languor wept :
Her head o little bent ; and on her mouth
A doubtful smule dwelt liko a clouded moon
In a still water: then brake out my sire,
Lifting his grim head from my wounds. “O you,
Woman, whom wo thought woman even now,
And were half fool'd to let you tend our son,
Because ho might have wish'd it—but we sco
Tho accomplice of your madness unforgiven,
And think that you might mix his drought with

death,

When your skics change again: the rougher hand
Is safer: on to the leats: take up the Prince.”

o rose, and whilo cach car was prick’d to attend
A tempest, thro' the cloud that dimm'd her broke
A gemal warmth and light once more, and shone
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Thro' glitbering drops on her sad friend. )
. ‘ Come hither,
O Psyche,’ she cried out, ‘embrace me, come,
Quick while I melt; make reconcilement sure
With one that cannot keep her mind an hour:
Come to the hollow heart they slander so!
Kiss and be friends, like children being chid !
I geem no more: I want forgiveness too:
T should have had to do with none but maids,
That have no links with men. Ah false but dear,
Dear traitor, too much loved, why ?—why ?—Yet see,
Before these kings we embrace you yet once more
With all forgiveness, all oblivion, .
And trust, not love, you less.
And now, O Sire,
Grant me your son, to nurse, to wait upon him,
Like mine own -brother. For my debt to him,
This nightmare weight of gratitude, I know it;
Taunt me no more: yourself and yours shall have
Free adit; we will scatter all our maids
Till happier times each to her proper hearth :
What use to keep them here—now 7 grant my prayer.
Help, father, brother, help; speak to the king:
Thaw this male nature to some touch of that -
Which kills me with myself, and drags me down
From my fixt height to mob me up with all
The soft and milky rabble of womankind,
Poor weakling ev’n as they are. ;
Passionate tears
Follow’d : the king replied not: Cyril said :
‘ Your brother, Lady,—Florian,—ask for him
Of your great head—for he is wounded too—
That you may tend upon him with the prince.’
* Aye so,” said Ida with a bitter smile,
‘Our laws are broken : let him enter too.’
Then Violet, she that sang the mournful song,
And had a cousin tumbled on the plain,
Petition’d too for him. °Aye so,’ she said,
‘I stagger in the stream : I cannot keep
My heart an eddy from the brawling hour :
We break our laws with ease, but let it be.’
‘Aye 50 ?’ said Blanche: ‘Amazed am I to hear



THE PRINCESS 301

Your Highness: but your Highness preaks with case
Tho law Your Highness did not moke: 'Lwes 1

ha o wedded wife, 1 knew mankind,

And Block'd them out; but these ‘men camo to ®00
Your Hig\mcss——vcn\y 1 think to win.'

So she, and turn'd askanco 8” wintry eye*:
But 1da with & voice, that tike o bell

Toll'd by a0 carthquake in o trembling tower,
Rang Tt answer'd {ull of gnef and scorn-

¢ Fling our doors wide! all, all, not onc but all
Not only bes but by MY mother's soul,

Whatever man lies wounded, fricnd or foe,

Sholl entef, 1f ho wils et our girls flit,

iy tho storm dio! but had you stood by uss

The roar that breaks the Pharos from his baso

Find left v sock. She fain would sung us o0,
But sball not- Pass, and mingle with your Likes.
Wo brook 10 further wsult but are gone.

Sho tumn'd} tho very nape of her white neck
Was rosed with jndignation * but the Prince

Her brother camo; the king her father charm'd
Her wounded soul with words @ 1o¥ 4;d mine oW
Refuse her ‘profier, 1astly gave his band.

Then ue they Lifted uP» dead woights: and baro
Straight to tho doors’ to them the doors £OVP way
Groaning, and in the Vestal entry. shrick'd

The virgit marble under wron heels:

And on they moved and gam'd the hall, and there
Rested @ but great tho crush was and each base,
To left and right, of those tall column® drown'd
In silken fiuctustion and the swanm

0f femalo whigperers ¢ at the further end

\Was Ida by the throne, the two grab cols

Close by ber like supporter® on shield,
Bow-back'd with fear? but in the centre stood
The common men with rotling oyes amazdt

They glared upon tho womens and aghsst

The women stared ot theso all silent V0

When armour clash'd of jmg\cd, while the day, -
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Thro' glittering drops on her sad friend.
. ¢ Come hither,’

O Psyche,’ she cried out, ‘ embrace me, come,
Quick while I melt; make reconcilement sure
With one that cannot keep her mind an hour:
Come to the hollow heart they slander so!
Kiss and be friends, like children being chid !
I seem no more: I want forgiveness too:
I should have had to do with none but maids,
That have no links with men. Ah false but dear,
Dear traitor, too much loved, why ?—why 2—Yet see,
Before these kings we embrace you yet once more
With all forgiveness, all oblivion, :
And trust, not love, you less.

And now, O Sire,
Grant me your son, to nurse, to wait upon him,
Like mine own brother. For my debt to him,
This nightmare weight of gratitude, I know it;
Taunt me no more: yourself and yours shall have
Free adit; we will scatter all our maids
Till happier times each to her proper hearth :
What use to keep them here—now ? grant my prayer.
Help, father, brother, help; speak to the king:
Thaw this male nature to some touch of that -
Which kills me with myself, and drags me down
From my fixt height to mob me up with all
The soft and milky rabble of womankind,
Poor weakling ev’n as they are.’ -

Passionate tears
Follow’d : the king replied not : Cyril said : ’
* Your brother, Lady,—Florian,—ask for him
Of your great head—for he is wounded too—
That you may tend upon him with the prince.’
¢ Aye so,” said Ida with a bitter smile,
“Our laws are broken : let him enter too.’
Then Violet, she that sang the mournful song,
And had a cousin tumbled on the plain,
Petition’d too for him. *Aye so,’ she said,
‘I stagger in the stream : I cannot keep -
My heart an eddy from the brawling hour :
We break our laws with ease, but let it be.’
‘*Aye s0?’ said Blanche: ‘Amazed am I to hear-
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Your Highness: but your Highness breaks with caso
Tho law your Highness did not make: 'twas L

1 had been wedded wife, I knew mankind,

And block'd them out; but theso men came to woo
Your Highness—verily I think to win.

So she, and turn’d askance a"wintry eye:
Bat Ida with a voice, that hke a bell
Toll'd by an earthquake in a trembling tower,
Rang ruin, answer'd full of grief and scorn.

¢ Fling our doors wide! all, all, not one, but all,
Not only he, but by my mother’s soul,
Whatever man lies wounded, friend or foe,
Shall enter, af he will. Let our girls flit,
Til the storm cdie! but bad you stood by us,
The roar that breaks the Pharos from his base
Had left us rock. Sho fain would sting us too,
But shall not. Pass, and mingle with your likes.
We brook no further insult but are gone.

She turn'd; the very nape of her white neck
Was rosed with indignation: but the Prince
Her brother came; the king her father charm'd
Her wounded soul with words : nor did mne own
Refuso her proffer, lastly gave his band.

Then us they lifted up, dead weights, and bare
Straight to the doors: to them the doors gave way
Groaning, and in the Vestal entry shriek’'d
The virgin marble under iron hecls :

And on they moved and gamn'd the hall, and thero
Rested : but great the crush was, and cach base,
To left and right, of those tall columns drown’d
In silken fluctuation and the sworm

Og femalo whisperers :” at the further end

Was Ida by tho throne, tho two great cats

Closo by her, Lke supporters on a shield,
Bow-back'd with fears but in the ecentro stood
The common men with rolling eyes; amazed
’I:huy glared upon the women, and aghast

Tho women stared at these, all sileat, save

When armour clash’d or jingled, while the day,
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Descénding, struck athwart the hall, and shot

A flying splendour out of brass and steel,

That o'er the statues leapt from head to head,

Now fired an angry Pallas on the helm,

Now set a wrathful Dian's moon on flame,

And now and then an echo started tup,

And shuddering fled-from room to room, an

Of fright in far apartments.

The long-laid galleries past a hundred doors

d died

_ Then the voice
Of Ida sounded, issuing ordinance:
And me they bore up the broad stairs, and thro’

To one decp chamber shut from sound, and due
To languid limbs and sickness; left me in ib;
And others otherwhere they laid; and all
That afternoon a scund arose of haoof

And chariot, many a maiden passing-home
Till happier times; bub some were left of those

Held sagest, and the great lords out and in,

From those two hosts that lay beside the walls,
Walk'd at their will, and everything was changed.

Ask me no more: the mooh may draw the sea;

The cloud may stoop from heaven and take the shape,

With fold to fold, of mountain or of cape;
But O too fond, when have I answer'd thee ?
Ask me no more.

Ask me no more: what answer should I give ?
I love not hollow cheek or faded eye:
Yet, O my iriend, I will not have thee dic!
Ask me no more, lest I should bid thes live ;
Ask me no more.

Ask me no more: thy fate and mine are seaPd
I strove against the stream and all in vain :
Let the great river take me to the main:

No more, dear love, for at a touch I yield ;

Ask me no more.

v
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vir
So was their sanctuary violated,
So their fair collego turn’d to hospital;
At first with all confusion: by and by
Sweet order lived again with other laws:
A kindlier influence reign'd; and everywhero
Low vaices with the ministering hand
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Hung round the sick : the maidens came, they tall’d,

They sang, they read : till she not fair, began
To gather light, and she that was, becamo
Her former beauty treblo; and to and fro
With books, with flowers, with Angel offices,
Liko creatures native unte gracious act,

And in their own clear clement, they moved.

But sadness on the soul of Ida feil,
And hatred of her weakness, blent with shame.
Old studics fail'd; seldom she spoke; but oft
Clomb to the roofs, and gazcd alene for hours
On that disastrous leaguer, swarms of men
Darkening her female ficdd : void was her use;
And she as ono that climbs a peak to gaze
O'er land and main, and sces a great black clond
Drag inward from the deeps, a wall of mght,
Blot out the slopo of sca from verge to shore,
And suck the bhinding splendour from the sand,
And quenching lake by lake and tarn by tarn
Expunge the world : so fared she gazing there;
So blacken'd all her world in sccret, blank

And wasto it seem’d and vain; till down she came,

And found fair peace once more among the sick.

And twilight dawn'd; and morn by morn the lark

8hot up and shrill'd in flickering gyres, but I
Lay silent in the muffled cage of life:

And twilight gloom'd; and broader-grown the bowers
Drew the great night into themselves, and Heaven,

Star after star, arose and fell ; but I,

Deeper than those weird doubts could reach me, lay

Quito sunder'd from the moving Universe,
Nor koew what eyo was on me, nor the hand
That nursed me, moro than infants in their sleep.
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But Psyche tended Florian: with her oft,
Melissa came; for Blanche had gone, but leff
Her child among us, willing she should keep
Court-favour : here and there the small bright head,
A light of healing, glanced about the couch,
Or thro’ the parted silks the tender face
Peep'd, shining in upon the wounded man
With blush and smile, a medicine in themselves
To wile the length from languorous hours, and draw
The sting from pain; nor seem’d it strange that soon
He rose up whole, and those fair charities
Join’d at her side; nor stranger seem’d that hearts
So gentle, so employ’d, should close in love,
Than when two dewdrops on the petal shake
To the same sweet air, and tremble deeper down,
And slip at once all-fragrant into one.

Less prosperously the second suit obtain’d
At first with Psyche. Not tho’ Blanche had sworn
That after that dark night among the fields
She needs must wed him for ber own good name ;
Not tho’ he built upon the babe restored ;
Nor tho’ she liked him, yielded she, but fear’d
To Incense the Head once more; till on a day
When Cyril pleaded, Ida came behind
Seen but of Psyche: on her foot she hung
A moment, and she heard, at which her face
A little flush’d, and she past on; but each
Assumed from thence a half-consent involved
In stillness, plighted troth, and were at peace,

Nor only these: Love in the sacred halls
Held carnival at will, and flying struck
With showers of random sweet on maid and man.
Nor did her father cease to press my elaim,
Nor did mine own now reconciled ; nor yet
Did those twin brothers, risen again and whale ;
Nor Arae, satiate with his victory.

But I lay still, and with me oft she sat:
Then came a change; for sometimes I would catch
Her hand in wild delixium, gripe it hard,

And fling it like a viper off, and shriek
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You are not Ida;* clasp it once agam,

And call her Ida, tho' I knew her not,
And call her sweet, as if in irony,
And call ler hard and cold which seem’d & truth:
And still sho fear'd that I should lose my mind,
And often she believed that I should die:
Till out of long frustration of her care,

And pensivo tendanco in the all-weary noons,
And watches in thoe dead, tho dark, when clocks
Throbb’d thunder thre’ the palace floors, or call'd
On flying Timo from all their silver tongues—
And out of memories of her kindher days,
And sidelong glances at my father’s gricf,
And at the happy lovers leart in heart—

And ocut of hauntings of my spoken love,
And lonely listenings to my mutter'd dream,
And often feching of the helpless hands,

And wordless broodings on the wasted check—
From all & closer interest flourish’d up,
Tenderness touch by touch, and last, to theso,
Love, like an Alpine harebell hung with tears
By some cold morning glacier; frail at first
And fecble, sl unconscious of itself,

But such as gather’d colout day by day.

Last { woke sane, but wellnigh close to death
For weakness: it was evening: silent hght .
Slept on the painted walls, wherein were wrought
Two grand designs; for on one mde arose
The women up in wild revolt, and storm’d
At the Oppian law. Titanic shapes, they cramm’d
The forum, and half-crush’d among the Test
A dwarf-like Cato cower'd. On the other side
Hortensia spoke against the tax; behind,

A train of dames: by nxe and eagle sat,

With all their forcheads drawn in Roman scowls,
And half the wolf's-milk curdled in their veins,
The fierce triumyirs; and before them paused
Hortensin, pleading: angry was her face.

* I'saw tho forms: I knew not where I was:
They did but Jook like hollow shows; nor moro
Sweet Ida: palm to palm sho sat: the dew
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+Now sleep? {he crimeon petal, pow the white$
ot waved the cypres? n the alaco walks

Nor winhs the goid B2 in the porphyty font?
The fite fly wakens 5 weken thou with W

Kow droopd o pilhwhite poaceds bho & ghosts
And Wke ® ghost gho ghmmerd on to mS

Now les the earth 1l Dana® {o the BL8T®

And alt Y peart hed open uste we

qow thdes tho slent meteor 00 and leaved

A shinivg furcow, 3% thy thoughts 1 me.
Now folds the \\\l all het gweetness e

And shps 190 S posorm of 1he tahe

A ald thysells T3 Gearest, thol and stip

foto @Y bosom and be o8t W we’

1 heard et torn {ho PABS» gho jound 8 gmoll
Sweeb 1dyh and onee more, &% o, she read



306 ;

THE PRINCESS
Dwelt i, her eyes, ang softer gJ) her gh, e
rounder seem’q , moved ; 1 sigh’d ; , touch
ame royp My wrist, and tegrg upon my hang ;
hen g for langyor and self—pity ran
ine down my face, and witp, what had,
Angd like 4 ower that o Dot all ypy, 1d,
0 drench? it jg With ¢ 56, to the sun
ot, as jt a4y, turng towarg i
Fixt my faint gyeg

+ L on hep

, and utter'd yp;

ou bg, what T think you, some s
b ask yoy to fulf] yourself ;
ut if yoy be that da whe

I ask U nothip,e .

I new,

- only, e o dream
m, he DPerfect,

toop down 4, s

She, negr me, helg
s of hep lang .
all ip loyw tones, she read,



: THE PRINCESS

* Now eleeps the crimeon petal, now the white;
Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;
Nor winks the ol fin 10 the porphyry font :
Tho fire-fiy wakens: waken thou with me.

Now droaps the milkewhite peacack like a ghost,
And ko a ghost gho ghmmers on to me

Now liea the earth all Danag Lo the stars,
And all thy heatt lies open unto me.

Now elides the silent meteor on, and Jeaves
A shining furrow, 3 thy thoughts in me.

Now folds the lily all her aweetness up,
Aad ghps mto the Tosom of the lahe:

So fold thysclf, my dearest, thou, and slip
Into my bosom and be lost in me.

T heard her turn the page; she found a small
Sweet Idyl, and once more, as low, she rcad:

Siamea Fe 0 a3 fms e das s s bejghg

That huddhing slant i3 forrow-cloven fally
Ta roll the torrent out of dushy doora:
P v Wl et i ket

“Lhat like a broken purpose waste in air :
Bo waste not thou; but come; for all tho vales
Await theo ; aruro pillara of the hearth
Arise to thee; tho children call, and I
Thy shepherd pipe, and sweet is every sound,
Bweeter thy voiee, but every sound is sweet ;
Msvr‘uds of rivulets hurrying thre' the lawn,

* Tho moan of doves in vumemonal elms,

And murmuring of innumerable bees."
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Stays all the fair young planct in her hands—

If she be small, sight-nstured, miserable,

How shall men grow ? but work no more alone!
Qur place is much : as far as in us lies

Wo two will serve them both in aiding her—
Will clear away tho parasitic forms

That seem to keep her up but drag her down—
Will Ieave her spaco to burgeon out of all
Within her—let her make herself her own

To give or keep, to hive and learn and be

All that not harms distinctive womanhood.

For woman 18 not undevelopt man,

But diverso: could we mako her as the man,
Swneet Lovo were slain . his dearest bond is this,
Not like to like, but like in differenco.

Yet in tho long ycars iker must they grow;
The man be morc of woman, she of man;

Ho gain in sweetness and in moral height,

Nor lose the wrestling thews that throw the world ;
Sho mental breadth, nor fal in childward care,
Nor lose tho childlike in the larger mind;

Till at tho last she sct herself to man,

Liko perfect music unto noblo words;

And so these twain, upon the skirts of Time,

it side by side, full-summ’d in all their powers,
Dispensing harvest, sowing the To-be,
Self-reverent each and reverencing each,

Distinet in individualitics,

But like each other ov’n 83 thoso who love.
Then eomes the statelier Eden back to men:
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Then reign tho world’s great bridals, chaste and ealm :

Then springs the crowning race of humankind.
May theso things bo!’

Sighing sho spoke ‘I fear
They will not.’

¢ Dear, but let us typo them now

In our own lives, and this proud watchword rest
Of equal; secing cither sex alono
Is half itsclf, and in true marrisgo lics
Nor equal, nor unequal : cach fulfils
Defect in cach, and always thought in thought,
Purposoe in purpose, will in will, they grow,
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So she low-toned ; while with shut eyes Ilay
Listening ; then look’d. Pale was the perfect face;
The bosom with long sighs labour’d; and meek
Seem’d the full lips, and mild the luminous eyes,
And the voice trembled and the hand. She said
Brokenly, that she knew it, she had fail'd
In sweet humility ; had fail'd in all;

That all her labour was but as a block
Left in the quarry; but she still were loath,
She still were loath to yield herself to one
That wholly scorn’d to help their equal rights
Against the sons of men, and barbarous laws.
She pray’d me not to judge their cause from her
That wrong’d it, sought far less for truth than power
In knowledge : something wild within her breast,
A greater than all knowledge, beat her down.
And she had nursed me there from week to week :
Much had she learnt in little time. In part
It was ill counsel had misled the girl
To vex true hearts: yet was she but a girl—
¢ Ah fool, and made myself a Queen of farce!
When comes another such ? never, I think,
Till the Sun drop dead from the signs.’

Her voice
Choked, and her forehead sank upon her hands,
And her great heart thro’ all the faultful Past
Went sorrowing in a pause I dared not break;
Till notice of a change in the dark world
Was lispt about the acacias, and a bird,
That early woke to feed her little ones,
Sent from & dewy breast a ery for light :
She moved, and at her feet the volume fell.

‘ Blame not thyself too much,’ I said, ¢ nor blame
Too much the sons of men and barbarous laws;
These were the rough ways of the world till now.
Henceforth thou hast a helper, me, that know
The woman’s cause is man’s : they rise or sink
Together, dwarf’d or godlike, bond or free:

For she that out of Lethe scales with ‘man
The shining steps of Nature, shares with man
His nights, his days, moves with him to one goal,
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Stays all the fair young planct in her hands—

If ghe be small, slight-natured, miserable,

How shall men grow ¢ but work no more alono!
Qur place is much: as far as in us lies

Wo two will servo them both in aiding her—
Will clear away the parasitic forms

That scem to keep her up but drag her down—
Wil leave her space to burgeon out of all
Within her—let her make herself her own

To give or keep, to live and learn and bo

All that not harms distinctive womanhood.

For woman is not undevelopt man,

But diverso: could we make her as the man,
Sweet Love wero slain : his dearest bond is this,
Not like to hke, but like in difference.

Yet in the long years hker must they grow;

The man bo more of woman, sho of man;

He pain in sweetness and in moral height,

Nor lose the wrestling thews that throw the world ;
Sho mental breadth, nor fail in clildward care,
Nor loso the childlike in the larger mind ;

Till at the last sho sct herself to man,

Liko petfect music unto noble words ;

And so these twain, upon tho skirts of Time,

Sit side by side, full-summ’d in all thewr powers,
thcnsing harvest, sowing the To-be,

Sel each and rev ing each,

Distinct in individualities,

But like each other ov'n as those who love.

Then comes the statclier Eden back to men :
Then teign the world’s great bridals, chaste and calm :
Then springs the erowning race of humankind.
May theso things bo!®

Sighing she spoke ‘I fear

They will not.
‘Dear, but let us typo them now

In our own lives, and this proud watchword rest

Of equal ; sccing cither sex alono

Ig half itself, and in true marriage lies

Nor equal, nor unequal : each fulfils

Defect in cach, and always thought in thought,

Purpose in purpose, will in will, they grow,
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The singlza pure and perfect animal,

The two-cell’d heart beating, with one full stroke,
Life. :
: And again sighing she spoke: ‘A dream
That once was mine ! what woman taught you this ?’

¢ Alone,” I said, ¢ from earlier than I know,
Immersed in rich foreshadowings of the world,
I loved the svoman : he, that doth not, lives
A drowning life, besotted in sweet self,
Or pines in sad experience worse than death,
Or keeps his wing’d affections clipt with erime :
Yet was there one thro’ whom I loved her, one
Not learned, save in gracious household ways,
Not perfect, nay, but full of tender wants,
No Angel, but a dearer being, all dipt
In Angel instinets, breathing Paradise,
Interpreter between the Gods and men,
Who look’d all native to her place, and yet
On tiptoe seem’d to touch upon a sphere
Too gross to tread, and all male minds perforce
Sway'd to her from their orbits as they moved,
And girdled her with music. Happy he
With such a mother ! faith in womankind
Beats with his blood, and trust in all things high
Comes easy 1o him, and tho’ he trip and fall
He shall not blind his soul with clay.’
‘But I,
Said Ids, tremulously, ¢ so all unlike—
It seems you love to cheat yourself with words :
This mother is your model. I have heard
Of your strange doubts : they well might be: I seem
A mockery to my own self. Never, Prince;
You cannot love me.
‘ Nay but thee’ I said
¢ From yearlong poring on thy pictured eyecs,
Ero scen I loved, and loved thee seen, and’saw
Thee woman thro’ the crust of iron moods
That mask’d thee from men’s reverence up, and forced
Sweet love on pranks of saucy boyhood : now,
Giv'n back to life, to life indeed, thro’ thee,
Indeed I love: the new day comes. the light
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Dearer for night, s dearer thou for faults

Lived over: lift thino c{cs; my doubts aro dead,
My haunting sense of hollow shows: the change,
This truthful chango in theo has kill'd jt. Dear,
Took up, and let thy nature strike on mine,

Iako yorder morning on the blind half-world ;
Approach and fear not; breathe upon my brows;
1n that fino air I tremble, all the past

Melts mist-like into this bright hour, and this

13 momn to moro, and all the rich_to-come

Reels, as the golden Autumn woodland reels
Athwart the smoke of burning weeds. Forgive me,
1 wasto my heart in signs: let be. My bride,

My wifo, my life. O we will walk thus world,
Yoked in ali excrciso of noble end,

And so thro’ thoge dark gates across the wild
That no man knows. Indeed I love thee. come,
Yield thyself up: my hopes and thine are one:

A plish thou my hood and thyself;

Lay thy sweet hands in mine and trust to me)

CONCLUSION

80 closed our tale, of which I give you all

‘The random scheme as wildly as it roso: <

Tho words are mostly mine; for when wo ceased
ere camo a minute’s pause, and Walter said,

*1 wish sho had not yiclded !’ then to me,

* What, if you drest it up poetically t*

8o pray’d the men, tho women: I gavo assent:

Yet how to bind the seatter’d scheme of seven

Together in one sheaf? What style could suit ¢

The men required that I should give throughout

The sort of mock-heroic gigantesque,

With which wo banter'd little Lalin first ,

Tho women—and perhaps they felt their power,

For something in the ballads which they sang,

Or in their silent influence as they sat,

Jad ever scem'd to wrestlo with burlesque,

And drove us, last, to quite o solemn close—

They hated banter, wish'd for something real,
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A gallant fight, a noble princess—why

Not make her true-heroic—true-sublime ?

Or all, they said, as earnest as the close ?

Which yet with such a framework scarce could be.
Then rose a little feud betwixt the two,

Betwixt the mockers and the realists :

And I, betwixt them both, to please them both,
And yet to give the story as it rose,

I moved as in a strange diagonal,

And maybe neither pleased myself nor them.

But Lilia pleased me, for she took no part
In our dispute: the sequel of the tale
Had touch’d her; and she sat, she pluck’d the grass,
She flung it from her, thinking : last, she fixt
A showery glance upon her aunt, and said,
‘You—tell us what we are’—who might have told,
For she was cramm’d with theories out of books,
But that there rose a shout: the gates were closed
At sunset, and the crowd were swarming now,
To take their leave, about the garden rails.

So T and some went out to these: we climb’d
The slope to Vivian-place, and turning saw
The happy valleys, half in light, and half
Far-shadowing from the west, a land of peace;
Grey halls alone among their massive groves;
Trim hamlets ; here and there a rustic tower
Half-lost in belts of hop and breadths of wheat ;
The shimmering glimpses of a stream ; the seas;
A red sail, or a white; and far beyond,
Imagined more than seen, the skirts of France.

¢ Look there, a garden !’ said my college friend,
The Tory member’s elder son, ‘and there !
God bless the narrow sea which keeps her off,
And keeps our Britain, whole within herself,
A nation yet, the rulers and the ruled—
Some sense of duty, something of a faith,
Some reverence for the laws ourselves have made,
Some patient force to change them when we will,
Some civic manhood firm against the crowd—
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But yonder, whifft thers comes o sudden heat,
The gravest citizen reems to Jose his head,

Tho king is ecared, the soldicr will not fight,
The little boys begin to shoot nnd stab,

A hingdom topples over with n shrick

Like an old woman, and down rolls the world
In mock heroies stranger than our own;
Revolts, republies, revolutions, most

No graver than & schoalboys’ barring out ;
Too comic for tho solemn things they are,

Too salemn for the comic touches m them,
Like our wild Princess with 88 wise a dregm
As somo of theirs—~God bless the narraw seas!
1 wish they were o whole Atlantic broad.

* Havo patience,” 1 replicd, * ourselves are full
Of social wrong; and maybe wildesty dreams
Aro but the needful preludes of the truth:

For ma, the geaial day, the kappy croud,

The sport half-seience, fill me with o faith,
This fine old world of ours 18 but a cluld

Yet in the go-cart. Patience! Give it time
To learn its limbs : there 18 & hand that guides.”

In such disconrse we gain'd the garden rails,
And thero wo saw Sir Walter shiere ho stood,
Before & tower of crimsop holly-oahs,
~ Among six boys, head under head, and look'd
No little My-handed Baronet be,

A ab b d-sh 1d ‘d gcnial Enghsh

A lord of fat prize-oxen and of sheep,

A raiser of huge melons and of pine,

patron of somo thirty cherities, )

A pamphleteer on guano snd on grals,

A guarter-sessions chaizman, abler none;
Fair-hair'd and redder then s windy momn;

Now shaking honds with him, now him, of these
That stood the nearest~now address'd to specch~—
Who spoke few wards and_ pithy, such 88 closed
Welcame, farenell, and welcome for the year

To follow: a shout rose agam, and made

The long Jino of the approaching rockery kwerse
From the dlms, and shook the bronches of the dec
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OBIIT MDCCCXXXIII
" [First Dubligheq 1850.]
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But vaster. Wo are fools and slight ;
We mock theo when swo do not fears
But help thy foolish ones to bear;
Help thy vain worlds to bear thy hght.

Forgive what scem’d my sia in me;
What scern’d my worth since I began;
For mertt lives from man to man,
And not from man, O Lord, to thee.

Forgive my gricel for one removed,
Thy ereature, whom I found so fur,
I trust he bves in thee, and there
1 find him wortluer to bo loved.

Torgive theso wild snd wandering crics,
Confusions of & wasted youth;
Forgive them where they fad i truth,

And in thy wisdom make me wise.

1849,
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OBIIT MDCCCXXXIII
[First published 1850.]

Stronag Son of God, immortal Love,
Whom we, that have not seen thy face,
By faith, and faith alone, embrace,
Believing where we cannot prove;

Thine are these orbs of light and shade;
Thou madest Life in man and brute;
Thou madest Death; and lo, thy foot

Is on the skull which thou hast made.

Thou wilt not leave us in the dust:
Thou madest man, he knows not why ;
He thinks he was not made to die;
And thou hast made him: thou art just.

Thou seemest human and divine,
The highest, holiest manhood, thou :
QOur wills are ours, we know not how;
Our wills are ours, to make them thine.

Our little systems have their day ;
They have their day and cease to be:
They are but broken lights of thee,
And thou, O Lord, art more than they.

We have but faith: we cannot know;
For knowledge is of things we see;
And yet we trust it comes from thee,

A beam in darkness: let it grow.

N
Let knowledge grow from more to more,
But more of reverence in us dwell ;
That mind and soul, according well,
May make one music as before,
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But vaster. Wo aro fools and slight ;
We mock theo when we do not fear:
But help thy foolish ones to bear;
Help thy vain worlds to bear thy light.

Forgive nhat scem’d my sin in me;
What scem’d my worth sinco I began;
For ment hives from man to man,

And not from man, O Lord, to thee,

Forgive my gricf for one removed,
Thy ereature, whom I found so fair.
T trust he lives in thee, and there
I find him worthier to be Joved.

Forgive these wild and wandering crics,
Confusions of a wasted youth ;
Forgive them where they fail in truth,

And in thy wisdom make me wise.

1819,
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I

I mELp it truth, with him who sings
To one clear harp in divers tones,
That men may rise on stepping-stones
Of their dead selves to higher things.

But who shall so forecast the years
And find in loss a gain to match ?
Or reach a hand thro’ time to catch
The far-off interest of tears?

Let Love clasp Grief lest both be drown'd,
Let darkness keep her raven gioss:
Ah, sweeter to be drunk with loss,

To dance with death, to beat the ground,

Than that the vietor Hours should scorn
The long result of love, and boast,
‘ Behold the man that loved and lost,
But all he was I8 overworn.’

I

Old Yew, which graspest at the stones
That name the under-lying dead,
Thy fibres net the dreamless head,

Thy roofs are wrapt about the bones.

The seasons bring the flower again,
And bring the firstling to the flock ;
And in the dusk of thee, the clock
Beats out the little lives of men.

O not for thee the glow, the bloom,
Who changest not in any gale,
Nor branding summer suns avail

To touch thy thousand years of gloom:
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And gazing on thee, sullen five,
Stek for thy atabhoin haydibinsd,
I seem to fall from ent my Wt
And grow fncorporata [nte thee,

n
O Sorrow, erurl fellowahip,
O Driestess in the vanita of 1hat)y,
O sweet and bltter dnow breath,
What whispces from thy lylwg Npt

‘The stars,” sho whispers, *Llindly 1un
A web in wov'n acrovs the iy
From out waste plices comia'n 11y,

And murmurs from l{m dylng sun

“And ol the phantom, Naturs, etepds
With el the tmric, i by bego,
A Lollow ek of iy o,

A Lellom formn with ergry tassds’

iy
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Such clouds of nameless trouble cross

All night below the darken’d eyes;

With morning wakes the will, and cries,
* Thou shalt not be the fool of loss. -

v

I sometimes hold it half a sin
To pub in words the grief I feel;
TFor words, like Nature, half reveal
And half conceal the Soul within.

But, for the unquiet heart and brain,
A use in measured language lies;
The sad mechanic exercise,

Like dull narcotics, numbing pain,

In words, like weeds, I'll wrap me oder,
Like coarsest clothes against the cold ;
But that large grief which these enfold

Is given in outline and no more.

Vi

One writes, that © Other fmends remain,’
That ¢ Loss is common to the race —
And common is the commonplace,

And vacant chaff well meant for grain.

That loss is common would not make
My own less bitter, rather more :
Too common! Never morning wore

To evening, bubt some heart did break,.

O father, wheresoe’er thou be,
Who pledgest now thy gallant son;
A shot, ere half thy draught be done,
Hath stil’d the Life that beat from thee.

O mother, praying God will save
Tl}y sailor,—while thy head is bow’d,
His heavy-shotted hammock-shroud
Drops in his vast and wandering grave.
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He is not here; but far away

The noise of life begins again,

And ghastly thro’ the drizzling rain
On the bald street breaks the blank day.

A

Vi

A happy lover who has come "
To look on her that loves him well,
Who ’lights and rings the gateway bell,

And learns her gone and far from home;

He saddens, all the magic light
Dies off at once from bower and hall,
And all the place is dark, and all
The chambers emptied of delight:

So find I every pleasant spob
In which we two were wont to meet,
The field, the chamber and the street,
For all is dark where thou art not.

Yet as that other, wandering there
In those deserted walks, may find
A flower beat with rain and wind,
Which once she foster’d up with care;

So seems it in my deep regret,
O my forsaken heart, with thee
And this poor flower of poesy
‘Which little cared for fades not yet.

But since it pleased a vanish’d eye,
I go to plant it on his tomb,
That if it can it there may bloom,
Or dying, there at least may die.

IX
Fair ship, that from the Italian shore
Sailest the placid ocean-plains
With my lost Arthur’s loved remains,
Spread thy full wings, and waft him o’er.
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. XT
Calm is the morn without a sound,
Calm as to suit a calmer grief,
And only thro’ the faded leaf
The chestnut pattering to the ground:

Calm and deep peace on this high wold, -
And on these dews that drench the furze,
And all the silvery gossamers

That twinkle into green and gold:

Calm and still light on yon great plain
That sweeps with all its autumn bowers,
And crowded farms and lessening towers,
To mingle with the bounding main : .

Calm and deep peace in this wide air,
These leaves that redden to the fall;
And in my heart, if calm at all,

If any calm, a calm despair:

Calm on the geas, and silver sleep,
And waves that sway themselves in rest,
And dead calm in that noble breast
Which heaves but with the heaving deep.

i

Lo, as a dove when up she springs
To bear thro’ Heaven a tale of woe,
Some dolorous message knit below
The wild pulsation of her wings;

Like her I go; I cannot stay;

I leave this mortal ark behind,

A weight of nerves without a mind,
And leave the cliffs, and haste away

O'er ocean-mirrors rounded large,
And reach the glow of southern skies, ~
Apd see the sails at distance rise, )
And linger weeping on the marge,
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xvI
What words are these bave fall'n from me?
Can ealm despair and wild unrest

Be tenants of a single breast,
Or sorrow such s changeling be?

Or doth she only seem to take
The touch of change in calm or storm;
But knows no more of transient form
In her deep sclf, than some dead lake

That holds the shadow of a lark
Hung in the shadow of a heaven ?
Or has the shock, so larehly given,
Confused mo like the unhappy bark

That strikes by night a craggy shelf,

And staggers blindly ere she sink ?

And stunn’d me from my power to think
And all my knowledge of myself;

And made me that delirious man
\Whose fancy fuses old and new,
And flashes into false and true,

And mingles all without a plan?

xvi

Thou comest, much wept for: such a breezo
Compell'd thy canvas, and my prayer
Was pa the whisper of an air

To breatho thee over lonely scas.

For I in #pirit saw thec move
iro' cireles of the bounding sky,
Week nfter week: the days go by :
Como quick, thou bringest all I love.

Henceforth, wherever thou may'st roam,
My blessing, like a hne of Jight,
Is on the waters day and mght,
And like n beacon gnards thee home.
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And standing, muffled round with woe,
Should see thy passengers in rank
Come stepping lightly down the plank,

And beckoning unto those they know;

And if along with these should come
The man I held as half-divine;
Should strike a sudden hand in mine,
And ask a thousand things of home;

And I should tell him all my pain,
And how my life had droop’d of late,
And he should sorrow o’er my state
And marvel what possess’d my brain ;

And I perceived no touch of change,
No hint of death in all his frame,
Bub found him all in all the same,

I should not feel it to be strange.

xv
To-night the winds begin to rise
And roar from yonder dropping day :
The last red leaf is whirl'd away,
The rooks are blown aboub the skies;

The forest crack’d, the waters curl’d,

The cattle huddled on the lea;

And wildly dash’d on tower and tree
The sunbeam strikes along the world :

And but for faneies, which aver
That all thy motions gently pass-
Athwart a plane of molten glass,

1 scarce could brook the strain and stir

That makes the barren branches loud ;
Aud but for fear it is not so,
The wild unrest that lives in woe
Would dote and pore on yonder cloud

That rises upward always higher,
And onward drags a labouring breast,
And topples round the dreary west,
A looming bastion fringed with fire,
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XvI
What words are these have fall'n from mo?
Can calm despair and wild unrest

Bo tenants of a single breast,
Or sorrow such a changeling bo?

Or doth sho only scem to take
The touch of change in calm or storm ;
But knows no more of transient form
In her deep sclf, than some dead lake

That holds the shadow of a latk
Hung in the shadow of a heaven?
Or has tho shock, so harshly given,
Confuscd me liho the unhappy bark

‘That strikes by night o craggy shelf,

And staggers blindly ere sho sink ?

And stunn'd me from my power to think
And all my knowledge of myself ;

And made me that delirious man
Whose fancy fuses old and new,
And flashes into falso and true,

And mingles all without a plan?

xvi

Thou comest, much wept for* such & breczo
Compell'd thy canvas, and my prayer
Was o5 the whisper of an air

To breathe thee over lonely scas.

For I in spirit saw theo move
Thro' circles of the bounding sky,
Week after week: the days go by :
Come quick, thou bringest all I love.

Henceforth, wherever thou may’st roam,
Ay blessing, like o e of light,
Is on the waters day and mght,
And like a beacon gnards theo home.
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XX

I sing to him that rests below,
And, since the grasses round me wave,
I take the grasses of the grave,

And make them pipes whereon to blow.

The traveller hears me now and then,

And sometimes harshly will he speak;

¢ This fellow would make weakness weak,
And melt the waxen hearts of men.’

Another answers, ‘ Let him be,
He loves to make parade of pain,
That with his piping he may gain
The praise that comes to constancy.’

A third is wroth, ‘Is this an hour

For private sorrow’s barren song,

When more and more the people throng
The chairs and thrones of civil power ?

* A time to sicken and to swoon,

When Secience reaches forth her arms

To feel from world to world, and charms
Her secret from the latest moon ?7°

Behold, ye speak an idle thing :
Ye never knew the sacred dust:
I do but sing because I must,
And pipe but as the linnets sing :

And one is glad; her note is gay,
For now her little ones have ranged ;
And one is sad; her note is changed,

Because her brood is stol’'n away.

XX11

The path by which we twain did go,
Which led by tracts that pleased us well,
Thro’ four sweet years arose and fell,
From flower to flower, from snow to snow:



IN )XE.\(OI“ AM 33

And WO \“th mm;mg cheer'd the w3y
And, © “ih all the scason n lenty
From Apr\ on to April wenty

And glad n'. eart {10 ‘:rlln) 1o May:

But \x\\cru ho Pt o walk'd began
To L t\m fifth \ tumnal slope.
As \ve esCeT nded (o\\n\nng 1lopo,
Thero 8t the Shadow {car'd © of mans

Who brgke our_ fn 1 com‘x\nions\\ip,
spr <

Now, gometimes n my gOTTOW shut,
Or brealund into 800E vy fitss
Alone, lor no, L0 where hie eits,
The Shadow cloakd from head to foots
who_keep? the keys of it the creeds,

1 wander, ofte a {alhing hm

d 1ouking ‘L ok to when o 1 came.

Oronto " where the pothe ay \c,uh .

And cry'mg. How c\nngu\ from where t a0

o' nds where T ot & \r { was dumb.
But n\\ the favish ulls W ould hum
The murmur of o happy Pan:
\When cach by tums wos guido o cach,

a Fancy, Tight (mm Fo nc) cnugh
And T\mug\\t eapt 1o wed ¥ v Thought

o Thought could » cd llc“ with pc« 5

Andn\\“emct\ s for radgmd

And pll w8 good thiat Tam could bongs
And ol the seered of the Spnnp,

Afoved i the chamber® of the ood 3



332 IN MEMORIAM

And many an old philosophy
On Argive heights divinely sang,
And round us all the thicket rang
To many a flute of Arcady. -

XXIV
And was the day of my delight
As pure and perfect as 1 say?
The very source and fount of Day
Is dash’d with wandering isles of night.

If all was good and fair we met,
This earth had been the Paradise
It never look’d to human eyes
Since Adam left his garden yet.

And is it that the haze of grief
Makes former gladness loom so great ?
The lowness of the present state,
That sets the past in this relief ?

Or that the past will always win
A glory from its being far;
And orb into the perfect star
We saw not, when we moved therein ?

XXV
I know that this was Life,—the track
Whereon with equal feet we fared ;

And then, as now, the day prepared
The daily burden for the back.

But this it was that made me move
As light as carrier-birds in air;
I loved the weight I had to bear,
Because it needed help of Love:

Nor could I weary, heart or limb,
When mighty Love would cleave in twain
The lading of a single pain,

And part it, giving half to him.
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0Md sisters of a day pono by,
Grey nurses, loving nothing new ;
Why should they miss their yously due
Beforo their time ? They too will de.

xxx
With trembling fingers did wo weave
The holly round tho Christmas hearth;
A rainy clond *d the carth,
And sadly fell our Christmas-ave.

At our old pastimes in the hall
We gambol'd, making vain pretence
Of gladness, with an awful senso
Of one mute Shadow watclung all.

We paused: the winds were in the beech:
We heard them sweep the winter land ;
And in a circle hand-in-hand

Bat silent, Jooking cach at each.

Then echo-like our voices rang;
We sung, tho every cye was dim,
A merry song we gang with him
Last year: imvetuously we sang:

We ceased : a gentler fecling erept

Upon us: surely rest 18 meet:

“They rest,’ wo said, * their sleep is sweet,”
And silence follow'd, and we wept.

Our voices took a higher range;
Once more we sang : * They do not die
Nor lose their mortal sympathy,

Nor change to us, slthough they change;

Rapt from the fickle and the frail
With gather’d power, yet the same,
Pierces the keen seraphie flame

From ork to orb, from vel to ved.!

Riso, happy momm, rise, holy mom,
Draw forth the cheerful day from night :
O Father, touch the east, and hght
The light that shone when Hope wos born.
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XXXI
When Lazarus left his charnel-cave,
And home to Mary’s house return’d, .
Was this demanded—if- he yearn’d -
To hear her weoping by his grave ?

¢ Where wert thou, brother, those four days ?"
There lives no record of reply,
Which telling what it is to die

Had surely added praise to praise.

From every house the neighbours met,
The streets were fill'd with joyful sound,
A solemn gladness even crown’d

The purple brows of Olivet.

Behold a man raised up by Christ!
" The rest remaineth unreveald;
He told it not; or something seal'd
The lips of that Fvangelist.

XXX1I

Her oyes are homes of silent prayer,
Nor other thought her mind admits
But, he was dead, and there he sits,

And he that brought him back is there.

Then one deep love doth supersede
All other, when her ardent gaze
Roves from the living brother’s face,
And rests upon the Life indeed.

All subtle thought, all curious fears,
Borne down by gladness so complete,
She bows, she bathes the Saviour’s feet
With costly spikenard and with tears.

Thrice blest whose lives are faithful prayers, .
Whose loves in higher love endure ;
What souls possess themselves so pure,

Or is there blessedness like theirs ?
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thou that after toil and stor .
0 h%?ayst seem to bave reach'd 3 FU s,
Whose faith has centre everywhers

Nor cares 10 fix itself to form,

Yeave thou by sister when £he prays,
Her early Heavels her happy¥ views;
Nor thou with shadow’d hunt confuso
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Her faith thed' form ig pute 83 {hine,

Her honds are quicker unto good :
Oh, sacred be the flesh and blood
To which she links & truth divine!

Seo thou, that countest reason ripe
Tn holdmg by the 18w vathn,
Thou fail not in & sorld of sin,

And ev'n for wanb of such & type:

XX

My own dim Yifo thould teach me this,
That Life shail hwe for cvermore,
Elso carth is darkness at the cote,

And dust and ashes all that 135
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And so the Word had breath, and wrought
With human hands the creed of creeds
Tn Joveliness of perfect deeds,

More strong than all poetic thought ;

Which he may read that binds the sheaf,
Or builds the house, or digs the gravo,
And thoso wild eyes that watch the wave
Tn roarings round tho coral reef.

XXXVIL

Urania speaks with darken’d brow:
‘ Thou pratest here whero thou art least ;
This faith has many a purer priest,
And many an abler voice than thou.

* Go down beside thy native rill,
On thy Parnassus set thy feet,
And hear thy laurel whisper sweet
About the ledges of the hill’

And my Melpomene replies,
A touch of shame upon her cheek :
‘I am not worthy ev’n to speak
Of thy prevailing mysteres ;

“For ¥ am but an earthly Muse,

And owning but a httle art

To Iull with song an aching heart,
And render human love his dues;

¢ But brooding on the dear one dead,
And all he said of things divine,
(And dear to me as sacred wine
To dyirg lips is all he said),

* T murmur'd, as I came along,
Of comfort clasp’d in truth reveald ;
And loiter'd in the master’s field,
And darken'd sanctities with song,’
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XXXVII’I
With Woary steps T loiter op
Tho’ always

nder algepg skicg
10 purple g,

m the dista.nco dies,
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Ay me, the difference 1 discern!

How oftent shall her old firesido

Bo cheer'd “with tidings of the bride,
How often sho herself roturn,

And tell them all they. would have told,
And bring ier babe, and mako her Dossby
Till even thoso that miss'd her most

Shall count new things 88 denr 08 old .
But thou and 1 have ghaken hands,
Tyl growing winters lay me low
My paths are in tho ficids T know,
And thino in undiscover'd lands.

XL

Thy spirit ere our fatal los®
i ever rise from tigh o higher }

mounts the heaven® ard altar-firo,

As flies tho highter thro’ the gross-

But thon art turn’d to gomething strango,
And 1 have Jost, tho links that bound
Thy changes s here upon the ground,

No more partukcr of thy change-

Deep folly ! yet that thus could bo—
) at

To leap the grades of hfo and Tight,
And flash 8t once, MY {riend, to theo ©

For tho' MY nature rarely yiclds

To that vague {fear imphicd 18 death s
Nor shudders at the gulfs beneath,
The howlings from forgotte™ fields ¢

n
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XXXVIII
With weary steps I loiter on,
Tho’ always under alter’d skies
The purple from the distance dies,
My prospect and horizon gone.

No joy the blowing season gives,
The herald melodies of spring,
But in the songs I love to sing

A doubtful gleam of solace lives,

If any care for what is here
Survive in spirits render’d free,
Then are these songs I sing of thee
Not all ungrateful to thine ear. -

: XXXIX

Could we forget the widow’d hour
And look on Spirits breathed away,
As on a maiden in the day

When first she wears her orange-flower !

When crown’d with blessing she doth rise
To take her latest leave of home,
And hopes and light regrets that comse -
Make April of her tender eyes;

And doubtful joys the father move,
And tears are on the mother’s face,
As parting with a long embrace
She enters other realms of love;

Her office there to rear, to teach,
Becoming as is meet and fi
A link among the days, to knit
The generations each with each ;

And, doubtless, unto thee is given
A life that bears immortal fruit
In such great offices as suit

The full-grown energies of heaven.
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XLI
I vex my heart with fancies dim: -
He still outstript me in the race;
It was but unity of place
That made me dream I rank’d with him.

And so may Place retain us still,
And he the much-beloved again,
A lord of large experience, train

To riper growth the mind and will :

And what delights can equal those
That stir the spirit’s inner deeps, :
When one that loves but knows not, reaps

A truth from one that loves and knows ?

XLIE
If Sleep and Death be truly one,
And every spirit’s folded bloom
Thro' all its intervital gloom
In some long trance should slumber on;

Unconscious of the sliding hour,
Bare of the body, might it last,
And silent traces of the past

Be all the colour of the flower :

So then were nothing lost to man;
So that still garden of the souls
In many a figured leaf enrolls

The total world since life began ;

And love will last as pure and whole
As when he loved me here in Time,
And at the spiritnal prime

Rewaken with the dawning soul.

XLIIT

How fares it with the happy dead ?
For here the man is more and more
But he forgets the days before

God shut the doorways of his head.
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The days have vanish'd, tono and tint,

And yet perhaps the hoarding senso

Gives out st times (he knaws not whenee)
A lttle flash, & mystic hint;

And in the long harmonious years =
(if Death so taste Lethean springs)
May some dim touch of earthly things
Surprise thee ranging with thy peers.

If such a dreamy touch should fall,
O turn thee round, resolve the doubt;
My gusrdian ange! will speak out

In that high placo, and tell thee all.

v
The baby new lo carth and sky,
What time his tender palm is prest
Against the circle of the breast,
Has never thought that * this is I:°

Bat as he grows he gathers much,
And Jearns the uso of ‘1, and * me,
And finds * I am not what T see,
And other than the things T touch”

So rounds he to & scparate mind

From whence clear memory may begin,
-+ As thro’ the frame that binds hum 1n
His isolation grows defined.

This uso may lis in blood and breath,
Which else wero fruitless of their due,
Had man to learn himself anew

Beyond the second birth of Death.

v

Wo ranging down this lower track,
The path we came by, thormn and flower,
Is shadow'd by the growing hour,

Lest lifo should fail in looking back.
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So be it : there no shade can last
In that deep dawn behind the tomb,
But clear from marge to marge shall bloom
The eternal landscape of the past; '

A lifelong tract of time reveal’d ;
The fruitful hours of still increase; -
Days order’d in a wealthy peace,
And those five years its richest field.

O Love, thy province were not large,
A bounded field, nor stretching far ;
Look also, Love, a brooding star,

A rosy warmth from marge to marge.

XLVI
That each, who seems a separate whole,
Should move his rounds, and fusing all
The skirts of self again, should fall
Remerging in the general Soul,

Is faith as vague as all unsweet :
Eternal form shall still divide
The eternal soul from all beside ;
And I shall know him when we meet :

And we shall sit at endless feast,
Enjoying each the other's good :
What vaster dream can hit the mood

Of Love on earth ¢ He seeks at least

Upon the last and sharpest height,
Before the spirits fade away,
Some landing-place, to clasp and say,
‘ Farewell ! We lose ourselves in light.’

XLVII
If these brief lays, of Sorrow born,

Were taken to be such as closed

Grave doubts and answers here proposed,
Then these were such as men might scorn: .
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are is not to part and proves
fler g;;et:kes, \\hcrﬁmwhcr moods remit,
What slender shado of doubt may flit,
And makes it vassal unto love:

And hence, indced, she sports with words,
But better serves a wholesomo Iaw,
‘And holds it sin and shamo o draw

The deepest measure from the chords:

Nor dare sho trust a larger lay,
But rather loosens from the Jip .
Short swallow-flights of song, that dip
Their wings in tears, and skim away.

XLVII
From art, from nature, from the schools,
Let random influences glance,
Like Jight in many a shiver'd lanco
That breaks about the dappled pools:

The lightest wave of thought shall lisp,
The fancy's tenderest eddy wreathe,
The slightest air of song shall breatho

To make the sullen surfaco crisp,

And look thy lock, and go thy way,
But blame not thou the winds that make
The seeming-wanton nipple break,

The tender-pencil'd shadow play.

Beneath all fancied hopes and fears
‘é"yix me, !h%l cs:;x-raw deepens down,
0se muffled motions blindly
The bases of my lifo in tc:rs. indly drowm

XLIX

Bo near me when my light is low,

When the blood creeps, and th i
And tingle; and thepheart is ;cx;crvcs prick
And all the wheels of Being sloyw.
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Bo near mo whon the sonsuous framo
Is rack’d with pangs that conquer trust;
And Time, » maniac scattering dust,
And Life, o Tury slinging flame.

Bo near mo when my faith is dry,
And mon the flics of lattor spring,
That lay their oggs, and sting and sing,
And weavo their potty cells and die.

Bo near mo whoen I fade away,
To point the term of human strife,
And on the low dark verge of life
The twilight of cternal day.

L

Do wo indeed dosire the dead
Should still be near us at our sido ?
Is there no baseness wo would hide ?
No inner vileness that we dread ?

Shall he for whose applause I strove,
I had such reverence for his blame,
Seo with clear eyo some hidden shame
And I bo lessen’d in his love ?

I wrong the grave with fears untruo:
Shall love bo blamed for want of faith?
There must bo wisdom with great Death.
The dead shall look me thro’ and thro',

Bo near us when we climb or fall :
Yo watch, like God, the rolling hours
With larger other eyes than ours,

To make allowanco for us all.

LI
I cannot love thee as I ought,
For love reflects the thing beloved ;
My words are only words, and moved
Upon tho topmost froth of thought,
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Be near me when the sensuous frame
Is rack’d with pangs that conquer trust;
And Time, a maniac scattering dust,
And Life, a Fury slinging flame.

Be near me when my faith is dry,
And men the flies of latter spring,
That lay their eggs, and sting and sing,
And weave their petty cells and die.

Be near me when I fade away,
To point the term of human strifo,
And on the low dark verge of life
The twilight of eternal day.

L

Do we indeed desire the dead
Should still be near us at our side ?
Is there no baseness we would hide 7
No inner vileness that we dread ?

Shall he for whose applause I strove,
I had such reverence for his blame,
See with clear eye some hidden shame
And I be lessen’d in his love ?

I wrong the grave with fears untrue :
Shall love be blamed for want of faith?
There must be wisdom with great Death .
The dead shall look me thro’ and thro’.

Be near us when we climb or fall :
Ye watch, like God, the rolling hours

With larger other eyes than ours,
To make allowance for us all.

LI
I cannot love thee as I ought,
For love reflects the thing beloved ;
My words are only words, and moved
Upon the topmost froth of thought.
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‘ Yet blame not thou thy plaintive song,’
The Spirit of true love replied ;
¢ Thou eanst not move me from thy side,
Nor human frailty do me wrong.

¢ What keeps a spintt wholly true
To that ideal which he bears ?
What record 7 not the sinless years
That breathed beneath the Syrian blue :

¢ 8o fret not, like an idle girl,
That lifo is dash’d with flecks of sin.
Abido : thy wealth is gather'd in,
When Time hath sunder’d shell from pearl.”

L
How many a father have I seen,
A sober man, among his boys,
Whose youth was full of foolish norse,
Who wears his manhood hale and green :

And dere we to this fancy give,
That had the wild oat not been sown,
The soil, left barren, scarce had grown
The grain by which & man may live ?

Or, if we held the doctrine sound
For life outliving heats of youth,
Yet who would preach it as a truth
To those that eddy round and round ?

Hold thou the good: define it well:

For fear divine Philosophy

Should push beyond her mark, and be
Procuress to the Lords of Hell.

Lor

Oh yet we trust that somehow good
Will bo the final goal of ill, .
To pangs of nature, sins of will,
Defects of doubt, and taints of blood ;
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Be near me when the sensuous frame
Is rack’d with pangs that conquer trust;
And Time, a maniac scattering dust,
And Life, a Fury slinging flame.

Be near me when my faith is dry,
And men the flies of latter spring,
That lay their eggs, and sting and sing,
And weave their petty cells and die.

Be near me when I fade away,
To point the term of human strife,
And on the low dark verge of life
The twilight of eternal day.

L
Do we indeed desire the dead
Should still be near us at our side ?
Is there no baseness we would hide ?
No inner vileness that we dread ?

Shall he for whose applause I strove,
I had such reverence for his blame,
See with clear eye some hidden shame
And I be lessen’d in his love ?

1 wrong the grave with fears untrue :
Shall love be blamed for want of faith?
There must be wisdom with great Death .
The dead shall look me thro® and thro’.

Be near us when we climb or fall :
Ye watch, like God, the rolling hours
With larger other eyes than ours,

To make allowance for us all.

LI
I cannot love thee as I ought,
For Jove reflects the thing beloved ;
My words are only words, and moved
Upon the topmost froth of thought.
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¢ Yet blame not thou thy plaintive song,’
The Spint of true love replied ;
* Thou canst not move me from thy side,
Nor human frailty do me wrong.

¢ What keeps & spirit wholly true
To that ideal which he bears ?
What record ? not the sinless years
That breathed beneath the Syrian blue :

¢ 8o fret not, like an idle girl,
That life is dash’d with flecks of sin.
Abide : thy wealth is gather'd in,
When Time hath sunder’d shell from pearl.’

LI
How moany a father have I seen,
A sober man, among his boys,
Whose youth was full of foolish noise,
Who wears his manhood hale and green:

And dare we to this fancy give,
That had the wild oat not been sown,
The soil, left barren, scarce had grown
The grain by which a man may live ?

Or, if we held the doctrine sound
For life outhiving heats of youth,
Yet who would preach it as a truth
To those that eddy round and round ?

Hold thou the good: define it well:

For fear divine Philosophy

Should push beyond her mark, and be
Procuress to the Lords of Hell.

Lar -
Oh yet we trust that somehow good
Will be the final goal of 1],
To pangs of nature, sins of will,
Defects of doubt, and taints of blood ;
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That nothing walks with aimless feet;
That not one life shall be destroy’d,

_ Or cast as rubbish to the void,

When God hath made the pile complete ;

That not a worm is cloven in vain;
That not a moth with vain desire
Is shrivel’d in a fruitless fire,

Or but subserves another's gain.

Behold, we know not anything ;
I can but trust that good shall fall
At last—Sar off—at last, to all,
And every winter change to spring.

So runs my dream : bub what am 1?7
An infant crying in the night:
An infant crying for the light :

And with no language but a cry.

Lwv

The wish, that of the living whole
No life may fail beyond the grave,
Derives it not from what we have
The likest God within the soul ?

Are God and Nature then at strife,
That Nature lends such evil dreams ?
So careful of the type she seems,

8o careless of the single life;

That I, considering everywhero
Her secret meaning in her deeds,
And finding that of fifty seeds
She often brings but one to bear,

1 falter where I firmly trod,
And falling with my weight of cares
Upon the great world’s altar-stairs
That slope thro’ darkness up to God,

I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope
And gather dust and chaff, andgzarl)l ’
To what I feel is Lord of all,

And faintly trust the larger hope.



IN MEMORIAM

v
¢ So careful of the type 2 but no.
From scarped cliff and quarried stone

She cries ¢ A thousand types are gone:

I care for nothing, all shall go.

* Thou makest thine appeal to me:
I bring to life, I bring to death:
The spint does but mean the breath:
I know no more.’ And he, shall he,

Man, her last work, who seem’d so fair,
Such splendid purpose in his eyes,
Who roll'd the psalm to wintry skies,

Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer,

Who trusted God was love indeed
And love Creation’s final law—
Tho’ Nature, red in tooth and claw
With ravine, shrick'd against his creed—

‘Who loved, who suffer’d countless ills,
Who battled for the True, the Just,
Be blown about the desert dust,
Or seal’d within the iron hills ?

No more ? A monster then, a dream,
A discord. Dragons of the prime,
That tare each other in their slime,

Were mellow music match’d with him.

O life as futile, then, as frail !
O for thy voice to soothe and bless !
What hope of answer, or redress ?
Behind the veil, behind the veil.

LVt
Peace; come away : the song of woe

Is after all an earthly song :

Peace; come away: we do him wrong
To sing so wildly : let us go.

349
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Come; let us go: your cheeks are pale;
But half my life I leave behind :
Methinks my friend is richly shrined ;

But I shall pass; my work will fail.

Yet in these ears, till hearing dies,
One set slow bell will seem to toll
The passing of the sweetest soul

That ever look’d with human eyes.

I hear it now, and o’er and o'er,
Eternal greetings to the dead;
And ¢ Ave, Ave, Ave, said,

¢ Adieu, adieu’ for evermore.

LVIX

In those sad words I took farewell:
Like echoes in sepulchral halls,
As drop by drop the water falls

In vaults and catacombs, they fell;

And, falling, idly broke the peace
Of hearts that beat from day to day,
Half-conscious of their dying clay,

And those cold crypts where they shall cease.

The high Muse answer’d : ¢ Wherefore grieve
Thy biethren with a fruitless tear ?
Abide a little longer here,

And thou shalt take a nobler leave.

LVIIT
O Sorrow, wilt thou live with me
No casual mistress, but a wife,
My bosom-friend and half of life
As T confess it needs must be ;

O Sorrow, wilt thou rule my blood,
Be sometimes lovely like a bride,

And put thy harsher moods aside,
If théu wilt have me wise and good.
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My centred passion cannot move, -
Nor will it lessen from to-day ;
But I'll have leave at times to play
As with the creature of my love;

And set thee forth, for thou art mine,
With so much hope for years to come,
That, howsoe'er 1 know thee, some

Could hardly tell what name were thine.

ux
He past; a soul of nobler tone:
My spirit loved and loves him yet,
Like some poor girl whose heart is set
On one whose rank exceeds her own.

He mixing with his proper sphere,
She finds the baseness of her lot,
Half jealous of she knows not what,
And envymg sll that meet him there.

The little village looks forlorn ;
She gighs amid her narrow days,
Moving about the household ways,
In that dark house where she was born.

The foolish neighbours come and go,
And tease ber till the day draws by :
At night she weeps, ‘ How vamn am I
How should he love a thing so low ?°*

LX
If, in thy second state sublime,
Thy ransom’d reason change replies
. With all the crcle of the wise,
The perfect flower of human time;

And if thou cast thine cyes below,

How dimly character’d and shight,

How dwarf'd a growth of cold and night,
How blanch’d with darkness must I grow
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Yet turn thee to the doubtful shore,
- Where thy first form was made a manj;:
I loved thee, Spirit, and love, nor can
* The soul of Shakespeare love thee more.

LX1

Tho’ if an eye that’s downward cast
Could make thee somewhat blench or fail,
Then be my love an idle tale,

And fading legend of the past;

And thou, as one that once declined,
When he was little more than boy,
On some unworthy heart with joy,
But lives to wed an equal mind ;

And breathes a novel world, the while
His other passion wholly dies,
Or in the light of deeper eyes

Is matter for a flying smile.

LX1X

Yet pity for a horse o’er-driven,
And love in which my hound has part,
Can hang no weight upon my heart
In its assumptions up to heaven;

And I am so much more than these,
As thou, perchance, art more than I,
And yet 1 spare them sympathy,
And I would set their pains at ease.

So may’st thou watch me where I weep,
As, unto vaster motions bound,
The circuits of thine orbit round

A higher height, a deeper deep.

LXIII
Dost thou look back on what hath been,
As some divinely gifted man,
Whose life in low estate began
And on a simple village green;
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Who bresks his birth’s invidious bar,
And grasps the ekirts of happy chance,
And breasts the blows of circumstance,
And grapples with his evil star;

Who makes by force his merit known
And lives to clutch the golden koys,
To mould a mighty state’s decrees,

And shape the whisper of the throne;

And moving up from high to higher,
Becomes on Fortune’s crowning slope
The pillar of a people’s hope,

The centre of a world’s desire ;

Yet feels, as in a pensive dream,
When all lus active powers are still,
A distant dearness in the hill,

A secret sweetness in the stream,

The limit of his parrower fate,
While yet beside 1ts vocal springs
He play’d at counsellors and kings,
With one that was his earliest mate;

Who ploughs with pain Ius native lea
And reaps the labour of his hands,
Or in the furrow musing stands;

* Does my old friend remember me ?*

LIV
Sweet soul, do with me as thou wilt;
I lull a fancy trouble-tost
With * Love’s too precious to be lost,
A ittle grain shall not be spilt.”

And in that solace can I sing,
Till out of painful phases wrought
There flutters up a happy thought,
Self-balanced on a lightsome wing -

Since we deserved the name of friends,
And thine effect so lives in me,
A part of mme may live in thee
And move thee on to noble ends,
N
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LIV
When in the down I sink my head,
Sleep, Death’s twin.brother, times my breath ;
Sleep, Death’s twin-brother, knows not Death,
Nor can I dream of thee as dead :

I walk as ere I walk’d forlorn,
When all vur path was fresh with dew,
And all the bugle breezes blew
Reveillée to the breaking morn.

But what is this 2 I turn about,

I find a trouble in thine eye,

Which makes me sad I know not why,
Nor can my dream resolve the doubt :

But ere the lark hath left the lea
I wake, and I discern the truth;
It is the trouble of my youth
That foolish sleep transfers to thee.

LXVII
I dream’d there wonld be Spring no more,
That Nature’s ancient power was lost
The streets were black with smoke and frost,
They chatter’d trifles at the door :

I wander’d from the noisy town,
T found a wood with thorny boughs:
T took the thorns to bind my brows,
1 wore them like a civic crown ;

T met with scoffs, I met nith scorns
From youth and babe and hoary hairs
They call’d me in the public squares
The fool that wears a crown of thorns

They call'd me fool, they call’d me child :

I found an angel of the night;

The voice was low, the Iooi was bright ;
He look’d upon my crown and smled :
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Beside the river's wooded reach,
The fortress, and the mountain ridge, .
The cataract flashing from the bridgo,
The breaker breaking on the beach.

LXX1

Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again,

And howlest, issuing out of might,

With blasts that blow the poplar whito
And lash with storm the streaming pane ?

Day, when my crown’d estate begun
To pine in that reverse of doom,
Which sicken’d every living bloom,

And blurr'd the splendour of the sun,

Who usherest in the dolorous hour
With thy quick tears that make the rose
Pull sideways, and the daisy close

Her crimson fringes to the shower;

‘Who might’st have heaved a windless flame
Up the deep East, or, whispering, play’d
A chequer-work of beam and shade
Along the hills, yet look’d the same,

As wan, as chill, as wild as now;
Day, mark’d as with some hideous crime,
When the dark hand struck down thro’ time,
And cancell’d nature’s best: but thou,

Lift as thou may’st thy burthen'd brows
o’ clouds that drench the morning star,
And whirl the ungarner'd sheaf afar,
And sow the sky with flying boughs,

And up thy vault with roaring sound
Chimb thy thick noon, disastrous day,
Touch thy dull goal of joyless grey,

And hide thy shame beneath the ground.
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LXXII

So many worlds, so much to do,
So little done, such things to be,
How know I what had need of thee,
For thou wert strong as thou wert true ?

The fame is quench’d that I foresaw,
The head hath miss’d an earthly wreath :
I curse not nature, no, nor death ;

For nothing is that errs from law.

We pass; the path that cach man trod
Is dim, or will be dim, with weeds:
What fame is left for human deeds

In endless age ? It rests with God.

O hollow wraith of dying fame,
Fade wholly, while the soul exults,
And self-infolds the large results

Of force that would have forged a name.

LXXIII «

As sometimes in a dead man’s face,
To those that watch it more and mors,
A likeness, hardly seen before,

Comes out—to some one of his race :

So, dearest, now thy brows are cold,
I see thee what thou art, and know
Thy likeness to the wise below,

Thy kindred with the great of old.

But there is more than I can see,
And what I see I leave unsaid,

Nor speak it, knowing Death has made-
His darkness beautiful with thee.

LXXIV
I leave thy praises unexpress’d
In verse that brings myself relief,
And by the measure of my grief
I leave thy greatness to be guess’d ;
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What, practice howsoe’er expert

In fitting aptest words to things,

Or voice the richest-toned that sings,
Hath power to give thee as thou wert ?

1 care not in these fading days

To raise a cry that lasts not long,

And round thee with the breeze of song
To stir a little dust of praise.

Thy leaf has perisi’d in the green,
And, while we breathe beneath the sun,
The world which credits what is dono
Is cold to all that might have been,

So here shall silence guard thy fame;
But somewhere, out of human view,
Whate’er thy hands are set to do

Is wrought with tumult of acclaim.

LXXV

Take wings of fancy; and ascend,

And in a moment set thy face

Where all the starry heavens of space
Are sharpen’d to a needle’s end ;

Take wings of foresight; lighten thro’
The secular abyss to come,
And lo, thy deepest lays are dumb
Before the mouldering of a yew;

And if the matin songs, that woke
The darkness of our planet, last,
Thine own shall wither in the vast,
- Ere half the Ifetime of an oak

Ere these have clothed their branchy bowers
With fifty Mays, thy songs are vain,
And what are they when these remain

The ruin’d shells of hollow toners ?
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LXXVI
What hope is here for modern rhyme
To him, who turns a musing cye .
On songs, and deeds, and lives, that lie
Foreshorten’d in the tract of time ?

These mortal lullabies of pain
May bind a book, may line a box,
May serve to curl a.maiden’s locks;
Or when a thousand moons shall wane

A man upon a stall may find,
And, passing, turn the page that tells
A grief, then changed to something else,
Sung by a long-forgotten mind. )

But what of that ? My darken’d ways
Shall ring with music all the same ;
To breathe my loss is more than fams,
To utter love more sweet than praise.

LXXVII
Again at Christmas did we weave
The holly round the Christmas hearth ;
The silent snow possess’d the earth,
And oalmly fell our Christmas-eve :

The yule-clog sparkled keen with frost,
No wing of wind the region swept, i
But over all things brooding slept

The quiet sense of something lost.

As in the winters left behind,
Again our ancient games had place,
The mimic picture’s breathing grace,
And dance and song and hoodman-blind.

Who show'd a token of distress ?
No single tear, no mark of pain
Q sorrow, then can sorrow wane ?
O grief, can grief be changed to less ?
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O last regret, regret can die!
No—mixt with all.this mystic frame,
Her deep relations are the same,
But with long use her tears are dry.

LXXVIT
* More than my brothers are to me’—
Tet this not vex thee, noble heart!
1 know thee of what force thou art
To hold the costliest Jove in fee.

But thou and I are one in kind,
s moulded like in nature’s mint;
And hill and wood and field did print
Tho same sweet forms in either mind.

For us the same cold streamlet curl'd
Thro' all his eddying coves; the same
All winds that roam the twilight came
In whispers of the beauteous world,

At one dear knee we proffer'd vows,
One lesson from one book we learn’d,
Ere childhood’s flaxen ringlet turn’d
To black and brown on kindred brows.

And so my wealth resembles thine,
But he was nich whero I was poor,
And he eupplied my want the more

As his unlikeness fitted mme,

LIXIX
1t any vague desire should rise,
That holy Death ere Arthur died
Hed moved me kindly from his side,
Angd dropt the dust on tearless eyes;

Then fancy shapes, as fancy can,
The grief my loss in him had wrought,
A gricf a3 deep as life or thought,
But stay’d in peace with God and man,
N3
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Had babbled ¢ Uncle’ on my knee;
But that remorseless iron hour
Made cypress of her orange flower,

Despair of Hope, and earth of thee

I seem to meet their least desire, i
To clap their cheeks, to call them mine.
I see their unborn faces shine o
Beside the never-lighted fire. -

I see myself an honour’d guest,
Thy partner in the flowery walk
Of letters, genial table-talk,

-Or deep dispute, and graceful jest;

While now thy prosperous labour fills
The lips of men with honest praise,
And sun by sun the happy days

Descend below the golden hills

- With promise of a morn as fair;
And all the train of bounteous hours
Conduct by paths of growing powers,

To reverence and the silver hair;

Till slowly worn her earthly robe,
Her lavish mission richly wrought,
Leaving great legacies of thought,
Thy spirit should fail from off the globe;

What time mine own might also flee,
As link’d with thine in love and fate,
And, hovering o’er the dolorous strait
To the other shore, involved in thee,

Arrive at last the blessed goal,
And He that died in Holy Land
Would reach us out the shining hand,
And take us as a single soul.

What reed was that on which I leant ?
Abh, backward fancy, wherefore wake
The old bitterness again, and break

The low beginnings of content.
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LYXXIV
This truth came borne with bier and pall,
I felt it, when I sorrow’d most,
‘Tis better to have loved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all—

0 true in word, and tried in deed,
Demanding, €o to bring relief
To this which is our common grief,
What kind of hfe 15 that I lead;

And whether trust in things above
Be dimm'd of sorrow, or sustain'd ;
And whether love for him have drain'd
My capabilities of love;

Your words have virtue such as draws
A faithful answer from the breast,
Thro’ light reproaches, half exprest,

And loyal unto kindly laws.

My blood an even temor kept,
Till on mine ear this message fallg,
That in Vienna's fatal walls
God's finger touch’d him, and he slept.

The great Intelligences fair
hat range above our mortal state,
In circle round the blessed gate,
Received and gave hin welcome there,

And Ted him thro' the blissful climes,
And show’d lum in the fountan fresh
All knowledge that the sons of flesh
Shall gather in the cycled times.

But I remain’d, whose hopes were dim,
Whose life, whose*thoughts were httle worth,
To wander on a darken’d carth,

Where all things round me breathed of him.

O friendship, equal-posed control,
O heart, with Lindliest motion warm,
O sacred essence, other form,

O solemn ghost, O crowned soul!
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Yet none could better know than I,
How much of act at human hands
The sense of human will demands

By which we dare to live or die.

Whatever way my days decline,
I felt and feel, tho’ left alone,
His being working in mine own,
The footsteps of his life in mine ;

A life that all the Muses deck’d
With gifts of grace, that might express
All-comprehensive tenderness,
All-subtilizing intellect :

And so my passion hath not swerved
To works of weakness, but I find
An image comforting the mind,

And in my grief a strength reserved.

Likewise the imaginative woe,
That loved to handle spiritual strife,
Diffused the shock thro’ all my life,
But in the present broke the blow.

My pulses therefore beat again
For other friends that once I met;
Nor can it suit me to forget

The mighty hopes that make us men.

I woo your love : I count it crime
To mourn for any overmuch ;
1, the divided half of such

A friendship as had master’d Time;

Which masters Time indeed, and is
Eternal, separate from fears:
The all-assuming months and years
Can take no part away from this :

But Suminer on the steaming floods,
And Spring that swells the narrow brooks,
And Autumn, with a noise of rooks,

That gather in the waning woods,
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And heard once more in college fanes
The storm. theic hugh-huilt organs rake,
And thunder-music, rolling, shake

The prophets blazon’d on the panes;

And caught once more the distant shout,
The measurcd pulse of racing oars
Among the willows; paced the shores

And many a brdge, and all about

The same grey flats again, nnd felt
The same, but not the same; and last
Up that long walk of limes I past

To see the rooms in which he dwelt.

Another namo was on the door :

I linger'd; all withm was nowse

Of songs, and clapping hands, and boys
That crash’d the glass and beat the Boor;

Wheto once wo held debate, a band
Of youthful friends, on mind and art,
And Jabour, and the changing mart,
Angd all the framework of the land,

When one would aim an arrow {awr,
But send it slackly from the string ;
And one would pierce an outer ring,
And one an inrer, here and there,

And last the master-bowman. he,
Would cleave the mark A wilhing ear
We lent lum. \Who, but hung to hear
The rapt otation flowmg fres

From point to point, with power and grace
4 music in the bounds of law,
To thoso conclusions when we saw
The God within hun hight hus face,

And seem to hft the form, and glow
In azure orbits heavenly-wice;
And over those ethereal eyes

‘The bar of Michael Angelo.
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LXXXVII
Wwild bird, whose warble, liquid sweet,
Rings Eden thro’ the budded quicks,
O tell me where the senses mix,
O tell me where the passions meet,

Whence radiate : fierce extremes employ
Thy spirits in the darkening leaf,
And in the midmost heart of grief

Thy passion clasps a secret joy :

And I—my harp would prelude woe—
I eannot all command the strings;
The glory of the sum of things

Will flash along the chords and go.

LEXXXVIII
Witch-elms that counterchange the floor
Of this flat lawn with dusk and bright;
And thow, with all thy breadth and height
Of foliage, towering sycamore ; '

How often, hither wandering down,
My Arthur found your shadows fair,
And shook to all the liberal air

The dust and din and steam of town :

He brought an eye for all he saw;

He mixt in all our simple sports;

They pleased him, fresh from brawling courts
And dusty purlieus of the law.

O joy to him in this retreat,
Immantled in ambrosial dark,
To drink the cooler air, and mark
The landscape winking thro’ the heat :

O sound to rout the brood of cares,
The sweep of scythe in morning dew,
The gust that round the garden flew,
And tumbled half the mellowing pears!
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O bliss, when all in circle drawn
‘About hinh heart and ear Were fed
To hear him, o h 1oy and read
The Tuscan poets ﬂ\e hwn

Or in the all- golden afte

A guest, or hapP. mster, sung,

Or here she brought the parp ond fung
A ballad to the bnghtcmng moon *
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That could the dead, whose dying eyes
Were closed with wail,-resume their life,
They would but find in child and wife

An iron welcome when they rise :

*Twas well, indeed, when warm with wine,
To pledge them with a kindly tear, -
To talk them o'er, to wish them here, -
To count their memories half divine ;

But if they came who past” away,
Behold their brides in other hands;
The hard heir strides about their lands,
And will not yield them for a day.

Yea, tho’ their sons were none of these,
Not less the yet-loved sire would make
Confusion worse than death, and shake

The pillars of domestic peace.

Ah dear, but come thou back to me :
Whatever change the years have wrought,
I find not yet one lonely thought

That cries against my wish for thee.

XC

When rosy plumelets tuft the larch,
And rarely pipes the mounted thrush ;-
Or underneath the barren bush

Flits by the sea-blue bird of March ;

Come, wear the form by which I know
Thy spirit in time among thy peers ;
The hope of unaccomplish’d years

Be large and lucid round thy brow.

When summer’s hourly-mellowing change
May breathe, with many roses sweet,
Upon the thousand waves of wheat,

That ripple round the lonely grange ;

Come : not in watches of the night,
But where the sunbeam broodeth warm,
Come, beauteous in thine after form,
And like & finer light in light.
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And suck’d from out the distant gloom
A breeze began to tremble o’er
The large leaves of the sycamore,

And fluctuate all the still perfume,

And gathering freshlier overhead,
Rock’d the full-foliaged elms, and swung
The heavy-folded rose, and flung

“The lilies to and fro, and said

¢ The dawn, the dawn,’ and died away;
And Fast and West, without a breath,
Mixt their dim lights, like life and death,
To broaden into boundless day. .

Xov

You say, but with no toueh of scorn,
Sweet-hearted, you, whose light-blue eyes
Are tender over drowning flies,

You tell me, doubt is Devil-born.

I know not: one indeed I knew
In many a subtle question versed,
Who touch’d a jarring lyre at first
But ever strove to make it true :

Perplext in faith, but pure in deeds,

At last he beat his music out.

There lives more faith in honest doubt,
Believe me, than in hsalf the creeds.

He fought his doubts and gather’d strength,
He would not make his judgement blind,
He faced the spectres of the mind

And laid them: thus he came at length

To find & stronger faith his own;
And Power was with him in the night,
Which makes the darkness and the light,
And dwells not in the light alone,

But in the darkness and the cloud,
As over Sinai’s peaks of old, :
While Israel made their gods of gold,
Altho’ the trumpet’ blew so loud.
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xcvi
My love has talk'd with rocks and trecs;
He finds on misty mountain-ground
His own vast shadow glory-crowned ;
He sees himself in all lie sees.

Two partners of a married Iife—
I look’d on these and thought of thee
In vastness and in mystery,

And of my spint as of a wife.

These two—they dwelt with eye on eye,
Their hearts of old have beat in tune,
Their meetings made December June,

Their every parting was to die

Their love has never past away;
The days she never can forget
Are earnest that he loves her yet,
Whate'er the faithless people say.

Her life is lone, he site apart,
He loves her yet, she will not weep,
Tho’ rapt in matters dark and deep
He seems to slight her simple heart.

He thrids the labymintk of the mind,
He reads the secret of the star,
He seems 80 near and yet so far,
He looks so cold: she thinks lim kind.

She keeps the gift of years before,

A wither'd violet 1s her blss .

She knows not what his greatness 1s;
For that, for all, she loves him more.

For him she plays, to him she sings
Of ecarly faith and plighted vows;
She knows but matters of the house,
And be, he knows a thousand things.

Her faith is fixt and cannot morve,
Sho darkly feels him great and wise,
She dwells on him with faithful eyes,
*T cannot understand : I love.
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XCvil

You leave us: you will see the Rhine,
And those fair hills I sail’d below,
When I was there with him; and go

By summer belts of wheat and vine

To where he breathed his latest breath,
That City. All her splendour seems
No livelier than the wisp that gleams
On Lethe in the eyes of Death.

Let her great Danube rolling fair
Enwind her isles, unmark’d of me:
I have not seen, 1 will not see

Vienna ; rather dream that there,

A treble darkness, Evil haunts
The birth, the bridal; friend from friend
Is oftener parted, fathers bend

Above more graves, a thousand wants

Gnarr at the heels of men, and prey
By each cold hearth, and sadness flings
Her shadow on the blaze of kings:
And yet myself have heard him say,

That not in any mother town
With statelier progress to and fro
The double tides of chariots flow
By park and suburb under brown

Of lustier leaves; nor more content,
He told me, lives in any crowd,
When all is gay with lamps, and loud
With sport and song, in booth and tent,

Imperial halls, or open plain;

And wheels the circled dance, and breaks
The rocket molten into flakes

- Of erimson or in emerald rain.

4
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XCvIL
Risest thou thug, dim dawn, again,
So loud with voices of the birds,
So thick with lowings of the herds,
Day, when 1 lost the flower of men;

Who tremblest thro’ thy darkling red
On yon swoll'n brook that bubbles fast
By meadows breathing of the past,
And woodlands holy to the dead;

‘Who murmurest m the foliaged ¢aves
A song that shights the coming care,
And Autumn laying here and there
A fiery finger on the leaves;

Who wakenest with thy balmy breath
To myriads on the gemal carth,
Memones of bridal, or of birth,

And unto myriads more, of death.

O wheresoever those may be,
Betwixt the slumber of the poles,
To-day they count as kindred souls;
They know me not, but mourn with me.

N
Xorx
1 climb the ull: from end to end
Of all the landscape underneath,
1 find no place that does not breathe
Some gracious memory of my friend;

No grey old grange, or lonely fold,
r low morass and whispering reed,
Or mm{ﬂe stile from mead to mead,

Or sheepwalk up the windy wold;

Nor hoary knoll of ash and baw
That hears the latest Lnnet trll,
Nor quarry trench’d along the hill
And haunted by the wrangling dawi
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Xovin

You leave us: you will see the Rhine,
And those fair hills I sail’d below,
When I was there with him; and go

By summer belts of wheat and vine

To where he breathed hié latest breath, .
That City. All her splendour seems
No livelier than the wisp that gleams
On Lethe in the eyes of Death.

Let her great Danube rolling fair
Enwind her isles, unmark’d of me:
I have not seen, 1 will not see

Vienna ; rather dream that there,

A treble darkness, Evil haunts
The birth, the bridal ; friend from friend
Is oftener parted, fathers bend

Above more graves, a thousand wants

Gnarr at the heels of men, and prey
By each cold hearth, and sadness flings
Her shadow on the blaze of kings:
And yet myself have heard him say,

That not in any mother town
With statelier progress to and fro
The double tides of chariots flow
By park and suburb under brown

Of lustier leaves; nor more content,
He told me, lives in any crowd,
When all is gay with lamps, and loud
With sport and song, in booth and tent,

. Imperial halls, or open plain ;

And wheels the circled dance, and breaks
The rocket molten into flakes

- Of crimson or in emerald rain.

v



IN MEMORIAM

XCVIN
Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again,
So Toud with voices of the birds,
So thick with lowings of the herds,
Day, when T lost the flower of men;

Who tremblest thro’ thy darkling red
On yon swoll'n brook that bubbles fast
By meadows breathing of the past,
And woodlands holy to the dead ;

Who murmurest in the foliaged daves
song that slights the coming care,
And Autumn laying here and there
A fiery finger on the leaves;

Who wakenest with thy balmy breath
To myriads on the genial carth,
Memories of bridal, or of birth,

And unto myriads more, of death.

O wheresoever those may be,

Betwixt the slumber of the poles,
To-day they count as kindred sonls;
They know me not, but mourn with me.

-
XcIx
I climb the ll: from end to end
Of all the landscape underneath,
1 find no place that does not breathe
Some gracious memory of my friend ;

No grey old grange, or lonely fold,
Or low morass and whispering reed,
Or simple stile from mead to mead,
Or sheepwalk up the windy wold ;

Nor hoary knoll of ash and haw
That hears the latest linnet tridl,
Nor quarry trench’d along the hull
And haunted by the wranghng daw;
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Nor runlet tinkling from the rock;

Nor pastoral rivulet that swerves

To left and right thro’ meadowy curves,
That feed the mothers of the flock;

But each has pleased a kindred eye,

’ And each reflects a kindlier day;
Angd, leaving these, to pass away,

I think once more he seems to die.

(o

Unwateh’d, the garden bough shall sway,
The tender blossom flutter down,
Unloved, that beech will gather brown,

This maple burn itself away;

Unloved, the sun-flower, shining fair,

* Ray round with flames her disk of seed,
And many a rose-carnation feed

With summer spice the humming air ;

Unloved, by many a sandy bar,
The brook shall babble down the plain,
At noon or when the lesser wain

Is twisting round the polar star;

Uncared for, gird the windy grove,
And flood the haunts of hern and erake :
Or into silver arrows break

The sailing moon in ereek and cove;

Till from the garden and the wild
A fresh association blow,

And year by year the landscape grow
Familiar to the stranger’s child ; pe e

As year by year the labourer tills
His wonted glebe, or lops the glades;

And year by year our memory fades
From all the circle of the hills. v .
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R cL
We lesve the well-beloved place
Where fitst we gazed upor the sky ;
The roofs, that heard our estliest ery,
Will shelter one of stranger race.

e go, but ere we go from home,
As down the garden-walks I move,
Two spirits of a diverse love
Contend for loving masterdom.

One whispers, ‘ Here thy boyhood sung
Long since its matin song, and hesrd
The low love-language of the bird

In native hazels tassel-hung.’

The other answers, * Yea, but here
Thy feet have stray’d m after hours
With thy lost friend among the bowers,
And this hath made them trebly dear”

These two have striven hslf the day,
And each_prefers his scparate claim,
Poor rivals in a losing game,

That will not yield each other way.

I turn to go: my fect are set
To leave the pleasant fields and farms;
They mix in one another’s arms
To one pure mmage of regret.

*

On that last night beforo we went
From out the doors where I was bred
I dream’d a vision of the dead,
Which left my after-morn content.

Methought I dwelt within a hall,
And maidens with me: distant hills
From hidden summits fed with nills
A river shiding by the wall.

381



380

IN MEMORIAM

Nor runlet tinkling from the rock;

Nor pastoral rivulet that swerves

To left and right thro’ meadowy curves,
That feed the mothers of the flock;

But each has pleased a kindred eye,
And each reflects a kindlier day ;
Ang, leaving these, to pass away,

I think once more he seems to die.

(¢

Unwatch’d, the garden bough shall sway,
The tender blossom flutter down,
Unloved, that beech will gather brown,

This maple burn itself away;

Unloved, the sun-flower, shining fair,

" Ray round with flames her disk of seed,
And many a rose-carnation feed

With summer spice the humming air;

Unloved, by many a sandy bar,
The brook shall babble down the plain,
At noon or when the lesser wain

Is twisting round the polar star;

Uncared for, gird the windy grove,
And flood the haunts of hern and crake ;
Or into silver arrows break

The sailing moon in creek and cove;

Till from the garden and the wild
A fresh association blow,

And year by year the landscape grow
Familiar to the stranger’s child ;

As year by year the labourer tills
His wonted glebe, or lops the glades;

And year by year our memory fades
From all the circle of the hills. & -
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cr
We leave the well-beloved place
Where first we gazed upon the sky ;
The roofs, that heard our earliest cry,
Will shelter one of stranger race.

We go, but ere we go from home, .
As down the garden-walks I move,
Two spirts of a diverse love .
Contend for loving masterdom

One whispers, * Here thy boyhood sung
Long since its matin song, and heard -
The low love-language of the bird

In native hazels tassel-hung.’

The other answers, * Yea, but here
1y feet have stray’d m after hours
With thy lost friend among the bowerts,
And thus hath made them trebly dear’

These two have strven half the day,
And each prefers hus separate claim,
Poor nivals mn a losing game,

That will not yield each ather way.

I turn to go: my fect are set
To leave the pleasant fields and farms;
‘They mix in one another's arms
To one pure image of regret.

* o

On that last night before we went
Trom out the doors where I was bred
1 dream’d o wision of the dead,
Which left my alter-mom content.

Methought I dwelt within a hall,
And maidens with me - distant lls
From hidden summts fed with nils
A river sliding by the wall,
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The hall with harp and carol rang.
They sang of what is wise and good
And graceful. In the centre stood

A statue veil’d, to which they sang;

And which, tho® veil’d, was known to me,
The shape of him I loved, and love
For ever: then flew in a dove
,  And brought a summons from the sea:

And when they learnt that T must go
They wept and wail'd, but led the way
To where a little shallop lay

At anchor in the flood below ;

And on by many a level mead,
And shadowing bluff that made the banks,
We glided winding under ranks

Of iris, and the golden reed ;

And still as vaster grew the shore,
And roll'd the floods in grander space,
The maidens gather’d strength and grace
And presence, lordlier than before ;

And 1 myself, who sat apart
And wateh’d them, wax'd in every limb;
1 felt the thews of Anakim,

The pulses of a Titan’s heart ;

As one would sing the death of war,
And one would chant the history
Of that great race, which is to be,
And one the shaping of a star;

Until the forward-creeping tides
Began to foam, and we to draw
From deep to deep, to where we saw
A great ship lift lier shining sides.

The man we loved was there on deck,
But thrice as large as man he bent

To greet us. Up the side I went,
And fell in silence on his neck :



IN MEMORIAM 383

Whereat those maidens with one mind
Bewail’d their lot; I did them wrong:
“YWe gerved thee here,’ they said, ‘so long,
. And wilt thou leave us now behind 2’

So rapt 1 was, they could not win
An answer from my Lps, but he
Replying, ‘ Enter Lkewise ye

And go with us:? they enter’d in.

And while the wind began to sweep

A music out of sheet and shroud,

Ve steer'd her toward a crimson cloud
That landlike slept along the deep.

et

The time draws near the birth of Christ ;
The moon is hid, the night 1s still ;
A single church below the Wl

Is pealing, folded in the mist.

A single peal of bells below,
That wakens at this hour of rest
A single murmur in the breast,
That these are not the bells I know.

Like strangers’ voices here they sound,
In Iands where not a memory strays,
Nor landmark breathes of other days,

But all i> new uchallow’d ground

av
To-night ungather’d let us leave
laurel, let this holly stand :
We Live within the stranger's land,
Aund strangely falls our Chinstmas-eve.

Our father's dust ig left alone
And silent under other snows:
There in due time the woodbine blows,

The violet comes, but we are gone.
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A lovo of freedom rarely felt,

Of freedom in her regal seat

Of England ; not tho schoolboy heat,
The blind hysterics of the Celt;

And manhood fused with female grace
In such a sort, the child would twine
A trustful hand, unask’d, n thine,
And find his comfort in thy face;

All these have been, and thee mine eyes
Have look’d on : if they look’d 1n vain,
My shame 13 greater who remain,

Nor let thy wisdom make me wise.

CIX

Thy converse drew us with delight,
The men of rathe and niper years:
The feeble soul, & haunt of fears,

Forgot his weakness in thy sight.

On thee the loyal-hearted hung,
The proud was half disarm’d of pnde,
Nor cared the serpent at thy side

To flicker with his double tongue.

The stern were mild when thou wert by,
The flippant put lumself to school
And heard thee, and the brazea fool

Was soften'd, and he knew not why;

While I, thy dearest, sat apart,

And felt thy triumph was as mine;

And loved them more, that they were thine,
The graceful tact, the Christian art}

Nor mine the sweetness or the skill,
But mine the love that will not tre,
And, born of love, the vague desire
That spurs an imitative will.
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ox
The churl in spirit, up or down
Along the scale of ranks, thro’ all,
To him who grasps a golden ball,
By blood a king, at heart a clown;

The churl in spirit, howe’er he veil
His want in forms for fashion’s sake,
Will let his coltish nature break

At seasons thro’ the gilded pale:

For who can always act ? but he,
To whom a thousand memories call,
Not being less but more than all
The gentleness he seem'd to be,

Best seem’d the thing he was, and join’d
Each office of the social hour
To noble manners, as the flower
And native growth of noble mind ;

Nor ever narrowness or spite,

Or villain fancy fleeting by,

Drew in the expression of an eye,
Where God and Nature met in light ;

And thus he bore without abuse
The grand old name of gentleman,
Defamed by every charlatan,

And soil’d with all ignoble use.

OXI
High wisdom holds my wisdom less,
That I, who gaze with temperato eyes
On glorious insufficiencies,
Set light by narrower perfectness."

But thou, that fillest all the room
Of all my love, art reason why
I seem to cast a careless eye

On souls, the lesser lords of doom.
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For what wert thou ? some novel power
Sprang up for ever at o touch,
And hope could never hope too much,
In watching thee from hour to howur,

Large clements in order brought,
And tracts of calm from tempest made,
And world-wide fluctunation sway'd

In vassal tides that follow’d thought.

cxu
'Tis held that sorrow makes us wise ;
Yet how much wisdom sleeps with thee
Which not alono had guided me,
But served the seagsons that may rise;

Tor can I doubt, who knew thee keen
In intellect, with force and skill
To strive, to fashion, to fulfil—
I doubt not what thou wouldst have been :

A life in civic action warm,
A soul on highest mission sent,
A potent voice of Parliament,
A piller steadfast in the storm,

Should licensed boldness gather force,
Becoming, when the time has birth,
A lever to uphit the carth

And roll it in another course,

With thousand shocks that come and go,
With agonies, with cnergies,
With overthrowings, and with cries,
And undulations to and fro.

cxmr

Who loves not Knowledge ? Who shall rail
Against her beauty ? May she mix
With men and prosper! Who shall fix

Her pillars 2 Let her work prevail,
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But on her forehead sits a fire;
She sets her forward countenance
And leaps into the future chance,
Submitting all things to desire.

Half-grown as yet, a child, and vain—
She cannot fight the fear of death.
What is she, cut from love and faith,

But some wild Pallag from the brain

Of Demons ? fiery-hot to bursh

All barriers in her onward race

For power. Let her know her place;
She is the second, not the first.

A higher hand must make her mild,
If all be not in vain; and guide
Her footsteps, moving side by side
With wisdom, like the younger child :

For she is carthly of the mind,
But Wisdom heavenly of the soul.
0, friend, who camest to thy goal
So early, leaving me behind,

1 would the great world grew like thee,
Who grewest not alone in power
And knowledge, but by year and hour
In reverence and in charity.

CXIV
Now fades the last long streak of snow,
Now burgeons every maze of quick
About the flowering squares, and thick
By ashen roots the violets blow.

Now rings the woodland loud and long,
The distance takes a lovelier hue,
And drown’d in yonder living blue

The lark becomes a sightless song.

Now dance the lights on lawn and lea,
The flocks are whiter down the vale,
And milkier every milky sail

On winding stream or distant sea ;
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TWhere now the seamew pipes, or dives

In yonder greening gleam, and fly

The happy birds, that change their sky
To build and brood ; that live their lives

From land to land; and in my breast
Spring wakens too; and my regret
Becomes an April violet,

And buds and blossoms like the rest.

oxv
Is it, then, regret for buried time

That keenlier in sweet April wakes,

And mects the year, and gives and takes-
The colours of the crescent prime ?

Not all: the songs, the stirring air,”
The life re-orient out of dast,
Cry thro’ tho sense to hearten trust
In that which made the world so fair.

Not all regret: the face will shine

Upon me, while I muse alono;

And that dear voice, 1 once have known,
Still speak to me of me and mine.

Yet less of sorrow lives in me
For days of happy commune dead ;
Less yearning for the friendslup fled,
Than some strong bond which is to be.

©XVI
O days and hours, your work s this,
To hold me from my proper place,
A little while from Ins embrace,
For fuller gain of after bhss:

That out of distance might ensue
Desire of nearness doubly sweet ;
And unto meeting when we meet,

Delight a hundredfold accrue,

391
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exvin
Doors, where my heart was used to beat
So quickly, not as one that weeps
I come once more; the city sleeps;
I smell the meadow in the street;

I hear & chirp of birds; I see
Betwixt the black fronts long-withdrawn
A light-blue lane of early dawn,

And think of early days and thee,

And bless thee, for thy lips are bland
And bright the friendship of thine eye;
And in my thoughts with scarce a sigh

I take the pressure of thine hand.

CXIX
T trust I have not wasted breath
think we are not wholly brain,
- Magnetic mockeries; not in vam,
Like Paul with beasts, I fought with Death;

Not only cunning casts in clay :
Let Science prove we are, and then
What matters Scicnce unto men,
At least to me? I would not stay.

Let him, the wiser man who springs
Hereafter, up from .childhood shape
His action like the greater ape,

But I was bomn to other things

- oxx
Sad Hesper o’cr the buried sun
And ready, thou, to die with him,
Thou watchest all things ever dim
And dimmer, and a glory done -

The team is loosen’d from the wain,
The boat is drawn upon the shore ;
Thou hstenest to the closing door,

And lfe is darken’d in the bram.

03
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Bright Phosphor, fresher for the night,
By thee the world’s great work is heard
Beginning, and the wakeful bird ;
Behind thee comes the greater light :

The market boat is on the stream,
And voices hail it from the brink;
Thou hear’st the village hammer clink,
And see’st the moving of the team.

Sweet Hesper-Phosphor, double name
For what is one, the first, the last,
Thou, like my present and my past,
Thy place is changed ; thou art the same.

OXXI

Oh, wast thou with me, dearest, then,
While I rose up against my doom,
And yearn’d to burst the folded gloom,
To bare the eternal Heavens again,

To feel once more, in placid awe,
The strong imagination roll
A sphere of stars about my soul,
In all her motion one with law ;

If thou wert with me, and the grave
Divide us not, be with me now,
And enter in at breast and brow,

Till all my blood, a fuller wave,

Be quicken’d with a livelier breath,
And like an inconsiderate boy,
As in the former flash of joy,

I slip the thoughts of life and death ;

And all the breeze of Fancy blows,
And every dew-drop paints a bow,
The wizard lightnings deeply glow,

And every thought breaks out a rose.
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OXXIT
There rolls the deep where grew the tree.
O earth, what changes hast thou seen!
There where thoe long street roars, hath been
The stillness of tho central sea.

The hills are shadows, and they flow
From form to form, and nothing stands,
They melt like mist, the solid lands,
Like clouds they shape themselves and go.

But in my spirit will I dwell,
And dream my dream, and hold it true;
For tho’ my lips may breathe adicy,

T cannot think the thing farewell.

. CXXIIL
That which we dare invoke to bless;
Qur dearest faith; our ghastliest doubt ;
He, They, One, All; within, without ;
The Power in darkness whom we guess;

I found Him not in world or sun,

Or cagle’s wing, or sect’s eyo;

Nor thro’ the questions men may try,
The petty cobwebs we have spun -

If ’er when faith had fall'n aslecp,
T heard a voice * beliove no more’
And heard an ever-breaking shore
That tumbled in the Godless deep;

A warmth within the breast would melt
The freezing reason’s colder part,
And like a man in wrath the heart

Stood up and answerd ‘I have felt.’

No, like a child in doubt and fear.
But that blind clamour made me wise;
Then was I as a chuld that erics,

But, crying, knows his father near;
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And what I am beheld again .
What is, and no man understands;
And out of darkness came the hands

That reach thro’ nature, moulding men.

CXXIV
Whatever T have said or sung,
Some bitter notes my harp would give,
Yea, tho' there often seem’d to live
A contradiction on the tongue,

Yet Hope had never lost her youth ;
She did but look through dimmer eyes ;
Or Love but play’d with gracious lies,
Because he felt so fix’d in truth:

And if the song were full of care,
He breathed the spirit of the song;
And if the words were sweet and strong
He set his royal signet there;

Abiding with me till I sail
To seek thee on the mystic deeps,
And this electric force, that keeps
A thousand pulses dancing, fail.

CXXV
Love is and was my Lord and King,
And in his presence I attend
To hear the tidings of my friend,
Which every hour his couriers bring.

Love is and was my King and Lord,
And will be, tho' as yet I keep
Within his court on earth, and sleep

Encompass’d by his faithful guard,

And hear at times a sentinel
Who moves about from place to place,
And whispers to the worlds of space,
In the deep night, that all is well.
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CXXYT
And all is well, tho' faith and form

Bo sunder’d in the night of fear;

Well roars the storm to thoso that hear
A deeper voico across the storm,

Proclaiming social truth shall spread,
And justice, ev'n tho’ thrico agamn
The red fool-fury of the Seine

Should pile her barricades with dead.

But ill for him that wears a crown,
And him, tho lazar, in his rags:
They tremble, the sustaining crags;

The spires of ico aro toppled down,

And molten up, and roar in flood ;
The fortress crashes from on high,
Tho brute earth hightens to the sky,
And the great Aeon sinks in blood,

And compass'd by the fires of Hell;
While thou, dear spirit, happy star,
Q’erlook’st the tumult from afar,

And smilest, knowing all is well,

CXXVIT

The love that rose on stronger wings,
Unpalsied when he met with Death,
Is comrade of the lesser faith

That sees the course of human things.

No doubt vast eddies in the flood
Of onward time shall yet be made,
And throned races may degrade;
Yet O ye mysteries of good,

Wild Hours that fly with Hope and Fear,
all your offico had to do
With old results that look like new ;
If this were all your mission hete,
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To draw, to sheathe a useless sword,
To fool the crowd with glorious lies,
To cleave a creed in sects and cries,
To change the bearing of a word,

To shift an arbitrary power,
To eramp the student at his desk,
To make old bareness picturesque
And tuft with grass a feudal tower ;

Why then my scorn might well descend
On you and yours. I see in parb
That all, as in some piece of art,

Is toil cooperant to an end.

CXXVIII
Dear friend, far off, my lost desire,
So far, so near in woe and weal ;
O loved the most, when most I feel
There is a lower and a higher ;

Known and unknown; human, divine;
Sweet human hand and lips and eye;
Dear heavenly friend that canst not die,

Mine, mine, for ever, ever mine;

Strange friend, past, present, and to be;
Loved deeplier, darklier understood ;
Behold, I dream a dream of good,

And mingle all the world with thee.

CXXIX
Thy voice is on the rolling air;
I hear thee where the waters run;
Thou standest in the rising sun,
And in the setting thou art fair.

What art thou then ? I cannot guess;
But tho’ I seem in star and flower -
To feel thee some diffusive power,

I do not therefore love thee less :
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No longer caring to embalm
In dying songs a dead regret,
But like a statue solid-set,
And moulded in colossal calm.

Regret is dead, but love is more
Than in the summers that are flown,
Tor I myself with these have grown
To something greater than before ;

Which makes appear the songs I made
As echoes out of weaker times,
As half but idle brawling rhymes,

The sport of random sun and shade.

But where is she, the bridal flower,
That must be made a wife cre noon ?
She enters, glowing like the moon
Of Eden on its bridal bower : .

On me she bends her blissful eyes
And then on thee; they meet thy look
And brighten like the star that shook
Betwixt the palms of paradise.

O when her life was yet in bud,

He too foretold the perfect rose.

For thee she grew, for thee she grows
For cver, and as fair as good.

And thou art worthy; full of power;
As gentle ; liberal-minded, great,
Consistent ; wearing all that weight

Of learning lightly like a flower.

But now set out: the noon is near,
And I must give away the bride ;
She fears not, or with thee beside

And mo behind her, will not fear:

For 1 that danced her on my knee,
That wateh’d her on her nurse’s arm,
That shiclded all her life from harm
At lasb must part with her to thee;
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Now waiting to be made a wife,
Her fect, my darling, on the dead ;
Their pensive tablets round her head,
And the most living words of lfc

Breathed in her "ear. The ring is on,
The * wilt thou’ answer'd, and again
The * wilt thou’ ask’d, till out of twain
Her sweet * I will” has made ye one.

Now sign your names, which shall be read,
Mute symbols of a joyful morn,
By village eyes as yet unborn;

The names are sign’d, and overhead

Begins the clash arnd clang that tells
The joy to every wandering brecze;
The bhind wall rocks, and on the trees
The dead leaf trembles to the bells.

O happy hour, and happier hours
Await them. Many 2 merry faco
Salutes them—maidens of the placo,
‘That pelt us in the porch with flowers.

O happy hour, behold the bride
With him to whom her hand I gave.
They leave the porch, they pass the grave
That has to-day its sunny side.

To-lay the grave 13 bright for me,
For them the Jight of Lfe mcreased,
Who stay to share the morning feast,
Who rest to-night beside the sea.

Let all my genial spirits advance
'To meet and greet a whiter sun;
My drooping memory will not shun
The fonming grape of ecastern France.

It circles round, and fancy plays,
And hearts are warm'd and faces bloom,
As drinking health to bride and groom
Weo wish them store of happy days.
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Nor count me all to blame if I
Conjecture of a stiller guest,
Perchance, perchance, among the rest,
And, tho’ in silence, wishing joy.

But they must go, the time- draws on,
And those white-favour'd horses wait ;
They rise, but linger ; it is late;

Farewell, we kiss, and they are gone.

A shade falls on us like the dark
From little cloudlets on the grass,
But sweeps away as oubt we pass

To range the woods, to roam the park,

Discussing how their courtship grew,

And tallk of others that are wed,

And how she look’d, and what he said,
And back we come at fall of dew.

Again the feast, the speech, the glee,
The shade of passing thought, the wealth
Of words and wit, the double health,
The crowning cup, the three-times-three,

And last the dance ;—till I retire :
Dumb is that tower which spake so loud,
And high in heaven the streaming cloud,
And on the downs a rising fire

And rise, O moon, from yonder down,
Till over down and over dale .
All night the shining vapour sail

And pass the silent-lighted town,

The white-faced halls, the glancing rills,

And catch at every mountain head,

And o'er the friths that branch and spread
Their sleeping silver thro’ the hills;

And touch with shade the bridal doors,
With tender gloom the roof, the wall;
And breaking let the splendour fall

To spangle all the happy shores
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By which they rest, and ocean sounds,
And, star and system rolling past,
A soul shell draw from out the vast
And strike his being into bounds,

And, moved thro’ life of lower phase,
Result in man, be born and think,
And act and love, a closer link

Betwixt us and the crowning race

Of those that, eye to eye, shall look
On knowledge; under whose command
Is Earth and Earth’s, and in their hand
Is Nature like an open book;

No longer half-akin to brute,
Tor all we thought and loved and did,
And hoped, and suffer’d, is but seed
Of what in them is flower and frut;

Whereof the man, that with me trod
This planet, was a noble type
Appezring ere tho times were ripe,

That friend of mine who lives in God,

That God, which ever lives and loves,
¢ God, one law, one element,
And one far-off divine event,
To which the whole creation moves.

EDWIN MORRIS; OR, THE LAKE
(First publisbed in Poems, eeventh edition, 1851 ]

O ME, my pleasant rambles by tho lake,

My sweet, wild, fresh three quarters of a year
‘Mly ono Oasis in the dust and drouth

Of city life! I was a sketcher then:

See here, my doing: curves of mountain, bridge,
Boat, island, ruins of a castle, built

When men knew how to build, upon a rock,
With turrets lichen-gilded hke a rock :

And here, new-comers in an ancient hold,
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New-comers from the Mersey, millionaires,
Here lived the Hills—a Tudor-chimnied bulk
Of mellow brickwork on an isle of bowers.

O me, my pleasant rambles by the lake
With Edwin Morris and with Edward Bull
The curate ; he was fatter than his cure.

But Edwin Morris, he that knew the names;
Long learned names of agaric, moss and fern,
Who forged a thousand theories of the rocks,
Who taught me how to skate, to row, to swim,
Who read me rhymes elaborately good,

His own—I call’d him Crichton, for he scem’d
All-perfect, finish’d to the finger nail.

And once I ask’d him of his early life,
And his first passion; and he answer’d me;
And well his words became him : was he not
A full-cell’d honeycomb of eloquence
Stored from all flowers ? Poet-like he spoke.

* My love for Nature is as old as I;
But thirty moons, one honeymoon to that,
And three rich sennights more, my love for her.
My love for Nature and my love for her,
Of different ages, like twin-sisters grew,
Twin-sisters differently beautiful.
To some full music rose and sank the sun,
And some full music seem’d to move and change
With all the varied changes of the dark,
And either twilight and the day between ;
For daily hope fulfill’d, to rise again
Revolving toward fulfilment, made it sweet
To wallk, to sit, to sleep, to wake, to breathe.’

Or this or something like to this he spoke,
Then said the fat-faced curate Edward Bull,

‘I take it, God made the woman for the man,
And for the good and increase of the world.
A pretty face is well, and this is well,
To have a dame indoors, that trims us up,
And keeps us tight ; but these unreal ways
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New-comers from the Mersey, millionaires,
Here lived the Hills—a Tudor-chimnied bulk
Of mellow brickwork on an isle of bowers.

O me, my pleasant rambles by the lake
With Edwin Morris and with Edward Bull
The curate; he was fatter than his cure.

But Edwin Morris, he that knew the names,
Long learned names of agaric, moss and fern,
Who forged a thousand theories of the rocks,
Who taught me how to skate, to row, to swim,
Who read me rhymes elaborately good,

His own—I call’d him Crichton, for he seem’d
All-perfect, finish’d to the finger nail.

And once I ask’d him of his early life,
And his first passion; and he answer’d me;
And well his words became him : was he not
A full-cell’d honeycomb of eloquence
Stored from all flowers ? Poet-like he spoke.

‘ My love for Nature is as old as I;
But thirty moons, one honeymoon to that,
And three rich sennights more, my love for her.
My love for Nature and my love for her,
Of different ages, like twin-sisters grew,
Twin-sisters differently beautiful.
To some full music rose and sank the sun,
And some full music seem’d to move and change
With all the varied changes of the dark,
And either twilight and the day between ;
For daily hope fulfilP’d, to rise again
Revolving toward fulfilment, made it sweet
To walk, to sit, to sleep, to wake, to breathe.’

Or this or something like to this he spoke.
Then said the fat-faced curate Edward Bull,

‘1 take it, God made the woman for the man,
And for the good and increase of the world.
A pretty face is well, and this is well,
To have a dame indoors, that trims us up,
And keeps us tight ; but these unreal ways
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Seem but the theme of writers, snd indeed
Worn threadbare. Man is made of solid stuff.
1 say, God made the woman for the man,
And for the good and increaso of the world.

¢ Parson,” said I, ¢ you pitch the pipe too low:

But I have sudden touches, and can run
My faith beyond my pragtice into hs:
The' if, in dancing after Letty Hill,
T do not hear the bells upon my cap,
I scarce hear other music: yet say on.
What should one give to light on such a dream ?’
T ask’d him half-sardonically.

¢ Give ?
Give all thou art,” he answer’d, and a light
Of laughter dimpled in his swarthy cheek;
*T would have hid her necedle in my heart,
To save her little finger from a scratch
No deeper than the skin: my ears could hear
Her lightest breaths : her least remark was worth
The experience of the wise. I went and came;
Her voice fled always thro’ the summer land ;
Y spoke her name alone. Thrice-happy days!
The flower of each, those moments when we met,
The crown of all, we met to part no more.’

Were not his words delicious, 1 a beast
To take them as I did ? but something jarr'd ;
Whother he spoke too largely ; that there seem’d
A touch of something false, some self-conceit,
Or over-smoothness : howsoe’er it was,
He scarcely hit my humour, and I said :

* Friend Edwin, do not think yourself alone
Of all men happy. Shall not Love to me,
As in the Latin song I learnt at school,
Sneeze out & full God-bless-you might and Ieft ?
But you ean talk: yours is a kmdly vemn -
I have, I think,—Heaven knows—as much within H
Have, or should bave, but for a thought or two,
That hke a fpurple beech among the greens
Looks out of place : tis from no want in her :
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THE EAGLE
FRAGMENT
[First published in Pocms, soventh edition, 1851.]

HE clasps the erag with crooked hands ;
Close to the sun in lonely lands,
Ring’d with the azurc world, he stands.

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;
He watches from his mountain walls,
And like a thunderbolt he falls.

SONNET TO W. C. MACREADY
[Pirst published in The Times, March 3, 1851.]

FareweLn, Macready, since to-night we part;
Full-handed thunders often have confessed
Thy power, well-used to move the public breast.
We thank thee with our voice, and from the heart.
Farewell, Macready, since this night we part.
Go, take thine honours home; rank with the best,
Garrick and statclier Kemble, and the rest
Who made a nation purer through their art.
Thine is it that our drama did not die,
Nor flicker down to brainless pantomime,
And those gilt gauds men-children swarm to see.
Farewell, Macready ; moral, grave, sublime
Our Shakespeare’s bland and universal eye
Duwells pleased, through twico a hundred years, on thee.

THE THIRD OF FEBRUARY, 18521
{First published in The Ezaminer, Feh. 7, 1852, signed * Merlin *.]

My Lords, we heard you speak : you told us all

That England’s honest censure went too far;
That our free press should cease to brawl,

Not sting the fiery Frenchman into war.

! Porliament opened on this date. In the dobate in the Houso
of Lords on the Address several of tho spenkers depreeated the

violent opposition to Napoleon and Trance which the coup d’dtat
had aroused in the press aud on tho platform.
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It was our ancient privilege, my Lords,
To fling whate’er we felt, not fearing, into words.

We love not this French God, the child of Hell,
Wild War, who breaks the converse of the wise;
But though we love kind Peace s0 well, .
Wo dare not ev'n by silence sanction lies.
It might be safo our censures to withdraw;
And yet, my Lords, not well : there is a lugher law.

As long a8 we remain, we must speak freo,

Tho’ all the storm of Europe on us-break ;
No little German state are we,

But the one voice in Europe: we must speak;
That if to-night our greatness were struck dead,
There might bo left some record of the things weo smd

If you be fearful, then must wo be bald.
ur Britain cannot salve a tyrant o'er.
Better the waste Atlantie roll'd
On her and us and ours for evermore.
What! have we fought for Freedom from our prime,
At last to dodge and palter with a public erime ?

Shall we fear him ? our own wo never fear'd.
From our first Charles by force we wrung our claims.
. Prick’d by the Papal spur, wo rear'd,
We flung the burthen of the second James.
I say, wo never fear'd ! and as for these,
We broke them on the land, we drove them on the seas.

And you, my Lords, you make the people muso
In doubt if you bo of our Barons’ breed—
Were thoso your sires who fought at Lewes?
Is this the manly strain of Runnymede ?
0 fall'n nobility, that, overawed,
Would hsp in honey'd whispers of thus monstrous fraud !

We feel, at least, that silenco here were sin,

Not ours the fault if we have fecble hosts—
1f easy patrons of their kin

Have left the last free race with naked coasts!
They knew the precious things they had to guard :
For us, we will not sparo the tyrant one hard word.
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ODE ON THE DEATH OF THE DUKE OF
WELLINGTON
[Rirst published 1852.1

I
Bury the Great Duke

With an empire’s lamentation,
Let us bury the Great Duke

To the noise of the mourning of a mighty nation,
Mourning when their leaders fall, '
Warriors carry the warrior’s pall,
And sorrow darkens hamlet and hall,

b3

Where shall we lay the man whom we deplore ?
Here, in streaming London’s central roar.

Let the sound of those he wrought for,

And the feet of those he fought for,

Echo round his bones for evermore.

et

Lead out the pageant: sad and slow,

As fits an universal woe,

Let the long long procession go,

And let the sorrowing crowd about it grow,
And let the mournful martial music blow ;
The last great Englishman is low.

Iv

Mourn, for to us he seems the last,
Remembering all his greatness in the Past
No more in soldier fashion will he greet
With lifted hand the gazer in the street.

O friends, our chief state-oracle is mute :
Mourn for the man of long-enduring blood,
The statesman-warrior, moderate, resolute,
Whole in himself, a common good.

Mourn for the man of amplest influence,
Yet clearest of ambitious crime,

Qur greatest yet with least pretence,

Great in council and great in war,
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Foremost captain of his time,

Rich in saving common-sense,

And, as the greatest only =zre,

In his simplicity sublime.

0 good grey head which all men knew,

O voice from sluch thejir omens 2l men drew,
O iron nerve to true occasion true,

O fall'n at length that tower of strength

Which stood four-square to all the winds that blew!
Such was he whom we deplore,

The Jong sclf-sacrifice of Lfe 13 o'er.

The great World-victor’s victor will be seen no more.

v
All i3 over and done :

Render thanks to the Grver,

England, for thy son.

Lot the bell be toll'd.

Render thanks to the Grrer,

And render him to the mould.

Under the cross of gold

That shines over city and river,

There he shall rest for ever

Among the wise and the bold.

Let the bell be toll'd :

And a reverent people behold

The towering ecar, the sable stecds:

Bright let it be with sts blazon’d deeds,

Dark in its funeral fold

Let the bell be toli'd :

And a deeper knell in the heart be knoll'd;
And the sound of the sorrowing anthem roll'd
Thro’ the dome of the golden cross;

And the volleying cannon thunder his Joss;
Ho knew their voices of old.

For many a timo in many a climo

His captain's-ear has heard them boom
Bellowing victory, bellowing doom:

When he with those decp voices wrought,
Guarding realms and kings from shamo;
With those deep vorces our dead captain taught
The tyrant, and asserts hus claim
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v
A people’s voice! we are a people yet.
Tho’ all men else their nobler dreams forget,
Confused by brainless mobs and lawless Powers;
Thank Him who isled us here, and roughly seb
His Briton in blown seas and storming showers,
We have a voice, with which to pay the debt
Of boundless love and reverence and regreb
To those great men who fought, and kept it ours,
And keep it ours, O God, from brute control ;
O Statesmen, guard us, guard the eye, the soul
Of Europe, keep our noble England whole,
And save the one true seed of freedom sown
Betwixt a people and their ancient throne,
That sober freedom out of which there springs

. Our loyal passion for our temperate kings ;

For, saving that, ye help to save mankind

Till public wrong be crumbled into dust,

And drill the raw world for the march of mind,
Till crowds at length be sane and crowns be just.
But wink no more in slothful overtrust.
Remember him who led your hosts ;

He bad you guard the sacred coasts.

Your cannons moulder on the seaward wall ;
His voice is silent in your council-hall

For ever; and whatever tempests lour

For ever silent ; even if they broke

In thunder, silent; yet remember all

He spoke among you, and the Man who spoke ;
Who never sold the truth to serve the hour,
Nor palter’d with Eternal God for power;

Who let the turbid streams of rumour flow
Thro’ either babbling world of high and low;
Whose life was work, whose language rife

With rugged maxims hewn from life;

10 never spoke against a foe 7
Whose eighty winters freeze with one rebuke
All great self-seekers trampling on the right :
Truth-teller was our England’s Alfred named ;
Truth-lover was our English Duke;

Whatever record leap to light
He never shall be shamed.
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v
Lo, the leader in_theso glorious wars
Now to glorious burial slowly borne,
Follow'd by the brave of othier lands,
He, on whom from both her open hands
Lavish Honour shower'd all her stars,
And affluent Fortune emptied all her horn.
Yea, let all good things awat
Him who cares not to be great,
But as he saves or serves the state.
Not once or twico in our rough island-story,
The path of duty was the way to glory:
He that walks it, only thirsting
For the right, and learns to deaden
Love of sclf, before lus journey closes,
Ho shall find the stubborn thistlo bursting
Into glossy purples, which outredden
All voluptuous garden-roses.
Not ence or twice in our fair island-story,
The path of duty was the way to glory .
He, that cver following her commands,
On with toil of heart and knees and hands,
Thro’ the long gorge to the far light has won
His path upward, and prevail'd,
Shall find the toppling crags of Duty scaled
Are close upon tho shining table-lands
To which our God Himself 13 moon and sun.
Such was he: his work 1s done,
But while the races of mankind endure,
Let his great example stand
Colossal, seen of every land,
And keep the soldier firm, the statesman pure:
Till in-all lands and thro’ all human story
Tho path of duty be the way to glory :
And let the Jand whose hearths he saved from shame
For many and many an age proclaim
At civic revel and pomp and game,
And when the long-illumined cities flame,
Their ever-loyal iron leader’s fame,
With honour, lionour, honour, honour to him,
Eternal honour to his name.

P
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X - .
Peace, his triumph will be sung
By some yet unmoulded tongue :
Far on in summers that we shall not ‘see :
Peace, it is a day of pain
For one about whose patriarchal knee
Late the little children clung:
O peace, it is a day of pain .
For one, upon whose hand and heart and brain
Once the weight and fate of Europe hung.
Qurs the pain, be his the gain!
More than is of man’s degree
Must be with us, watching here
At this, our great solemnity.
Whom we see not we revere,
We revere, and we refrain
From talk of battles loud and vain,
And brawling memories all too free
For such » wise humility
As befits a solemn fane:
We revere, and while we hear
The tides of Music’s golden sea
Setting toward eternity,
Uplifted high in heart and hope are we,
Until we doubt not that for one so true
There must be other nobler work to do
Than when he fought at Waterloo,
And Vietor he must ever be.
For tho’ the Giant Ages heave the hill
. And break the shore, and evermore
Make and break, and work their will;
Tho’ world on world in myriad myriads roll
Round us, each with different powers,
And other forms of life than ours,
What know we greater than the soul? .
On God and Godlike men we build our trust.
Hush, the Dead March wails in the people’s ears :
The dark crowd moves, and there are sobs and tears ¢
The black earth yawns: the mortal disappears ;
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust;
He is gone who seem’d so great.—
Gone; but nothing can bereave him”
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Of the force he made his own

Being here, and we believe him

Something far advanced in State,

And that he wears a truer crown

Than any wreath that man can weave him.
Speak no more of his renown,

Lay your earthly fancies down,

And in the vast cathedral Jeave him,

God sceept him, Christ receive him.

TO E. L., ON HIS TRAVELS IN GREECE
[First published in Poems, erghth edition, 1833.}

JrLyriaw woodlands, echoing falls
Of water, sheets of summer glass,
The long divine Penelan pass,

The vast Akrokeraunian walls,

Tomohrit, Athos, all things fair,
With such & pencil, such a pen,
You shadow forth to distant men,

I read and felt that I was there:

And trust mo whilo I turn'd the page,
And track’d you still on classie ground,
I grew in gladness till I found
My spirits in the golden age.
For mo tho torrent ever pour'd
And glisten’d—here and there alone
The broad-limb’d Gods st random thrown
By fountain-urns ;—and Naiads oar'd
A glimmering shoulder under gloom
Of cavern pillars; on the swell
- Tho silver hly heaved and fell ;
And many a slope was rich in bloom
From him that on the mountain lea
By dancing rivolets fed his flocks,
To him who sat upon the rocks,
And fluted to the morning sea,

419
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THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE
{First published in The Examiner, Dec. 9, 1854.]

1

Harr a league, hdlf a league,
Half a league onward,
All in the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.
* Forward, the Light Brigade !
Charge for the guns !’ he said ;
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

S € §

¢ Forward, the Light Brigade!’
Was there & man dismay’d ?
Not tho’ the soldier knew

Some one had blunder’d :
Their’s not to make reply,
Their's not to reason why,
Their's but to do and die:
Into the valley of Death

Rode the six hundred.

I

Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon in front of them

Volley’d and thunder'd ;
Storm’d at with shot and shell,
Boldly they rode and well,
Into the jaws of Death,
Into the mouth of Hell

Rode the six hundred,

v

Flash’d all their sabres bare,
Flash’d as they turn'd in air,
Sabring the gunnérs there,
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Charging an stmy, while
All' the world wonder’d :
Plunged in the battery-smoke
Right thro’ the line they bioke;
Cossack and Russian/
Recl'd from the sabre-stroke
Shatter'd and sunder'd.
Then they rode back, but not,
Not the six hundred.

v
Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them
Volley'd and thunder'd ;
Storm’d at with shot and shell,
While horse and hero fell,
They that had fought so well
Camo thro’ the jaws of Death
Back from the mouth of Hell,
All that was left of them,
Left of six hundred.

vi
When can their glory fade
O the wild charge they made!
All the world wonder'd.
Honour the chargo they made!
Honour the Light Brigade,
Noble six hundred t

2



MAUD, AND OTHER POEMS

{First published 1855.]

MAUD

Pagr I
I
I - ;
T mare the dreadful hollow behind the little wood,
Its lips ;,}I: the field above are dabbled with blood-red
reath, —

The red-ribb’d ledges drip with a silent horror of blood,
And Echo there, whatever is ask’d her, answers * Death.’

n
For there in the ghastly pit long since a body was found,
His who had given me life—Q father! O God! was i6
well ?—
Mangled, and flatten’d, and crush’d, and dinted into the
ground :
There yet lies the rock that fell with him when he fell.

o ,

Did he fling himself{ down? who knows ? for a vast
speculation had fail'd,

And ever he mutter’d and madden’d, and ever wann’d
with despair,

And outgl}:ie wallk’d when the wind like a broken worldling
wail'd,

And the flying gold of the ruin’d woodlands drove thro’
the air, .

v

Iremember the time, for the roots of my hair were stirr’d

By a shuffled step, by a dead weight trail’d, by a
whisper'd fright,

And my pulses closed their gates with a shock on my
heart as I heard

The si.xriﬁt-edged shriek of & mother divide the shuddering
night.
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v
Vi]lan]y somewhoere ! whose 2 Ono says, wo are vnllums

Not he: his honest fame should at least by me bo
maintained ¢
But thut old man, now lord of the broad estate and the

Dropt uﬁ gorged from a scheme that bad left us flaccid
and drain’d,
vI
Why do they prate of tho blessings of Peace? wo have
mado them a curse,
Pnckpockcts, cach hand lusting for all that is not its

And ]ust of gain, in the spirit of Cain, is it better or
Worso

Than tho heart of the citizon hissing in war on his own
hearthstone ?

vi

But these are tho days of advance, the works of the men
of mind,

When who but a fool would iavo faith in a tradesman’s
ware or his word ?

I8 it pesce or war ¢ Civil war, as I think, and that of
a kind

Theo viler, as underhand, not openly bearing the sword.

Ryt

Sooner or later I too may passively tako the print

Of tho golden age—why not t I have neither hope nor
trust ;

May muLe my heart ag a millstono, set my face as a flint,

Cheat and be cheated, and dio: who knows ! we are
ashes and dust.

~
Peace sitting under her olive, and slurring the days gono

¥y
When tho poor aro hovell’'d and hustled together, cach
sex, liko swino,
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Whe{x only the ledger lives, and when only not all men

ie; :

Peace in her vineyard—yes !—bub a company iorges the
wine.

X

And the vitriol madness flushes up in the ruffian’s head,

Till the filthy by-lane rings to the yell of the tmmpled
wife,

And chalk and alum and plastet are sold to the poor
for bread, ‘

And tfhe spirit of murder works in the very means of
life,

XI

And Sleep must lie down arm’d, for the villainous.
centre-bits

Grind on the wakeful ear in the hush of the moonless’
nights,

While another is cheating the sick of a few last gasps,
as he sits

To pestle a poison’d poison behind his crimson lights,

X
When a Mammonite mother kills her babe for a bumal
fee,
And Timour-Mammon grins on a pile of children’s
bones,

Is it peace or war ? better, war! loud war by land and
by sea,

War with a thousand battles, and shaking a hundred
thrones.

Xy

For I trust if an enemy’s fleet came yonder round by
the hill,

And the rushmg battle-bolt sang from the three-decker
out of the foam,

That the smooth-faced snubnosed rogue would leap from
his counter and till,

And strike, if he could, were it but with his cheatmg
yardwand, home.
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x1v
What! am I raging alone as my father raged in his
mood

BMust Idtoq creep to the hollow and dash myself down
an 1C
Ratbgr than bold by the law that I made, nevermore to
ood

T
On & horror of shatter’d limbs and 2 wretched swindler’s
ie 7

v

Would there be sorrow for me? there was love in the
passionate shriek,

Love for the silent thing that had made false haste to
the grave—

Wrapt in a cloak, as I saw him, and thought he would
rise and speak

And rave at the lic and the liar, ah God, as he used to
rave.

Vi
I am sick of the Hall and the hill, T am sick of the
moor and the main,
Why should I stay ? can a sweeter chance ever eome to
me here?
0, having the nerves of motion as well as the nerves of

pain,
Were it not wise if I fled from the place and the pit and
the fear?

xvIr
Workmen up at the Hall !—they are coming back from
b

abroad ;
The dark old place will be gilt by the touch of a million-

aire:
I have ht;ard T know not whence, of the singular beauty
of M
I plny d with the girl when a child; she promised thea
o be fair,
?3
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i
Cold and elear-cut face, why come you so cruelly meek,
Breaking s slumber in which all spleenful folly was
drown'd,
Palo with the golden beam of an eyelash dead on the
cheek,
Passionless, pale, cold face, star-sweet on a gloom pro.

found

Womanlik;:, taking revenge too deep for 2 transient
wrong

Done but in thought to your beauty, and ever as pale
as before

Growing and fading and growing upon me without a
sound,

Luminous, gemlike, ghostlike, deathlike, half the night
Ton,

G.rawirl;,§ and fading and growing, till I could bear it
no more,

But arose, and all by myself in my own dark garden
ground,

Listening now to the tide in its broad-flung shipwrecking

roar,

Now to the scream of & madden’d beach dragg’d down
y the wave, )

Walk'd in a wintry wind by a ghastly glimmer, and

ound
Tho shining daffodil dead, and Orion low in his grave,

v

) 4

A million emeralds break from the ruby-budded lime
In the little grove whero I sit—ah, wherefore eannot

Lake things of the season gay, like the bountiful season
and,
When tho far-off sail is blown by the breezo of a softer

clime,
Half-lost in tho liquid azure bloom of a crescent of sea,
The silent snpphirc-spangled marriage ring of the land 1
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I

Below me, there, is the village, and looks how quiet
and small !

And yet bubbles o'er like a city, with gossip, scandal,
and spite ;

And Jack on his ale-house bench has as many lies as
a Czar;

And here on the landward side, by a red rock, glim-
mers the Hall; .

And up in the high Hall-garden I see her pass like a
light ;

But sorrow seizo me if over that light be my leading star !-

Iix

When have I bow'd to her father, the wrinkled head
of the race ?

I met her to-day with her brother, but not to her brother
I bow'd;

I bow’d to his lady-sister as sho rode by on the moor;

But ;;he fire of o foolish pride flash’d over her boautiful
ace.

O child, you wrong your beauty, believo it, in being so
proud ;

Your father has wealth well-gotten, and I am hameless
and poor.

~
v

I keop but & man and a maid, over ready to slander
and steal ;

I km_)w it, qnd smile a hard-set smile, like a stoic, or like

A wiser epicurean, and let tho world have its way :

For ?atlero is one with rapine, & harm no preacher can
10al ;

The Mayfly is torn by the swallow, the sparrow spear’d
by the shrike,

And the whole little wood where I sit is a world of
plunder and prey. ~
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Wo are puppets, Man in ]us prido, nnd Beauty fair in
her flower;
Do we movo oursclvcs, or aro movcd by an unseen hand

at & gamo

That pushes us off from lhe board, and others ever
suceeed ?

Al yet, wo cannot be kind to each other hero for an
lour ;

We whisper, and hint, and chuckle, and grin at a
brother’s shame ;
Howover wo brave it out, we men are a little breed,

vI
A monstrous eft was of old the Lord and Master of

arth,
For him did his high sun flame, and his river billow-

ing ran,

And ho felt himself in his force to be Nature’s crowning
race.

As nino months go to tho shaping an infant ripo for
his birth,

Bo mnny n mllhcn of ages have gono to the making

of m
He now is ﬁrst, but is he tho last ? is he not too baso ?

v

The man of science himself is fonder of glory, and vsain,

An eyo well-practised in nature, a spint bounded and

© poor;

Tho passionate heart of the poct is whirl'd into folly
and vice.

I would not marvel at cither, but keep a temperate brain;

For not to desire or admire, if a man could learn it,
were moro

Than to walk all day like the sultan of old in a garden
of spice.



430 MAUD

VIIL

For the drift of the Maker is dark, an Isis hid by the
veil. L

Who knows the ways of the world, how God will bring
them about ? . .

Our plgnet is one, the suns are many, the world is
wide.

Shall I weep if a Poland fall 7 shall I shriek if a
Hungary fail ?

Or an infanb civilization be ruled with rod or with
knout ? .

I have not made the world, and He that made it will
guide. .

Ix :
Bo mine a philosopher’s life in the quiet woodland
ways,
Where if I cannot be gay let a passionless peace be
my lot -
Far-off from the clamour of liars belied in the hubbub
of lies; .
From the long-neck’d geese of the world that are ever
hissing dispraise

Because their natures are little, and, whether he heed
it or not,

Where each man walks with his head in a cloud of
poisonous flies.

x

And most of all would I flee from the cracl madness
of love, )

The honey of poison-flowers and all the measureless ill.

Ah Mau(_if, you milkwhite fawn, you are all unmeot for
a wife.

Your ﬁlother is mute in her grave as her image in marble
above ;

Your father is ever in London, you wander about ab
your will ;

You have but fed on the roses, and lain in the lilies
of life.
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v

1
A voice by the cedar tree,
In the meadow under the Hall !
She is singing an air that is known to me,
A4 passionate ballad gallant and gay,
A martial song hke a trumpet’s eall?
Singing alonio tn the morning of lfe,
In the happy morning of Mo and of May,
Singing of men that in battle array,
Ready in heart and ready in hand,
March with banner and bogle and fife
To the death, for their native Jand.

jid
Maud with her exquisite face,
And wild voice peating rp to the sunny sky,
And feet like sunny gems an an Englsh greem,
Maud in the light of ker youth and her grace,
Singing of Death, and of Honour that cannot die,
Tl 1 well could weep for a time 5o sordid and mean,
And mwysell 50 Janguid and base.

m
Silence, besutiful voiee t
Be still, for you only trouble the mind
With a joy in whiclt I cannot rejoice,
A glory I'shall not find,
St 'Y will hear you no more,
TFaor your sweetness hardly Jeaves mo a choice
But 1o move to the meadow and fall before
Her feet on the meadow grass, and adore,
Not her, who is neither courtly nor kind,
Not het, not her, but o voice,
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Who wants th ﬁ r po\mc sense
To mask, V \o' \mt in s OV bc\\ooi

sn
For o 1aveR evet cronks, oY my side,
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man's OWT angry pride
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V1
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v

Ah, what choll 1 o 8t fifty

Should Naturo keep 9 slive,

1t 1 find the world so bitter

When 1 em bub tyenty-five ?

Yet, i che vere not & cheat,

Tt Maud wero all that gho scem’d,

And her smile were oll that T arcam'd,
Then the world wero not 5o bitter

Bat, o smule covld ‘oke it sweebs

V1
What 3§ tho' her 60 seom’d ot
0Of s kird intent to T
What it that Aondy-despo Bos
That jewelld mes® of ainet gl
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433



436

MAUD
IX

I was walking a mile,
More than a mile from the shore,
The sun look’d out with a smile
Betwixt the cloud and the moor,
And riding at set of day
Over the dark moor land, .
Rapidly riding far away,
She waved to me with her hand.
Thére were two at her side,
Something flash’d in the sun, )
Down by the hill I saw them ride,
In a moment theéy were gone :
Like a sudden spark
Struck vainly in the night,
Then returns the dark
With no more hope of light.

X

I
Sick, am I sick of a jealous dread ?
Was not one of the two at her side
This new-made lord, whose splendour plucks
The slavish hat from the villager’s head ?
Whose old grandfather has lately died,
Gone to a blacker pit, for whom
Grimy nakedness dragging his trucks
And laying his trams in a poison’d gloom
Wrought, till he erept from a gutted mine
Master of half a servile shire;
And left his coal all turn’d into gold
To a grandson, first of his noble line,
Rich in the grace all women desire,
Strong in the power that all men adore,
And simper and set their voices lower,
And soften as if to a girl, and hold
Awe-stricken breaths at a work divine,
Seeing his gewgaw castle shine,
New as his title, built last year,
There amid perky larches and pine,
And over the sullen-purple moor
(Look at it) pricking a cockney ear.
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o
What, bas he found my jewel out ?
For oce of the two that rode at her side -
Bound for the Hall, I am sure was ko:
Bound for the Hsll, and I think for a bride.
Blithe would her brother’s acceptance be.
Maad could be gracious too, no doubt,
To & lord, s captain, a padded shape,
A bought commission, a waxen face,
A rabbit mouth that is ever agape—
Bought ? what is it he cannot buy ?
And therefore splenetic, personal, base,
A wounded thing with a rancorous cry,
At war with myself and a wretched race,
Sick, sick to the Leart of life, am 1.

m
Last week eame one to the county town,
To preach our poor little army down,
And play the game of the despot kings,
Tho' the state has done it and thrice as well :
This broad-brimm'd hawker of holy things,
Whose ear is cramm’d with his cotton, and rings
Even in dreams to the chink of his pence,
This huckster put down war! can he tell
Whether war be a cause or a consequence ?
Put down the passions that make earth Hellt
Down with ambition, avarice, pride,
Jealousy, down! cut off from the mind
The bitter springs of anger and fear;
Down too, down at your own fireside,
With the evil tongue and the ovil ear,
For each is at war with mankind,

w
I wish T could hear again
The chivalrous battle-song
That she warbled alone in her joy !
I might persuado myself then
She would not do herself tins great wrong,
To take a wanton dissoluto boy
For & man and leader of men.
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And fair without, faithful” within,
Maud to him is nothing akin:

Some peculiar mystic grace

Made her only the child of her mother,
And heap'd the whole inherited sin
On that hugo scapegoat of the race,
Al, alf upon tho brother.

v

Peace, angry spirit, and let him be!
Has not his sister smiled on me ?

Xiv
1

Maud has a garden of roses
And lilies fair on a lawn
There she walks in her state
And tends upon bed and bower,
And thither I ¢limb'd at dawn
And stood by her garden-gate;
A lion ramps at the top,
Ho is claspt by a passion-flower.

n
Maud’s own little oak-room
{Which Maud, like a'precious stone
Set in the heart of the carven gloom,
Lights with herself, when alono
She sits by her music and books,
And her brother lingers late
With a roystering company) looks
Upon Maud’s own garden-gate:
Ard I thought ss I stood, if & hand, as white
As ocean-foam in the moon, were laid
On the hasp of the window, and my Delight
Had & sudden Yesire, like & glorious ghost, to glide,
Like a beam of the seventh Heaven, down to my side,
There were but a step to bo made.
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When the happy Yes
Falters from her lips,
Pass and blush the news -
O'er the blowing ships, -
Over blowing seas,
Over seas ab rest,
Pass the happy news,
Blush it thro' the West;
Till the red man dance
By his red cedar free,
And the red man’s babe
Leap, beyond the sea.
Blush from West to East,
Blush from East to West,
Till the West is East,
Blush it. thro’ the West.
Rosy is the West,
Rosy is the South,
Roses are her cheeks,
And a rose her mouth,

XVIII

. I .
I have led her home, my love, my only friend.
There is none like her, none.
And never yet so warmly ran my blood
And sweetly, on and on
Calming itself to the long-wish’d-for end,
Full to the banks, close on the promised good.

o4

None like her, none. .
Just now the dry-tongued laurels’ pattering talk
Seem’d her light foot along the garden walk,

And shook my heart to think she comes once more;
But even then I heard her close the door,

The gates of Heaven are closed, and she is gone.

441

There is none like her, none.

Nor will be when our summers have deceased.
0, art thou sighing for Lebanon

In the long breeze that streams to thy delicious East,
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Sighing for Lebanon, 5

Dark cedar, tho' thy limbs have here increascd,

Upon o pastoral slopo as fair, .

And looking to the South, and fed

With honey’d rain and delicate air,

And haunted by the starry head

Of her whoso gentle will has changed my fato,

And made my life a perfumed altar-flame;

And over whom thy darkness must have spread

With such delight as theirs of old, thy great

Forcfathers of tho thornless garden, there

Shedowing the snow-limb’d Eve from whom she
came.

v
Hero will I lie, while these long branches sway,
And you fair stars that crown p happy day
Go in and out s if at merry play,
Who am no more so all forlorn,
As when it scem’d far better to be born
To labour and the mattock-harden’d hand,
. Than nursed at ease and brought to understand
A sad astrology, the boundless plan
That makes you tyrants in your iron skics,
1 ble, pitiless, passionless eyes,
Cold fires, yet with power to burn and brand
His nothingness into man.

v

But now shinc on, and what care 1,

Who in this stormy gulf have found a pearl
The countercharm of space and hollow sky,

And do accept my madness, and would die

To save from some slight shame one simple girl.

I
Would dic; for sullen-seeming Death may give
More lifo to Love than is or ever was
In our low world, where yet "tis sweet to live,
Let no one ask me how it came to pass;
Tt scems that I am happy, that to me
A livelier emerald twinkles in the grass,
A purer sapphire melts into the sea.
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The household Fury sprinkled with blood
. By which our houses are torn :
How strange was what she said,
“When only Maud and the brother
Hung over her dying bed-—
That Maud’s dark father and mine
Had bound us one to the other,
Betrothed us over their wine,
On the day when Maud was born;
Seal’d her mine from her first sweet breath,
Mine, mine by a right, from birth till death,
Mine, mine—our fathers have sworn,

v

But thie true blood spilt had in it a heat

To dissolvé the precious seal on a bond,
That, if left uncancell’d, had been so sweet:
And none of us thought of a something beyond,
A desire that awoke in the heart of the child,
As it were a duty done to the tomb,

To be friends for her sake, to be reconciled ;
And I was cursing them and my doom,

And letting a dangerous thought run wild
While often abroad in the fragrant gloom

Of foreign churches—I see her there,

Bright English lily, breathing a prayer

To be friends, to be reconciled !

© VI
But then what a flint is he!
Abroad, at Florence, at Rome,
I find whenever she touch’d on me
This brother had laugh’d her down,
And at last, when each came home,
He had darken’d into a frown,
Chid her, and forbid her to speak |
To me, her friend of the years before ;
And this was what had redden’d her cheek
When I bow'd to her on the moor.
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it
Yet Maud, altho’ not blind
To the faults of his heart and mind,
1 seo she cannot but love him,
And says he is rough but kind,
And wishes mo to approve him,
And tolls me, when she lay
Sick once, with a fear of worse,
That ho left his wine and horses and play,
Bat with her, read to her, night and day,
And tended her like o nurse.

vir
Kind 7 but the deathbed desire
Spurn’d by this heir of the Liar—
Rough but kind ? yet I know
Ho has plotted against me in this.
That he plots against me still.
Kind to Maud 1 that were not amiss.
Well, rough but kind; why let it be eo
For shall not Maud have her will ?

X

Tor, Maud, so tender and true,

As long as my life endures

T feel I shall owe you a debt,
That I never can hopo to pay;
And i ever I should forget

That I owo this debt to you

And for your sweet sake to yours;
O then, what then shall I say 1—
It ever Y should forget,

May God make me more wretched
Than ever T have been yet!

x
8o now I have sworn to bury
All this dead body of hate,
I feel sc free and so clear
By tho loss of that dead weight,
Q
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That I should grow light-headed, I fear,
Fantastically merry ;

. But that her brother comes, like a blight
On my fresh hope, to the Hall to-night.

XX

I

Strange, that I felt so gay,
Strange, that I tried to-day

To beguile her melancholy ;

The Sultan, as we name him,—
She did not wish to blame him—
But he vext her and perplext her
With his worldly talk and folly:
Was it gentle to reprove her

For stealing out of view

From a little lazy lover

Who but claims her as his due §
Or for chilling his caresses

By the coldness of her manners,
Nay, the plainness of her dresses ?
Now I know her but in two,

Nor can pronounce upon it

If one should ask me whether
The habit, hat, and feather,

Or the frock and gipsy bonnet
Be the neater and completer ;
For nothing can be sweeter
Than maiden Maud in either.

§3

But to-morrow, if we live,

Our ponderous squire will give

A grand political dinner

To half the squirelings near;

And Maud will wear her jewels,
And the bird of prey will hover,
And the titmouse hope to win her
With his chirrup at her ear.
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m

A grand political dinner
To the men of many aeres,
A gathering of the Tory,

dinner and then a dance
For thoe maids and marriage-makers,
And every eye but mine will glance
At Maud in ol her glory.

w

For I am not invited,

But, with the Sultan’s pardon,

I am all as well delighted,

For I know her own rose-garden,
And mean to linger in it

Till the dancing will be over;
And then, oh then, come out to me
For a minute, but for a minute,
Come out to your own true lover,
That your true lover may sce
Your glory also, and render

All homage to lus own datling,
Queen Maud in all her splendour,

XXI

Rivulet erossing my ground,
And bringing me down from the Hall
This garden-rose that I found,
Forgetful of Maud and me,
And lost in trouble and moving round
Hero nt the head of a tinkling fall,
And trying to pass to the sea;
O Rivulet, born at the Hall,
M{ Maud has sent it by thee
(If T read her sweet will right)
On n blushing mission to me,
Baying in odour and colour, * Ah, be
Among the roses to-night.’

e
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Vi

And the soul of the rose went into my bleod,
As tho music clash’d in the hall;

And long by the garden lake I stood,
For 1 heard your rivulet fall

From the lake fo the meadow and on to the wood,
Qur wood, that is dearer than all;

n
From the meadow your walks have left so sweet
That whenever a March-wind sighs
He sets the jewel-print of your feet
In violets blue as your eyes,
To the woody hollows in which we meet
And the valleys of Paradise.

Vi
The slender acacia would not shake
One Jong milk-bloom on the tree;
The white lake-blowsom fell into the lake
As the pimpernel dozed on the lea;
But the rose was awake all night for your sake,
Knowing your promise to me;
The lilies and roses were all awake,
They sigh'd for the dawn and thee.

Ix

Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls,
Comeo hither, the dances are done,

In gloss of satin and glimmer of pearls,
Queen lily and rose in one;

Shine out, little head, sunning over with curls,
To the flowers, and be their sun.

x
Thero has fallen a splendid tear
From the passionfloner at the gate.
Ehe is coming, my dove, my dear;
She is coming, my life, my fato;
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The red rose crics, ¢ She is near, she is near;’
And the white roso weeps, ¢ She is late;’

The larkspur listens, ¢ I hear, I hear;’
And the lily whispers, ¢ I wait.’

Xt

She is coming, my own, my sweet ;
Wero it ever so airy a tread,

My heart would hear her and beat,
Were it earth in an carthy bed; -

My dust would hear her and beat,
Had I lain for a century dead ;

Would start and tremble under her feet,
And blossom in purple and red.

. Parr I1

1

1

* The fault was mine, the fault was mine ’—
Why am I sitting hero so stunn’d and still,
Plucking the harmless wild-flower on the hill ?—
It is this guilty hand !—

And there rises ever a passionate ery

From underneath in the darkening land—
What is it, that has been done ?

O dawn of Eden bright over carth and sky,
The fires of Hell brake out of thy rising sun,
Tho fires of Hell and of Hate;

For she, sweet soul, had hardly spoken a word,
When her brother ran in his rage to the gate,
He came with the babe-faced lord ;

Heap'd on her terms of disgrace,

And while she wept, and I strove to be eool,
He ficrcely gave me the lie,

Till I with as fierce an anger spoke,

And he struck me, madman, over the face,
Struck me before the langunid fool,

Who was gaping and grinning by :

Struck for himself an evil stroke;

Wrought for his house an irredcemable woe ;
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For front to front in an hour wo stood,

And o million horriblo bellowing echoes broke

From tho red-ribb’d hollow behind the wood,

And thunder’d up into Heaven the Christless codo,
That must havo Yifu for a blow,

Ever and ever afresh thoy scem’d to grow,

Was it he lay there with o fading cye ?

¢ The fault Was mine,” ho whisper'd, ‘ fly !*

Then glided out of the joyous wood

The ghastly Wraith of one that I know;

And thero rang on a sudden a passionate ery,

A cry for a brother’s blood : 5
1t will ring in my heart and my ears, till T die, till I die.

u
Is it gono? my pulses beat—
What was it 7 o lying trick of the brain ?
Yet I thought I saw her stand,
A shadow thero at my feet,
High over the shadowy land.
It 1s gono; and the heavens fall in a gentle rain,
When they should burst and drown with deluging storms
The fecble vassals of wine and anger and lust,
Tho little hearts that know not how to forgivo:
Arise, my God, and strike, for wo hold Thee just,
Strike dead the whole weak race of venomous worms,
That sting each other here in the dust;
Wo are not worthy to live.

II

1

See what a lovely shell,
Small and pure as & pearl,
Lying closo to my foot,

Trail, but a work divine,
Made o fairily well

With delicate spire and whorl,
How exquisitely minute

A miracle of designl
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vI

Back from the Breton coast,

Sick of a nameless fear,

Back to the dark sca-lino

Looking, thinking of all I have lost;
An old song vexes my ear;

But that of Lamech 13 mine.

vir
For ycars, a measureless ill,
For years, for ever, to part—
But she, she would love mo still ;
And as long, O God, as sho
Havo a gramn of love for me,
So long, no doubt, no doubt,
Shall I nurse in my dark heart,
Howover weary, o spark of will
Not to bo trampled out.

VI

Strange, that the mind, when fraught
With o passion so intense
One would think that it well
Might drown all lifo in the eye,—
That it should, by being so overwrought,
Suddenly strike on a sharper senso
For a shell, or a flower, littlo things
Which clse would have been past by !

d now I remember, I,
When ho lay dying there,
1 noticed ono of his many rings
{For he had many, poor worm) and thought
It is his mother’s hair.

x
Who knows if ho be dead ?
Whether I need havo fled 1
Am I guilty of blood 1
Howover this may be,
Comfort her, comfort her, all things good,
While I am over the seat

Q3
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Let me and my passionate love go by,
But speak to her all things holy and high,
Whatever happen to me!

Me and my barmful love go by;

But come to her waking, find her asleep,
Powers of the height, Powers of the deep,
And comfort her tho’ I die.

I

Courage, poor heart of stone!

I will not ask thee why

Thou eanst not understand

That thou art left for ever alone:
Courage, poor stupid heart of stone.—

Or if 1 ask thee why,

Care not thou to reply :

She is but dead, and tlie time is at hand
When thou shalt more than die.

Iv
I

O that ’twere possible

After long grief and pain

To find the arms of my true love
Round me once again !

i1

When I was wont to meet her

In the silent woody places

By the home that gave me birth,
We stood tranced in long embraces
Mixt with kisses sweeter sweeter
Than any thing on earth.

puas

A shadow flits before me,

Not thou, but like to thee:

Ah Christ, that it were possible

For one short hour to see

The souls we loved, that they might tell us
What and where they be.
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w
It leads me forth at evening,
It lightly winds and steals
In a cold white robe before me,
When all my spirit reels
At the shouts, the leagues of lights,
And the roaring of tho wheels,

v
Half the night I waste in sighs,
Half in dreams I sorrow after
The delight of early skies;

Ina \vaﬁeful doze 1 sorrow
For the hand, the lips, the eyes,
For the mecting of the morrow,
The delight of happy laughtcr,
The dehght of low reples.

Vi
Tis a morning pure and sneet,
And a dewy splendour falls
On the little flower that clings
To the turrets and the walls;
*Tis a morning pure and sweet,
And the light and shadow flect ;
She is walking in the meadow,
And the woodland ccho rings;
In a_moment we shall meet;
Bhe is singing in the meadon,
And the rivulet at her feet
Ripples on in light and shadow
To the ballad that she sings,

i
Do I hear her sing as of old,
My bird with the shining head,
My own dove with the tender ¢ye t
But there rings on a sudden a pascionate ery,
There is some one dying or dead,
And a sullen thunder is roll’d;
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Tor a tumult shakes the ciby,
And I wake, my dream is fled ;
In the shuddering dawn, behold,
Without knowledge, without pity,
By the curtains of my bed

That abiding phantom cold.

VII
Get thee hence, nov come agaiu,
Mix not memory with doubt,
Pass, thou deathlike type of pain,
Pass and cease to move about !
"Tis the blot upon the brain
That will show itself without.

X
Then I rise, the eavedrops fall,
And the yellow vapours choke
The great city sounding wide ;
The day comes, & dull red ball
Wrapt in drifts of lurid smoke
On the misty river-tide.

X
Thro' the hubbub of the market
I steal, & wasted frame,
It crosses here, it crosses there,
Thro’ all that crowd confused and loud,
The shadow still the same;
And on my heavy eyelids
My anguish hangs like shame.

XI
Alas for her that met me,
That heard me softly call,
Came glimmering thro’ the laurels
At the quiet evenfall,
In the garden by the turrcts
Of the old manorial hall.
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X
Would the happy spirit descend,
From the realms of light and song,
In tho chamber or the strect,
As she looks among the blest,
Should I fear to greet my friend
Or to say *forgive the wrong,’
Or to ask her, ‘ take me, sucet,
To the regions of thy rest’?

xm
But the broad light glares and beats,
And the shadow flits and fleets
And will not let me be;
And 1 loatho the squares and streets,
And the faces that one mects,
Hearts with no love for me:
Always I long to creep
Into some still cavern deep,
Thero to weep, and weep, and weep
My whole soul out to thee.

A4

T

Dead, long dead,

Long dead

And my heart is o handful of dust,

And the wheels go over my head,

And my bones are shaken with pain,

For into a shallow grave they are thrust,

Only o yard beneath the street,

And the hoofs of the horses beat, beat,

The hoofs of the horses beat,

Beat into my scalp and my brain,

With never an end to the stream of passing feet,
Driving, burrying, marrying, burying,

Clamour and rumble, and ringing and clatter,
And here beneath it is all as bad,

For T thought tho dead had peace, but it is not so
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To have no peace in the grave, is that not sad ?
But up and down and to and fro,

Ever about me the dead men go;

And then to hear a dead man chatfer

Is cnough to drive one mad.

I

Wretchedest age, since Time began,

They cannot even bury a man;

And tho’ we paid our tithes in the days that are go
Not a bell was rung, not a prayer was read ;

It is that which makes us loud in the world of the dez
There is none that does his work, not one;

A touch of their office might have sufficed,

But the churchmen fain would kill their church,

As the churches have kill’d their Christ,

a1

See, there is one of us sobbing,

No limit to his distress ;

And another, a lord of all things, praying-
To his own great self, as I guess;

And another, a statesman there, betraying
His party-secret, fool, to the press;

And yonder o vile physician, blabbing

The case of his patient—all for what ?

To tickle the maggot born in an empty head,
And wheedle a world that loves him not,
For it is but a world of the dead.

v

Nothing but idiot gabble !

Tor the prophecy given of old
And then not understood,

Has come tc pass as foretold ;

Not let any 1wan think for the public good
But babble, merely for babble.P £o9%
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For I never whisper’d a private affair

Within the hearing of eat or mouse,

No, not to myself in the closet alone,

But I heard it shouted at once from the top of the
house 3

Everything came to be known :

Who tald Aim wo were there?

v

Not that grey old woli, for he came not back

From the wilderness, full of wolves, where he used to lio;
Ho has gather’d the bones for his o'ergrown whelp to

crack ;
Crack them now for yourself, and howl, and die

VI

Prophet, curse mo the blabbing lip,

“And curse mo the British vermin, the rat;

I know not whether he came in the Hanover ship,
But I know that he lies and listens mute

In an ancient mansion’s crannies and holes:
Arsenie, arsenic, sure, would do it,

Except that now wo poison our babes, poor souls?
It is all used up for that.

It

Tell him now : she is standing herc at my head;
Not beautiful now, not even kind ;

He may tako her now ; for she never speaks her mind,
But is ever the one thing silent here.

She is not of us, as I divine;

Sho comes from another stiller world of the dead,
Stiller, not fairer than mine.

v

But I know where a garden grows,
Fuirer than aught in the world beside,
Al} made up of the Lly and rose
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That blow by night, when the season is good,
To the sound of dancing music and flutes :

It is only flowers, they had no fraits, _

And I almost fear they are not roses, but blood ;.
For the keeper was one, so full of pride,

He linkt a dead man there to a spectral bride;
For he, if he had not been a Sultan of brutes,
Would he have that hole in his side ?

X
But what will the old man say ? : -
He laid a cruel snare in a pit
To catch a friend of mine one stormy day ;
Yet now I could even weep to think of it;
For what will the old man say
When he comes to the second corpse in the pit ?

x

Friend, to be struck by the public foe,
Then to strike him and lay him low,
That were a public merit, far,

Whatever the Quaker holds, from sin ;
But the red life spilt for a private blow—
I swear to you, lawful and lawless war
Are scarcely even akin.

X1

O me, why have they not buried me deep enough ?
Is it kind to have made 1he a grave so rough,

Me, that was never a quiet sleeper ?

Maybe still I am but half-dead; ~

Then I cannot be wholly dumb ;

I will ery to the steps above my head,

And somebody, surely, some kind heart will come
To bury me, bury me

Deeper, ever so little deeper.
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VI

b
My life has crept so ]on[fv on & broken wing
Thro' cells of madness, haunts of horror and fear,
That 1 como to be grateful at last for a little thing :
My mood is changed, for it fell at a time of year
When tho face of night is fair on the dewy downs,
And tho shining daflodil dies, and the Charioteer
And statry Gemini hang liko glorious crowns
Over Orion’s grave low down In tho west,
That liko & silent lightning under the stars
She secm’d to divide in a dream from o band of the

blest,
And spoko of a hope for the world in the coming wars—
* And in that hope, dear goul, let trouble have rest,
Knowing I tarry for thee, and pointed to Mars
As he glow’d like 2 ruddy shield on the Lion’s breast.

n

And it was but & dream, yet it yielded a dear delight
To have fook’d, tho® but in a dream, upon eyes so fair,
That had been in & weary world my one thing bright ;
And it was but a dream, yet 1t hghten’d my despair
When 1 thought that a war would anse in defence of

the right,
That an iron tyranny now should bend or eease,
The glory of manhood stand on his ancient height,
Nor Britain's one sole God be thoe millionaire :
No more shall commerce be all in all, and Peace
Tipe on her pastoral hillock a languid note,
And watch her harvest ripen, her herd increase,
Nor the cannon.builet rust on a slothful shore,
And tho cobweb woven across the cannon's throat
Shall shake its threaded tears in tho wind no more.



464 MAUD

That blow by night, when the season is good,
To the sound of dancing music 'and flutes :

It is only flowers, they had no fruits,

And I almost fear they are not roses, but blood ;.
For the keeper was one, so full of pride,

He linkt a dead man there to a spectral bride;
For he, if he had not been a Sultan of brutes, -
Would he have that hole in his side ?

Ix
But what will the old man say ? : -
He laid a cruel snare in a pib
To catch a friend of mine one stormy day ;
Yet now I could even weep to think of it;
For what will the old man say
When he comes to the second corpse in the pit ?

X
Friend, to be struck by the public foe,
Then to strike him and lay him low,
That were a public merit, far,
Whatever the Quaker holds, from sin ;
But the red life spilt for a private blow—
I swear to you, lawful and lawless war
Are scarcely even akin.

X1

O me, why have they not buried me deep enough ?
Is it kind to have made e a grave so rough,

Me, that was never a quiet sleeper ?

Maybe still I am but half-dead ;

Then I cannot be wholly dumb;

1 will ery to the steps above my head,

And somebody, surely, some kind heart will come
To bury me, bury me

Deeper, ever so little deeper.
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Parr III
VI
1

My lifo Lias crept 50 long on a broken wing

Thro cells of madness, haunts of horror and fear,
That T come to be grateful at last for a little thing:
My mood is changed, for it fell at & time of year
When tho face of night is fair on the dewy downs,
And the shining daffodil dies, and the Charioteer

And starry Gemini hang like glorious crowns

Qver Orion's grave low down in the west,

That liko & silent lightning under the stars

She scem’d to divide in o dream from a band of the

blest,
And spake of a hope for the world in the coming wars—
¢ And in that hope, dear soul, let trouble have rest,
Knowning I tarry for thee,” and pointed to Mars
As he glow'd hke o ruddy shield on the Lion's breast.

n
And it was but a dream, yet it yielded a dear delight
To havo look'd, tho’ but in o dream, upon eyes 50 fair,
That had been in a weary world my one thing bright ;
And it was but o dream, yet it lighten’d my despair
When I thought that a war would arise in defence of
the right, -

That an iron tyranny now should bend or cease,
The glory of manhood stand on his ancient height,

* Nor Britain’s one sole God be the millionaire :
No more shall commerce be all in all, and Peaco
Tipe on her pastoral hillock a languid note,
And watch her harvest ripen, her herd increase,
Not the cannon-bullet rust on a slothful shore,
And the cobweb woven across the cannon’s throat
Bhall shake its threaded tears in the wind no more.
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nI

And as months ran on and rumour of hattle grew,
"1t is time, it is time, O passionate heart,’ said I

(For I cleaved to a cause that I felt to be pure and

true),

It is time, O passionate heart and morbid eye,

That old hysterical mock-disease should die.’

And I stood on a giant deck and mix'd my breath

With a loyal people shouting a battle ery, -

Till I saw the dreary phantom arise and fly ;

Far into the North, and battle, and seas of death.

v
Let it go or stay, so I wake to the higher aims
Of a land that has lost for a little her lust of gold,
And love of a peace that was full of wrongs and shames,
Horrible, hateful, monstrous, not to be told ;
And hail once more to the banner of battle unroll’d !
Tho’ many a light shall darken, and many shall weep
For those that are crush’d in the clash of jarring claims,
Yet God’s just wrath shall be wreak’d on a giant liar;
And many a darkness into the light shall leap,
And shine in the sudden making of splendid names,
And noble thought be freér under the sun,
And the heart of a people beat with one desire ; :
For the peace, that I deem’d no peace, is over and done,
And now by the side of the Black and the Baltic deep,
And deathful-grinning mouths of the fortress, flames
The blood-red blossom of war with a heart of fire.

v

Iet it flame or fade, and the war roll down like a wind,
We h%"ﬁa proved we have hearts in a cause, we are noble
still,
And Ix_lygelf have awaked, as it seems, to the better
mind ;
It is better to fight for the good, than to rail at the ill;
I ha;:p éelt with my native land, I am one with my
- kind,
I embrace the purpose of God, and the doom assign’d.
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¢ Here, by this brook, we parted; I to tho East
And le for Italy—too late—too late:
One whom the strong sons of the world despiso;
For luck{ rhymes to hum were serip and share,
And mellow metres moro than cent for cent;
Nor could ho understand how money breeds,
Thought it o dead thing; yet himself could make
The thing that is not as the thing that is.
O had he lived! In our schoolbooks we say,
Of those that lield their heads above the crowd,
They flourish’d then or then; but life in him
Could scarce be said to flourish, only touch'd
On such & time as gocs before the leaf,
\When all the wood stands in a mist of green,
And nothing perfect : yet the brook he loved,
For which, 1n branding summers of Bengal,
Or ev'n tho sweet half-English Neilgherry air
I panted, seems, as I re-isten to it,
Pratthng the primrose fancies of the boy,
To me that loved him; for “ O brook,” he says,
“ O babbling brook,” says Edmund 1n his rhyme,
“Wheneo come you 1™ and the brook, whynot ? replies.
1 come from haunts of coot and hern,
I mako a sudden sall.
And sparkle out among the fern,
To bicker down n valley.
By thirty hills I hurry down,
“or .1.3 between tﬁridge!.
By teeaty thorps, & Tittle town,
And half & hundsed bridges.
Till Tst by Philip's farm T Bowr
To join the bnmming river,
For men may come and men may go,
But 1 go on for ever.

! Poor lad, ho_died at Florence, quite worn out,
Travelling to Naples, There is Darnley bridge,
1t has more ivy; there the river; and there
Stands Philip's farm whero brook and river meet.
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1 chatter over stony ways,
In littlo sharps and trebles,

I bubble into cddying bays,
I Babble on the pebbles.

- With many a curve my banks I fret
By many o field and fallow,
And many a fairy foreland set
With willow-weed and mallow.

I chatter, chatter, as I flow
To join the brimming river,

Tor men may come and. men may go,
But I go on for ever.

¢ But Philip chatter’d more than brook or bird;
Old Philip; all about the fields you caught
His weary daylong chirping, like the dry
High-elbow’d grigs that leap in summer grass. .

I wind about, and in and out,
With here a blossom sailing,
And here and thers a lusty trout,

And here and there a grayling,

And here and there o foamy flake
Upon me, as I travel

With many a silvery waterbreak
Above the golden gravel,

And draw them all along, and flow
To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go, ~
But I go on for ever.

¢ O darling Katic Willows, his one child !
A maiden of our century, yet most meek;
A daughter of our meadows, yet not coarse;
Straight, but as lissome as a hazel wand ;
Her eyes a bashful azure, and her hair
In gloss and hue the chestnut, when the shell
Divides threefold to show the fruit within.

‘ Sweet Katie, once I did her a good turn,
Her and her far-off cousin and betrothed,
{ames Willows, of one name and heart with her.
For here I came, twenty years back-—the week
Before I parted with poor Edmund; crost
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By that old bridge which, half in ruins thcn,
8till makes a hoary oyebrow for the gleam
Beyond it, whero the waters marry—crost,
Whistling a random bar of Bonny Doon,

And push’d .0 T ° + gate,
Half-parted { . .o 10,
Stuck; and v - Run

To Katio somewhere in the “ulks below,

* Run, Katio!” Katic never ran: sho moved
To mect me, winding under woodbine bowers,
A little flutter’d, with her eyelids down,
Tresh apple-blossom, blushing for a boon.

* What was it ? less of sentiment than sense
Had Katie; not illiterato; nor of those
Who dubblmg m the fount of fictivo tears,
And nursed by mealy-mouth'd philanthropies,
Divorce tho Fecling from her mato the Deed.

* She told me. She and James had quarreli'd. Why ?
What cause of quarrcl? None, she said, no cause:
James had no cause: but when I prest the cause,
I learnt that James had flickering jealousics
Which anger’d her. \WVho anger’d James 7 I said,
But Katio snatch’d her oyes at once from mine,
And sketching with her slender pointed foot
Some figure like & wizard’s pentagram
On garden gravel, let my query pass
Unclaim'd, in ﬂushmg silence, till I ask’d
If James were coming. “ Coming cvery day,”
Sho answer'd, “cver longing to esplain,

But evermoro her father came across

With somo long-winded tale, and broke him short ;
And James departed vext with him and her”
How could I help her t “ Would I—was it wrong 1"
(Claspt hands and that petitionary graco

Of sweet seventeen subdued me ere she spoke)

“ O would I take her father for one hour,

For ono half-hour, and Jet him talk to me!™
And even while she spoke, I saw where James
Made toward us, like a wader in tho surf,

Boyond the brook, waist-deep in meadow-sweet.
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Old waifs of rhyme, and bowing o’er the brook

A tonsured head in middle age forlorn, :

Mused, and was mute. On a sudden a low breath

Of tender .air made tremble in the hedge

The fragile bindweed-bells and briony rings ;

And he look'd up._  There stood a maiden near,

Waiting to pass. In much amaze he stared

On cyes a bashful azure, and on hair

In gloss and hue the chestnut, when the shel]

Divides threefold to show the fruit +within -

Then, wondering, ask’d her ¢ Are you from the farm 7

‘ Yes,” answer'd she. * Pray stay alittle : pardon me-

What dotheveallyou?” ‘Katie’ ‘That werestrangs

What surname ?° ‘ Willows” *No!® “Thzt iz mv
name.’

¢ Indead !’ and here he look'd so self.perplex

That Kartie langh’d. aod langhing Blush’d) :51 ke

Laugh'd also, bot as oxne before he wakes
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THE LETTERS

1
STILL on the tower stood the vane,
A black yew gloom'd the stagnant air,
1 peer’d athwart the chancel pane
And saw the sitar cold and baro.
A clog of Tead was round my feet,
A band of pain across my brow;
¢ Cold altar, Heaven and carth shall meet
Before you hear my marriage vow.” .

n
I turn’d and humm’d o bitter song
That mock’d the wholesome human heart,
And then we met in wrath and wrong,
Wo met, but only meant to part.
Full cold my preeting was and dry;
She faintly smiled, she hardly moved;
T saw with half.unconscious eyo
She wore the colours I approved.

m
She took the little ivory chest,
With half a sigh sho turn’d the key,
Then raised her head with lips comprest,
And gave my letters back to me.
And gavo thoe trinkets and the rings,
My gifts, nhen gifts of mine rould pleaso;
As Jooks n father on the things
Of his dead son, 1 look'd on these.

™
8ho told me all her friends had said;
I raged against the public liar;
8ho talk’d ns if her love were dead,
But in my words were seeds of fire.
* No moro of love; your sex is known:
X never will be twice deceived.
Henecforth 1 trust the man alone,
The woman cannot be believed,
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In bright vignettes, and each complete;
Of tower or duomo, sunny-sweet,

Or palace, how the city glitter’d,
Thro’® cypress avenues, at our feet.

But when we crost the Lombard plain
Remember what.a plague of rain;

Of rain at Reggio, rain at Parma ;
At Lodi, rain, Piacenza, rain.

And stern and sad (so rare the smiles

Of sunlight) look’d the Lombard piles;
Porch-pillars on the lion resting,

And sombre, old, colonnaded aisles.

O Milan, O the chanting quires,
The giant windows’ blazon’d fires,

The height, the space, the gloom, the glory!
A mount of marble, a hundred spires!

I climb’d the roofs at break of day;
Sun-smitten Alps before me lay.

I stood among the silent statues,
And statued pinnacles, muie as they.

How faintly-flush’d, how phantom-fair,
Was Monte Rosa, hanging there

A thousand shadowy-pencill'd valleys
And snowy dells in a golden air.

Remember how we came at last

To Como; shower and storm and blast
Had blown the lake beyond his limit,

And all was flooded ; and how we past

From Como, when the light was grey,
And in my head, for half the day,

The rich Virgilian rustic measure
Of Lari Maxume, all the way,

Like ballad-burthen musie, kept,
As on The Lariano crept

To that fair port below the castle
Of Queen Theodolind, where we slept
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Or hardly slept, but watch'd anake
A cypress in the moonlight shako,

Tho moonlight touching o'er a terrace
Ong tall Agavé above the lake.

What more t we took our last adieu,
And up the snowy Splugen drow,

But ero wo reach’d the highest summit
I pluck’d a daisy, I gave it you.

It told of England then to me,
And now it tells of Italy,

O love, we two shall go no longer
To lands of summer across the sea;

So dear a life your arms enfold
Whoso crying is a cry for gold :

Yot here to-night in this dark city,
When ill and weary, alone and cold,

1 found, tho® erush’d to hard and dry,
This nurseling of another sky

8till in the Little book you lent me,
And whero you tenderly fnid it by :

And I forgot the clouded Forth,

The gloom that saddens Heaven snd Earth,
The bitter cast, the misty summer

And grey metropolis of the North,

Perchance, to lull the throbs of pair,
Perchance, to charm a vacant brain,

Perchanes, to dream you still beside me,
My fancy fled to the Bouth again,
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THE WAR
[First published in the Times, May 9, 1859.]

*foERE is a sound of thunder afar,
Storm in the South that darkens the day,
Storm of battle and thunder of war, .
Well, if it do not roll our way.
Storm ! storm! Riflemen form!
Ready, be ready to meet the storm!
Riflemen, riflemen, riflemen form !

Be not deaf to the sound that warns!
Be not gull’d by a despot’s plea !
Are figs of thistles, or grapes of thorns?
How should a despot set men free ?
Form! form! Riflemen form!
Ready, be ready to meet the storm!
Riflemen, riflemen, riflemen form!

Yet your reforms for a moment go,
Look to your butts and take good aims,
Better a rotten borough or so,

Than a rotten fleet or a city in flames!
Form! form! Riflemen form!
Ready, be ready to meet the storm!
Riflemen, riflemen, riflemen form !

Form, be ready to do or die!
Form in Freedom’s name and the Queen’s!
True, that we have a faithful ally,
But. only the Devil knows what he means.
-Formt form! Riflemen form !
Ready, be ready to meet the storm !
Riflemen, riflemen, riflemen form !



IDYLLS OF THE KING

(First publubed 1359.]

DEDICATION
{Firet pablisbed in 1562.]

Tiest to His Memory—since he beld them dear,
Perchance as finding there unconsciously

Some image of himsell—I dedicate,

I dedicate, I consecrate with tears—

Theso Idylls.

And indeed He scems to me
Scarce other than my own idesl kmight,
¢ Who reverenced his conscience as hus king ;
Whose glory was, redressing human wrong,
Who spake no slander, no, nor listen'd to 1t ;
Who loved cne only and who clave to her—'
Her—over sl whose realms to therr last isle,
Commingled with the gloom of imminent war,
The shadow of His Jows drew hike eclipse,
Darkening the world. We have lost him . he is gone:
We know him now: all narrow jealousies
Aro silent, and we see him as he moved,
How modest, kindly, all-accomplish'd, wise,
With what sublime repression of himself,
And in what limits, and how tenderly ;
Not swaying to this faction or to that;

3
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Not making his high place the lawless perch
Of wing’d ambitions, nor a vantage-ground
Tor pleasure; but thro’ all this tract of years
. Wearing the white flower of a blameless life,
Before a thousand peering littlenesses,

In that fieree light which beats upon a throne,
And blackens every blot : for where is he,
Who dares foreshadow for an only son

A Jovelier life, a more unstain’d, than his-?
Or how should England dreaming of is sons
Hope more for these than some inheritance
Of such a life, & heart, a mind as thine, -
Thou noble Father of her Kings to be,
Laborious for her people and her poor—
Voice in the rich dawn of an ampler day—
Far-sighted summoner of War and Waste

To fruitful strifes and rivalries of peace—
Sweet nature gilded by the gracious gleam

Of letters, dear to Science, dear to Art,

Dear to thy land and ours, a Prince indeed,
Beyond all titles, and a household name,
Herecafter, thro’ all times, Albert the Good.

Break not, O womsan’s-heart, but still endure ;
Broak not, for thou art Royal, but endure,
Remembering all the beauty of that star
Which shone so close beside Thee, that yo made
Ono light togother, but has past and leaves
The Crown a lonely splendour.

May all lovo
His love, unseen but felt, o’ershadow Thee,
The love of all Thy sons encompass Theo,
The love of all Thy daughters cherish Thee,
The love of all Thy people comfort Thee,
Till God’s love set Thee at his side again !
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ENID

Tux brave Geraint, a knght of Arthur's court,
A tributary prineo of Devon, one

Of that great order of the Table Round,

Had married Enid, Yaiol's only child,

And loved her, as he loved the hight of Heaven,
And a3 the light of Heaven vanes, now

At sunrise, now ab sunset, now by night

With moon and trembling stars, so Joved Geramt
To mako her beauty vnr{ day by day,

In crimsons and in purples and in gems.

And Enid, but to please her husband's eye,
Who first hiad found and loved her in a sfate
Ot broken fortunes, daily fronted him

In somo fresh splendour; and the Queen herself,
Grateful to Prince Geraint for servico done,
Loved lier, and often with her own white hands
Array’d and deck'd her, as the Jovelest,

Next after her own self, in all the const,

And Enid Joved the Queen, and with true heart
Adored her, as the stateliest and the best

And loveliest of all women upon carth.

And sceing them so tender and 5o close,

Long in their common love rejoiced Geraint.
But when a rumour yoso about the Queen,
Touching her guilty love for Lancelot,

Tho' yet thete lived no proof, nor yet was heard
Tho world's Joud whisper breaking into storm,
Not less Gemint bebeved it; and there fell

A horror on him, lest his gentle wife,

Thro’ that great tendemness for Guinevere,

Had suffer'd, or should suffer any taint

In nature: wherefore going to the king,

He made 1his pretext, that his princedom lay
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The massive square of his heroie breast,
And arms on which the standing musecls sloped,
As slopes & wild brook o'er a httle stone,
Running too vehemently to break upon it.
And Enid woke and sat beside the couch,
Admiring him, and thought within herself,
Was ever man so grandly made as he ?
Then, like a shadow, past the people’s talk
And accusation of uxoriousness

Across her mind, and bowing over him,
Low to her own heart piteously she said :

* O noble breast and all-puissant arms,
Am I the cause, I the poor cause that men .
Reproach you, saying all your force is gone ?
I am the cause because I daro not speal
And tell him what I think and what they say.
And yet I hate that ho should linger here;
I cannot love my lord and not s name.
Far hefer had I gird his barness on him,
And ride with him to battle and stand by, .
And watch his mightful hand striking great blows
At eaitiffs and at wrongers of the world.
Far better were I laid i the dark earth,
Not hearing any more his noble voice,
Not to be folded more in these dear arms,
And darken’d from the high light in his eyes,
Than that my Jord thro' me should suffer shame.
Am I so bold, and could I so stand by,
Aud see my dear lord wounded in the strife,
Or maybe pierced to death before mine eyes,
And yet not dare to tell him what I thmnk,
And how men slur him, saying all lus force
Is melted into mere effemmnacy ?

me, I fear that I am no true wife.

Half inwardly, half audibly she spoke,
And the strong passion in her made her weep
True tears upon his broad and naked breast,
And these awoke him, and by great mischance
He heard but fragments of her later words,
And that she fear'd she was not a true wife.
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And then he thought, ¢ In spite of all my care,
For all my pains, poor man, for all my pains,
She is not faithful to me, and I see her
Weeping for some gay knight in Arthur’s hall’
Then tho’ he loved and reverenced her too much
To dream she could be guilty of foul act,
Right thro’ his manful breast darted the pang
That makes a man, in the sweeb face of her
Whom he loves most, lonely and miserable.

At this he hurl’d his huge limbs out of bed,
And shook his drowsy squire awake and cried,
* My charger and her palfrey,’ then to her,

¢ I will ride forth into the wilderness ;

For tho’ it seems my spurs are yet to win,

I have not fall'n so low as some would wish.
And you, put on your worst and meanest dress
And ride with me.” And Enid ask’d, amazed,

¢ If Enid errs, let Enid learn her fault.

But he, ¢ I charge you, ask not but obey.*

Then she bethought her of a faded silk,

A faded mantle and a faded veil,

And moving toward a cedarn cabinet,

Wherein she kept them folded reverently

With sprigs of summer laid between the folds,
She took them, and array’d herself therein,
Remembering when first he came on her

Drest in that dress, and how he loved her in it,
And all her foolish fears about the dress,

And all his journey to her, as himself

Had told her, and their coming to the court.

For Arthur on the Whitsuntide before
Held court at old Caerleon upon Usk,
There on a day, he sitting high in hall,
Before him came a forester of Dean,
Wet from the woods, with notice of a hart
Tgller than all his fellows, milky-white,
First seen that day: these things he told the king.
Then the good king gave order to let blow
His horns for hunting on the morrow morn.
And when the Queen petition’d for his leave
To see the hunt, allow’d it easily.
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So with the morning all the court were gone.

PBat Gainevere Isy late into the morn,

Lost in sweet dreams, and dreaming of her love
For Lancelot, and forgetful of the hunt;

Pt rose at last, o single maiden m!.h'l:c:‘ ..
Took horse, and forded Usk, and g:u‘nd the wood;
There, on a little kmnoll beside it, stay'd R
Waiting to hear the hounds; but heard instesd

A sudden sound of hoofs, for Prince Geraizt,

Jate s7n —meeom o1l Nt T

Nor - -

Came .
Behind tuem, and so gallopd up e kzow
A purple scarf, af either end whereof

1
»
" . L.

* Late, late, Sic Prince,’ she said, *lter then we?®

* Yea, noble Queen,’ he zuswerd, ‘aod so Lute

That I but come like you to see the huzt,

Vot join it ° Therefore wait with me,’ she said;

¢ For on this little knoll, if anywhere,

There is good chance that we shall kear the hourds«
Here often they break covert at our feet.’

And while they Yisten'd for the distant buxt,
And chiefly for the baymg of Carall,
King Arthur’s hound of deepest mouth, there rede
Full slowly by a kaight, ludr, ar g dwarf ;
Wheroof th dwarf bgg ifest, SN; the knight
Had Yisor up, and showd & youthhi face,
Imperious, and of hanghtiest Tneamenta,
And Qurinamnen was = ges SSSREE

and sent,
arf; " b

. - pride,
~rauv wusiser snarply that gho should not k



488 IDYLLS OF THE KING

“Then will I ask it of himself,’ she said. )
¢ Nay, by my faith, thou shalt not,’ cried the dwarf;
«Thou art not worthy ev’n to speak of him ;"
And when she put her horse toward the knight,
Struck at her with his whip, and she return’d
Indignant to the Queen; at which Geraint
Exclaiming, ‘ Surely I will learn the name,’
Made sharply to the dwarf, and ask’d it of him,
Who answer'd as before; and when the Prince
Had put his horse in motion toward the knight,
Struck at him with his whip, and cut his cheek.
The Prince’s blood spirted upon the scarf,
Dyeing it ; and his quick, instinctive hand
Caught at the hilt, as to abolish -him :

But he, from his exceeding manfulness

And pure nobility of temperament,

Wroth to be wroth at such a worm, refrain’d
From ev'n a word, and so returning said :

‘I will avenge this insult, noble Queen,
Done in your maiden’s person to yourself :
And I will track this vermin to their earths:
For tho’ I ride unarm’d, I do not doubt
To find, at some place I shall come at, arms
On loan, or else for pledge; and, being found,
Then will I fight him, and will break his pride,
And on the third day, will again be here,
So that I be not fall’'n in fight. Farewell.’

* Farewell, fair Prince,” answer’d the stately Queen.
‘ Be prosperous in this journey, as in all;
And may you light on all things that you love,
And live to wed w*h her whom first you love :
But ere you wed:%ith any, bring your bride,
And 1, were she the daughter of a king,
an, tho’ she were a beggar from the hedge,
Will clothe her for her bridals like the sun.’

And Prince Geraint, now thinking that he heard
The noble hart at bay, now the far horn,
A little vext at losing of the hunt,
A little at the vile occasion, rode,
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By ups and downs, thro' many a grassy glade
Aid valley, with fixt eye following the three.
At last they issued from the world of wood,
And climb’'d upon a fair and even ridge,

And show’d themselves against the sky, and sank.
And thither came Geraint, and underneath
Beheld the long street of a little town

In a long valley, on one side of which,

White from the mason’s hand, a fortress rose;
And on one side a castle 1 decay,

Beyond a bridge that spann’d a dry ravine:
And out of town and valley came a noiso

As of a broad brook o'er a shingly bed
Brawling, or like a clamour of the rooks

At distance, ere they settle for the mght.

And onward to the fortress rode the three,
And enter’d, and were lost behind the walls.
¢ So,’ thought Geraint, * I have track’d hum to his earth’
And down the long street riding weanly,
Found every hostel full, and everyuhere
Was hammer laid to hoof, and the hot hiss
And bustling whistle of the youth who scour'd
His master’s armour ; and of such a one
He ask’d, * What means the tumult in the town ?’
Who told him, scouring still, *The spatrow-hank '’
Then riding close behind an ancient churl,
Who, smitten by the dusty sloping beam,
Went sweating underneath a sack of corn,
Ask’d yet once more what meant the hubbub here ?
Who answer'd gruffly, ¢ Ugh! the sparrow-hawk.’
Then riding further past an armourer's,
‘Who, with back turn’d, and bow’é~above his work,
Sat riveting a helmet on his knce,
Ho put the seli-same query, but the man
Not turning round, nor looking at him, said.
* Friend, he that labours for the sparrow-hank
Has little time for idle questioners.”
Whereat Geraint flash’d into sudden splecn
* A thousand pips eat up your sparrow-hawk!
Tits, wrens, and all wing'd nothings peck him dead!
Ye think the rustic cackle of your bomg

R3
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The murmur of the world ! What is it to me?

O wretched set of sparrows, one and all, ‘

Who pipe of nothing but of sparrow-hawks !

Speak, if you be not like the rest, hawk-mad,
Where can I get me harbourage for the night ?
And arms, arms, arms to fight my enemy ? Speak!’
At this the armourer turning all amazed

And seeing one so gay in purple silks,

Came forward with the helmet yet in hand

And answer’d, ¢ Pardon me, O stranger knight ;
We hold a tourney here to-morrow morn,

And there is scantly time for half the work.

Arms ? truth! I know not: all are wanted here.
Harbourage ? truth, good truth, I know not, save,
It may be, at Farl Yniol’s, o’er the bridge
Yonder.” He spoke and fell to work again.

Then rode Geraint, a little spleenful yet,
Across the bridge that spann’d the dry ravine.
There musing sat the hoary-headed Earl,

(His dress a suit of fray’d magnificence,

Once fit for feasts of ceremony) and said :

* Whither, fair son ?° to whom Geraint replied,

¢ O friend, I seek a harbourage for the night.’
Then Yniol, ‘ Enter therefore and partake

The slender entertainment of a house

Once rich, now poor, but ever open-door’d.’

¢ Thanks, venerable friend,” replied Geraint ;

‘ Bo that you do not serve me sparrow-hawks
For supper, I will enter, I will eat

With all the passion of a twelve hours’ fast.’ -
Then sigh’d and smiled the hoary-headed Earl,
And answer’d, ‘ Gyaver cause than yours is mine
To curse this hedgerow thief, the sparrow-hawk :
But in, go in; for save yourself desire it,

We will not touch upon him ev'n in jest.

‘Then rode Geraint into the castle court,
His charger trampling many a prickly star
Of sprouted thistle on the broken stones.
He look’d and saw that all was ruinous.
Here stood a shatter'd archway plumed with fern
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And lero had fall'n o great part of a tower,
Whole, like o crag that tumbles from the cliff,
And lke a crag was gay with wilding flowers «
And high above o piece of turrot stair,

Worn by the feet that now were silent, wound
Bare to the sun, and moustrous ivy-stems
Claspt the grey walls with hairy-fibred arms,
And suck’d tho joining of the stoncs, and look'd
A kuot, beneath, of snakes, aloft, a grove.

And while ke weited in the castle court,
The voico of Enid, Yniol’s daughter, rang
Clear thro' the open cascment of the Hall,
Singing ; and as the sweet voice of a bird,
Heard by the, lander in a lonely isle,
Moves him to think what kind of bird 1t is
That sings so delicately clear, and make
Conjecture of the plumage and the form;
So the sweet voice of Emd moved Geraint ;
And made him liko & man abroad at morn
When first the liquid noto beloved of men
Comes flying over many & windy wave
To Britain, and in April suddenly
Breaks from a coppico gemm'd with green and red,
And he suspends his converse with a friend,

Or it may Do the Iabour of his hands,

To think or say, ¢ Thero is tho mghtingale ;’

8o fared it with Geraint, who thought and said,
‘ Here, by God’s grace, is the one voico for me.

It chanced the song that Enid sang was ono
Of Fortune and her wheel, and Enid sang .

¢ Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel and lower the proud ;
Turn thy wild wheel thro” sunshine, storm, and cloud,
Thy wheel and theo we neither love nor hate.

¢ Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel with smile or frown;
With that wild wheel wo go not up or down;
Our hoard is little, but our hearts aro great,

¢Smile and we smile, the lords of many lands,
Frown and wo smile, the lords of our own hends;
For man is man and master of his fate.
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The murmur of the world! What is it to me?

O wretched set of sparrows, one and all,

Who pipe of nothing but of sparrow-hawks!

Speak, if you bo not like the rest, hawk-mad,
Where can I got me harbourage for the night ?
And arms, arms, arms to fight my enemy ? Speak!’
At this the armourer turning all amazed

And sceing one so gay in purple silks,

Came forward with the helmet yet in hand

And answer’d, © Pardon me, O stranger knight ;
We hold a tourney here to-morrow morn,

And there is scantly time for half the work.
Arms ? truth! I know not: all are wanted here.
Harbourage ? truth, good truth, I know not, save,
It may be, at Earl Yniol’s, o'er the bridge
Yonder” He spoke and fell to work again.

Then rode Geraint, a little spleenful yet,
Across the bridge that spann’d the dry ravine.
There musing sat tho hoary-headed Earl,

(His dress o suit "of fray’d magnificence,

Onco fit for feasts of ceremony) and said :

¢ Whither, fair son ?’ to whom Geraint replied,

¢ O friend, I seck a harbourage for the night.’
Then Yniol, ¢ Enter thercfore and partake

The slender entertainment of a house

Once rich, now poor, but over open-door’d.’

* Thanks, venerable friend,” replied Geraint;

¢ So that you do not serve me sparrow-hawks
For supper, I will enter, I will eat :
With all the passion of a twelve hours’ fast. -
Then sigh'd and smiled the hoary-headed Earl, -
And answer’d, ¢ Gpever cause than yours is mine
To curse this hedgérow thief, the sparrow-hawlk :
But in, go in; for save yourself desire it,

We will not touch upon him ev'n in jest.’

Then rode Geraint into the castle court,
His charger trampling many a prickly star
Of sprouted thistle on the broken stones.
Ho look’d and saw that all was ruinous.
Here stood a shatter’d archway plumed with fern s
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And here had fall’'n o great part of a tower,
Whole, like a crag that tumbles from the clifi,
And Lke a crag was gay with wilding flowers
Aund high above a piece of turret starr,

Worn by the feet that now were silent, wound
Bare to the sun, and monstrous ivy-stems
Claspt the grey walls with hairy-fibred arms,
And suck’d the joining of the stones, and look'd
A knot, beneath, of snakes, aloft, a grove.

And while he waited in the castle court,
The voice of Enid, Yniol's daughter, rang
Clear thro’ the open casement of the Hall,
Singing ; and as the sweet voico of a bird,
Heard by the, lander in a lonely isle,
Moves lum to think what kind of bird 1t is
That sings so delicately clear, and make
Conjecture of the plumage and the form;
So the sweet voice of Emd moved Geraint ;
And made him like & man abroad at morn
When first the liquid noto beloved of men
Comes flying over many a windy wave
To Britain, and in Apnl suddenly
Breaks from a coppice gemm'd with green and red,
And he suspends lus converse with a friend,

Or it may be the labour of his hands,

To think or say, ¢ There is the nightingale ;'

So fared it with Geraint, who thought and said,
‘ Here, by God's grace, is the one voice for me.

It chanced the song that Enid sang was one
Of Fortune and her wheel, and Enid sang *

* Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel and lower the prond ;
Turn thy wild wheel thro’ sunshine, storm, and clond ;
Thy wheel and thee we neither love nor hate.

¢ Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel with soule or frown ;
With that wild whecl we go not up or down,
Our hoard is little, but our hearts are great.

¢ 8mile and we smile, the lords of many lands,
Frown and vwe smile, the lords of our own hands;
Tor man is man and master of his fate.
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That crost the trencher as she laid it down:
But after all had caten, then Geraint,

Tor now the wine made summer in his veins,
Let his eye vovoe in following, or rest

On Enid at her lowly handmaid-work,

Now here, now there, about the dusky hall;
Then suddenly addrest the hoary Earl.

¢ Far Host and Earl, I pray your courtesy ,
This sparrow-hawk, what 13 fe, tell me of him.
His name ? but no, good faith, I %l not have 5t .
Tor if he be the kmght whom late I saw
Ride into that new fortress by your town,

White from the mason’s hand, then bave I sworn
From his own lips to have it—I am Geraint

0Of Devon—for tlus morning when the Queen

Sent her own maiden to demand the name,

His dwarf, 2 vicious under-shapen thing,

Struck at her with his whip, and she return’d
Indignant to the Queen; and then I swore

That I would track this caitiff to his hald,

And fight and break his pride, and hiave it of him,
And all unarm'd 1 rode, and thought to find
Arms in your town, whers all the men are mad;
They take the rustic murmur of therr bourg

For the great wave that echoes round the world ;
They would not hear me speak : but if you know
Where I can light on arms, or i yourself

Should have them, tell me, secing I have sworn
That I will break his pnde and iearn his name,
Avenging this great insult done the Queen.

Then eried Earl Yaiol, * Art thou he indeed,
Geraint, a name fsr-sounded among men
For noble deeds ¢ and truly I, when first
I saw you moving by me on the bridge,
Felt you were somewhat, yea and by your state
And presence might have guess’d you one of those
That eat in Arthur's hall at Camelot.
Nor speak I now from foolish flattery ;
For this dear child hath often heard me prase
Your feats of arms, and often when I pavsed
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Hath ask’d again, and ever loved to hear;

So grateful is the noise of noble deeds

To noble hearts who see but acts of wrong:

Q never yet had woman such a pair

Of suitors as this maiden; first Limours,

A creature wholly given to brawls and wine,
Drunk even when he woo’d ; and be he dead

I know not, but he past to the wild land.

The second was your foe, the sparrow-hawk,

My curse, my nephew—I will not let his name -
Slip from my lips if I can help it—he,

When I that knew him fierce and turbulent
Refused her to him, then-his pride awoke;

And since the proud man often is the mean,

He sow’d a slander in the common eag,
Affirming that his father left him gold,

And in my charge, which was not render’d to him;
Bribed with large promises the men who served
About my person, the more easily

Because my means were somewhat broken into
Thro® open doors and hospitality ;

Raised my own town against me in the night
Before my Enid’s birthday, sack’d my house;
From mine own earldom foully ousted mse;

Built that new fort to overawe my friends,

For truly there are those who love me yet;
And keeps me in this ruinous castle here,

Where doubtless he would put me soon to death,
But that his pride too much despises me :

And I myself sometimes despise myself ;

For I have let men be, and have their way ;

Am much too gentle, have not used my power:
Nor know I whether I be very base

Or very manful, whether very wise

Or very foolish; only this I know,

That whatsoever evil happen to me,

I seem to suffer nothing heart or limb,

But can endure it all most patiently.’

¢ Well said, true heart,’ replied Geraint, ¢ but arms:
g_‘hat if, as I suppose, your nephew fights
in next day’s tourney I may break his pride.
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And Yniol answer'd, * Arms, indecd, but old
And rusty, old and rusty, Prince Geraint,
Arc mine, and therefore at your asking, yours.
But in this tournament can no man tilt,
Except the lady he loves best be there.

Two forks are fixt into the meadow ground,
And over these is laid a silver wand,

And over that is placed the sparrow-hawk,
The prize of beauty for the fairest there.
And ‘this, what knight socver be in field
Lays claim to for the lady at Ius side,

And tilts with my good nephew thercupon,
Who being apt at arms and big of bone
Has ever won it for the lady with him,
And toppling over all antagonism

Has earn’d himself the name of sparrow-hawk.
But you, that bave no lady, cannot fight.

To whom Geraint with eyes all bnght replied,
Leaning a little toward him, ¢ Your leave!
Let me lay lance in rest, O noble host,
For this dear child, because I never saw,
Tho® havirg seen all beauties of our time,
Nor can #ee elsewhere, anything so fair,
And if T fall her name will yet remain
Untarnish’d as before; but if 1 hive,
8o aid me Heaven when at mine uttermost,
As T will make her truly my true wife

Then, hossoever patient, Yniol's heart
Danced in his bosom, seeing better days.
And looking round he saw not Enid there,
{Who hearing her own pame had shpt away)
But that old dame, to whom full tenderly
And fondling 2!l her hand in his he said,
* Mother, a maiden is a tender thing,
And best by ber that bore her understood.
Go thou to rest, but ere thou go to rest
Tell her, and prove her heart toward the Prince.?

8o spake the kindly-hearted Earl, and she
With frequent smile and nod departing found,
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With some surprise and thrice as much disdain
Turn’d, and beheld the four, and all his faco

Glow’d like tho heart of a great fire at Yule,

So burnt he was with passion, crying out,

* Do battle for it then,’ no more; and thrice

They clash'd together, and thrice they brake their

spears.,

Then each, dishorsed and drawing, lash’d at each

So often and with such blows, that all the crawd

Wonder'd, and now and then from distant walls

There came a clapping as of phantom hands,

So t\ric\e they fought, nnd twice they breathed, and
stil «

The dew of their great labour, and the blood

Of thewr strong bodies, flowing, drain’d their foree.

But either’s force was mateh'd till Yniol's cry,

¢ Remember that great msult done the Queen,’

Increased Geramnt’s, who heaved his blade aloft,

And erack’d the helmet thro’, and it the bone,

And {fell'd him, and set foot upou his breast,

And said, ‘ Thy name 7’ To whom the fallen man

Made answer, groaning, ‘ Edyrn, son of Nudd !

Ashamed am 1 that T should tell it thee,

My pride is broken : men have scen my fall.’

* Then, Edyrn, son of Nudd,’ replied Geraint,

¢ These two things shalt thou do, or else thou diest.

First, thou thyseli, thy lady, and thy dwarf,

Shalt ride to Arthur’s court, and bemng there,

Crave pardon for that insult done the Queen,

And shalt, abide her judgement on it; next,

Thou ehalt give back therr earldom to thy kin

These two thinge shalt thou do, or thou shalt die.*

And Edyrn answer'd, ‘ These things will I do,

For I have never yet been overthrown,

And thou hast overthrown me, and my Prida

Is broken down, for Enid sees my fallt

And rising up, he rode to Arthur’s court,

And there the Queen forgave him easily.

And being young, he changed himself, and grew

To hato the sin that seem’d so0 Jike his own

Of Modred, Arthur’s nephew, and fell at last

In the great battle fighting for the king.

s
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Halt disarray’d as to her rest, the girl;

Whom first she kiss’d on either cheek, and then
On either shining shoulder laid a hand,

And kept her off and gazed upon her face,

And told her all their converse in the hall,
Proving her heart : but never light and shade
Coursed one another more on open ground
Beneath a troubled heaven, than red and pale
Across the face of Enid hearing her;

While slowly falling as a scale that falls,

When weight is added only grain by grain,
Sank her sweet head upon her gentle breast;
Nor did she lift an eye nos speak a word,

Rapt in the fear and in the wonder of it}

So moving without answer to her rest

She found no rest, and ever fail'd to draw

The quiet night into her blood, but lay
Contemplating her own unworthiness ;

And when the pale and bloodless east began
To quicken to the sun, arose, and raised

Her mother too, and hand in hand they moved
Down to the meadow where the jousts were held,
And waited there for Yniol and Geraint.

And thither came the twain, and when Geraint
Beheld her first in fleld, awaiting him,
He felt, were she the prize of bodily force,
Himself beyond the rest pushing could move
The chair of Idris. Yniol’s rusted arms
Were on his princely person, bub thro® these
Princelike his bearing shone; and errant knights
And ladies came, and by and by the town
Flow'd in, and settling circled all the lists.
And there they fixt the forks into the ground,
And over these they placed a silver wand
And over that a golden sparrow-hawk.
Then Yniol's nephew, after trumpet blown,
§pake to the lady with him and proclaim’d,
Advance and take as fairest of the fair,
For T these two years past have won it for thee,
The prize of beauty.” Loudly spake the Prince,
Forbear : there is a worthier,” and the knight
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\Vith some surprise and thrice as much disdain

Turn’d, and beheld the four, and all his face

Glow'd litke tho lLeart of a great fire at Yule,

So burnt ho was with passion, erying out,

* Do battlo for 1t then,” no more; and thrice

They clash’d together, and thrice they brake their
spears.

Then each, dishorsed and drawing, lash’d at each

So often and with such blows, that all the crond

Wonder’d, and now and then from distant walls

There camo a clapping as of phantom hands,

So twicle they fought, and twice they breathed, and
stl .

The dew of their great labour, and the blood

Of their strong bodies, flowing, dram’d their force.

But either’s forco was match’d till Ynrol's cry,

* Remember that great insult done the Queen,’

Increased Geraint’s, who heaved his blade aloft,

And crack’d the helmet thro’, and bit the bone,

And fell'd him, and set foot upon his breast,

And said, ‘ Thy name ?’ To whom the fallen man

Made answer, groaning, ‘ Edyrn, son of Nudd!

Ashamed am I that I should tell 1t thee.

My pride is broken : men have scen my fall.’

‘ Then, Edyrn, son of Nudd,’” replied Gerzint,

‘ These two things shalt thou do, or else thou diest.

Furst, thou thyself, thy lady, and thy dwarf,

Shalt ride to Arthur’s court, and being there,

Crave pardon for that insult done the Queen,

And shalt sbide her judgement on it; next,

Thou shalt give back their earldom to thy kin,

These two things shalt thou do, or thou shalt die.

And Edym enswer'd, ‘ These things will I do,

For T have never yet been overthrown,

And thou hast overthrown me, and my pride

Is broken down, for Emd sees my fall'!’

And rising up, he rode to Arthur's cours,

And thgre the Queen forgave him easily.

And being young, he changed himself, and grew

To hate the sin that seem’d so like his own

Of Modred, Arthur’s nepher, and fell at last

Ia the great battle Sghting for the king.
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¢ See here, my child, how fresh the colours look,
How fast they hold like colours of a shell
That keeps the wear and polish of the wave.
Why not ? it never yet was worn, I trow:
Look on it, child, and tell me if you know it’

And Enid look’d, but all confused at first,
Could scarce divide it from her foolish dream :
Then suddenly she knew it and rejoiced,

And answer'd, ¢ Yea, I know it; your good gift,
So sadly lost on that unhappy night ;

Your own good gift !’ ¢ Yea, surely,’ said the dame,
* And gladly given again this happy morn.

Tor when the jousts were ended yesterday,

Went Yniol thro’ the town, and everywhere

He found the sack and plunder of our house

All scatter’d thro’ the houses of the town;

And gave command that all which once was ours,
Should now be ours again: and yester-eve,
While you were talking sweetly with your Prince,
Came one with this and laid it in my hand,

For love or fear, or seeking favour of us,

Because we have our earldom back again.

And yester-eve I would not tell you of it,

But kept it for a sweet surprise at morn.

Yea, truly is it not a sweet surprise ?

For I myself unwillingly have worn

My faded suit, as you, my child, have yours,
And howsoever patient, Yniol his.

Ah, dear, he took me from a goodly house,

With store of rich apparel, sumptuous fare,

And page, and maid, and squire, and seneschal,
And pastime both of hawk and hound, and all
That appertains to noble maintenance.

Yea, and he brought me to a goodly house ;

But since our fortune slipt from sun to shade,
And all thro’ that young traitor, cruel need
Constrain’d us, but a better time has come ;

So clothe yourself in this, that better fits

Our mended fortunes and a Prince’s bride :

For tho’ you won the prize of fairest fair,

And tho’ 1 heard him call you fairest fair,
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Remembering how first he came on her,

Drest in that dress, and how he loved her in it,
" And all her foolish fears about the dress,

And all his journoy toward her, as himself
Had told her, and their coming to the court.

And now this morning when be said to her,
‘ Put on your worst and meanest dress,” she found
And took it, and array’d herself therein.

O purblind race of miserable men,
How many among us ab this very hour
Do forge a life-long trouble for ourselves,
By taking true for false, or false for true;
Here, thro’ the feeble twilight of this world
Groping, how many, until we pass and reach
That other, where we sce as we arc seen !

So fared it with Geraint, who issuing forth
That morning, when they both had got to horse,
Perhaps becanse he loved her passionately,

And felt that tempest brooding round his heart,
Which, if he spoke at all, would break perforce
Upon a head so dear in thunder, said :

* Not at my side. I charge you ride before,
Lver a good way on before; and this

1 charge you, on your duty as a wife,

Whatever happens, not to speak to me,

No, not a word !’ and Enid was aghast;

And forth they rode, but scarce three paces on,
When crying out * Effeminate as I am,

I will not fight my way with gilded arms,

All shall be iron ;” he loosed a mighty purse,
Hung at his belt, and hurl’d it toward the squire.
So the last sight that Enid had of home

Was all the marble threshold flashing, strown
With gold and scatter’d coinage, and the squire
Chafing his shoulder : then he cried again,

* To the wilds !’ and Enid leading down the tracks
Thro’ which he bade her lead him on, they past
The marches, and by bandit-haunted holds,

Grey swamps and pools, waste places of the hern,
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And wildernesses, perilous paths, they rode :
Round was their pace at first, but slacken'd soon:
A stranger meetmg them had surely thought
They rode so slowly and they look’d so pale,
That each had suffer'd some exceeding wrong.
For he was ever gaying to himself,

¢ 0 I that wasted time to tend upon her,

To compass her with sweet observances,

To dress her beautifully and keep her true’—
And there he broke the sentence in his heart
Abruptly, as a man upon his tongue

May break it, when his passion masters him.
And she wag ever praying the sweet heavens
To save her dear lord whole from any wound.
And ever in her mind she cast about

For that annoticed failing mn herself,

Which made him Jook so cloudy and so cold ;
Tiil the great plover’s human whistle amazed
Her heart, and glancing round the waste she fear'd
In every wavering brake an ambuscade.

Then thought again, * If there be such in me,
I might amend it by the grace of heaven,

It he would only speak and tell me of it}

But when the fourth part of the day was gone,
Then Enid was aware of three tall knights
On horseback, wholly arm’d, behind a rock
In shadow, waiting for them, caitiffs all ;
And heard one crying to his fellow, ¢ Look,
Hero comes a laggard hanging down his head,
YWho seems no bolder than a beaten hound ;
Cone, we will sl2y him and will have his horse
And armour, and his damsel shall be ours.!

Then Enid ponder’d in her heart, and said :
‘I will go back a little to my lord,
And T will tell him all their caitiff talk;
For, be he wroth even to slaying me,
Far lefer by his dear hand had 1 die,
Than that my lord should suffer loss or shame.’

Then she went back some paces of return,
Met his full frown timidly firm, and said :



504 IDYLLS OF THE KING A

Remembering how first he came on her,

Drest in that dress, and how he loved her in if,
And all her foolish fears about the dress,

And all his journey toward her, as himself
Had told her, and their coming to the court.

And now this morning when he said to her,
¢ Put on your worst and meanest dress,” she found
And took it, and array’d herself therein.

O purblind race of miserable men,
How many among us at this very hour
Do forge a life-long trouble for ourselves,
By taking true for false, or false for true;
Here, thro’ the feeble twilight of this world
Groping, how many, until we pass and reach
That other, where we see as we are seen!

So fared it with Geraint, who issuing forth
That morning, when they both had got to horse,
Perhaps because he loved her passionately,

And felt that tempest brooding round his heart,
Which, if he spoke at all, would break perforce
Upon a head so dear in thunder, said :

‘ Not at my side. I charge you ride before,
Ever a good way on before; and this

I charge you, on your duty as a wife,

Whatever happens, not to speak to me,

No, not a word !’ and Enid was aghast; |

And forth they rode, but scarce three paces on,
When crying out ¢ Effeminate as I am,

I will not fight my way with gilded arms,

All shall be iron;’ he loosed a mighty purse,
Hung at his belt, and hurl’d it toward the squire.
So the last sight that Enid had of home

Was all the marble threshold flashing, strown
With gold and scatter’d coinage, and the squire
Chafing his shoulder : then he eried again,

‘ To the wilds!’ and Enid leading down the tracks
Thro’ which he bade her lead him on, they past
The marches, and by bandit-haunted holds,

Grey swamps and pools, waste places of the hern,
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And wildernesses, perilous paths, they rode:
Round was their pace at first, but slacken'd soon :
A stranger meeting them had surely thought
They rode so slowly and they look’d so pale,
That each had suffer’d some exceeding wrong.
For he was ever saying to himself,

¢ O I that wasted fime to tend upon her,

To compass her with sweet observances,

To dress her beautifully and keep her true’—
Ang there he broke the sentence In bis heart
Abruptly, as a man upon his tongue

May break it, when his passion masters him.
And she was ever praying the sweet heavens
To save her dear lord whole from any wound,
And ever in her mind she cast about

For that unnoticed failing 1n herself,

Which made him look so cloudy and zo cold ;
Tdl the great plover’s buman whistle amazed
Her heart, and glancing round the waste she fear’d
In every wavering brake an ambuscade.

Then thought again, ‘ If there be such in me,
I might amend it by the grace of heaven,

If he would only speak and tell me of it.”

But_when the fourth part of the day was gone,
Then Enid was aware of three tall knights
On horseback, wholly arm’d, behind a rock
In shadow, waiting for them, caitiffs all ;
And heard one crying to lus fellow, ¢ Look,
Here comes a laggard hangiog down his head,
Who seems no bolder than a beaten hound ;
Come, we will slay him and will have his horse
And armour, and his damsel shall be ours.”

Then Enid ponder’d in her heart, and said :
* I will go back a little to my Jlord,
And I will tell him all their caitiff talk;
For, be he wroth even to slaying me,
Far liefer by his dear hand had I die,
Than that my lord should suffer loss or shame.

Then she went back some paces of return,
Met his full frown timidly firm, and said :
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And all at once should sally out upon me,
I swear it would not ruffle me so much
As you that not obey me. Stand aside,
And if T fall, cleave to the better man.

And Enid stood aside to wait the event,
Not dare to watch the combat, only breathe
Short fits of prayer, at every stroke a breath.
And he, she dreaded most, bare down upon him.
Aim’d at the helm, his lance err’d ; hut Geraint’s,
A little in the late encounter strain’d,
Struck thro’ the bulky bandit’s corslet home,
And then brake short, and down his enemy roll’d,
And there lay still ; as he that tells the tale, )
Saw once a greab piece of a promontory,
Thab had a sapling growing on i, slip
From the long shore-cliff’s windy walls to the beach
And there lie still, and yet the sapling grew :
So lay the man transfist. His craven pair
Of comrades, making slowlier at the Prince,
When now they saw their bulwark fallen, stood ;
On whom the victor, to confound them more,
Spurr’d with bis terrible war-cry; for as one,
That listens near a torrent mountain-brook,
All thro’ the crash of the near cataract hears
The drumming thunder of the huger fall
At distance, were the soldiers wont to hear
His voice in battle, and be kindled by it,
And foemen scared, like that false pair who turn’d
Flying, but, overtaken, died the death
Themselves had wrought on many an innocent.

Thereon Geraint, dismounting, pick’d the lance
That pleased him best, and drew from those dead wolv
Their three gay suits of armour, each from each,
And bound them on their horses, each on each,
And tied the bridle-reins of all the three
Together, and said to her, ¢ Drive them on
Before you,” and she drove them thro’ the wood.

He follow’d nearer still : the pain she had
To keep them in the wild ways of the wood,
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Two sets of three laden with jingling arms,
Together, served a littlo to disedge

The sharpness of that pain about her beart :

And they themselves, hike creatures gently born |
Bub_into bad hands fal’'n, and now so long

By bandits groom’d, prick’d their light ears, and felt
Her low firm voice and tender government.

So thro® the green gloom of the wood they past,
And issuing under open heavens beheld
A little town with towers, upon a rock,
And close beneath, a meadow gemhike chased
In the brown wild, and mowers mowing in it :
And down a rocky pathway from the place
There came 4 fair-hair’d youth, that in his hand
Bare victual for the mowers: and Gersint
Had ruth agsin on Emd leoking pale .
Then, moving downward to the meadow gmund,
He, when the fair-hair’d youth came by him, said,
¢ Friend, let her eat; the damsel iy so faint.
¢ Yea, willingly,” rephed the youth; ‘and you,
My lord, eat also, tho’ the fare is coarse,
And only meef for mowers;’ then set down
His basket, and dismounting on the sward
They let the horses graze, and ate themselves,
And Enid took a little delicately,
Less having stomach for it than desire
To close with her lord’s pleasure, but Geraint
Ate all the mowers' vietual unawares,
And when he found all empty, was amazed ;
And * Boy," said he, ‘I have eaten all, but take
A horso and arms for guerdon; choose the best.”
He, reddening in oxtremity of delight,
“ My lord, you overpay me fifty-fold.
“You will all the wealthier,” ¢ried the Prince.
1 take'it as freo gift, then,’ said the boy,
¢ Not guerdon; for myselt can easily,
While your good damsel rests, return, and fetch
Fresh victual for these mowers of our Earl;
For theso are his, and all the field is his,
And I myself am his; and I will tell him
How great o man you are: he loves to know
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Enid, the loss of whom has turn’d me wild—
What chance is this ¢ how is it I se¢ you here ?
You are in my power ab last, are in my power.
Yet fear me not: I call mine own self wild,

But keep a touch of sweeb civility

Here in the heart of waste and wilderness.

I thought, but that your father came bebween,
In former days you saw me favourably.

And if it were so do not keep it back :

Make me a little happier : let me know if:

Owe you me nothing for a life half-lost ?

Yea, yea, the whole dear debt of all you are.
And, Enid, you and he, I see it with joy—

You sit apart, you do not speak to him,

You come with no attendance, page or maid,

To serve you—does lie love you as of old ?

For, call it lovers’ quarrels, yet I know

Tho’ men may bicker with the things they love,
They would not make them laughable in all eyes,
Not while they loved them; and your wretched dress,
A wretched insult on you, dumbly speaks

Your story, that this man Joves you no more.
Your beauty is no beauty to him now :

A common chance—rvight well I know it—pall’d—
For I know men: nor will you win him back,
For the man’s love once gone never returns.

But here is one who loves you as of old ;

With more exceeding passion than of old:

Good, speak the word: my followers ring him round :
He sits unarm’d ; I hold a finger up;

They understand ¢ no; I do not mean blood :
Nor need you look so scared at what I say :

My malice is no deeper than a moat,

No stronger than a wall: there is the keep;

He shall not cross us more; speak but the word:
Or speak it not; but then by Him that made me
The one true lover which you ever had,

I will make use of all the power I have.

O pardon me! the madness of that hour,

When first I parted from you, moves me yeb.’

At this the tender sound of his own voice
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And sweet self-pity, or the fancy of it,

Made his eye moist; but Emd fear'd his eyes,
Moist as they were, wine-heated from the feast;
And answer’d with sueh craft as women use,
Guilty or gmltless, to stave off a chance

That breaks upon them perously, and soid :

¢ Earl, of you love me as in former years,
And do not practise on me, come with morn,
And snatch me from hum as by violenco,
Leave me to-night . I am weary to the death.’

Low at leave-taking, with s brandish’d plume
Brushing his instep, bow’d the all-amorous Earl,
And the stout Prince bad him a loud good-night.
He meving homeward babbled to his men,

How Eowd never loved a man bat lum,
Nor cared a broken egg-sheil for her lord.

But Enid left alone with Prince Geraint,
Debating his command of stlence gtven,
And that she now perforce must violato it,
Held commune with herself, and while she held
Ho fell astecp, and Enid had no heart
To wake hun, but hung o’er hun, wholly pleased
To find him yet unwounded after fight,
And hear him breathing low and equally.
Anon she rose, and stepping hghtly, heap'd
The preces of hrs armour 1 one place,
All to be thero agamst a sudden need ,
Then dozed awlile herself, but overtol'd
By that day’s grief and travel, evermoare
Seem’d catching at a rootless thorn, and then
Went slipping down horrible precipices,
And strangly stridang out her limbs avwoke,
Then thought she heard the wild Earl at the door,
With all s rout of random followers,
Bound on a dreadful trumpet, summontag ler,
Which was the red cock shouting to the holi,
As the grey dawn stole o'er the dewy world,
And glmmer'd on his armour 1w the room
And once again she rose to look at .
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But touch’d it unawares: jangling, the casque
Fell, and he startéd up and stared ab her.

Then breaking his command of silence given,

She told him all that Farl Limours had said,
Except the passage that he loved her notb;

Nor left untold the craft herself had used ;

But ended with apology so sweet,

Low-spoken, and of so few words, and seem’d

So justified by that necessity, )

That tho’ he thought ‘ was it for him she wept
In Devon ?° he but gave a wrathful groan,
Saying, ¢ Your sweet faces make good fellows fools
And traitors, Call the host and bid him bring
Charger and palfrey.” So she glided out

Among the heavy breathings of the house,

And like a household Spirit at the walls

Beat, till she woke the sleepers, and return’d :
Then tending her rough lord, tho’ all unask’d,

In silence, did him service as a squire ;

Till issuing arm’d he found the host and eried,

¢ Thy reckoning, friend ?’ and ere he learnt it, * Take
Five horses and their armours;’ and the host,
Suddenly honest, answer’d in amaze,

‘ My lord, I scarce have spent the worth of one!’
‘You will be all the wealthier,” said the Prince,
And then to Enid, ‘ Forward! and to-day

I charge you, Enid, more especially,

What thing soever you may hear, or see,

Or fancy {tho’ I count it of small use

To charge you) that you speak not but obey.

And Enid answer’d, ¢ Yea, my lord, I know
Your wish, and would obey; but riding first,
I hear the violent threats you do not hear,

I see the danger which you cannot see :
Then not to give you warning, that seems hard ;
Almost beyond me : yet I would obey.

‘Yea so0,” said he, “do it: be not too wise ;
Seeing that you are wedded to a man,
Not quite mismated with a yawning clown,
But one with arms to guard his head and yours,
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