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INTRODUCTION

HERE arc many things we cannot understand, and conse-
Tquemly we turn to those people who can interpret them
for us. The most difficult thing to realize is life itself, 2nd
here it is that poctry finds its proper place in trying to aid
us in our attempt to understand life and all that is 2bout us.
This it does in terms of feeling and tmagination. It is in
this interpretation that the spinit of poetry is botn, but for
it to reach us the poet has to give it bodily form. This he
does in thythmical language and metre,

Some pocts and cntics have tried to tell us what their
poetry is, but poetry, full of wonder and thoughts almost
too deep fot expression, is hard to define,  Add together a
number of definitions, and then you may 2pproach the verge
of the land of magic casements.  Add together every defini-
tion of a rose, you are still left without realizing your rose;
but see one, and the flash comes on that inward eye.

Dr Johnson declared poctry to be ““the art of umting
pleasure with truth by calling Imagination to the help of
|3 » . haen  RATan 1 n

1. -

4 el a1

this to task when he says, *“ Poetry has its origin jn emotion
tecollected in tranquillity,” for it is only after the poetic
experience that you can put it into words+ 1t is the same as
when you say that somethung “ left you speechless.”  Stmpler,
perhaps, are Carlyle’s  Poetry we call musical thought ™ and
Shelley's * The expression of the imagination.”  Dr Bridges
has said, ““ Poctry 15 an Art—that 15, onc of the Finc Arts —
and, using the word in this secognized sense, all Art is the

9






Ty T

INTRODUCTION

id. * In 1§70 there wss oo poerry of real value being
Gomend, Ipﬂ,gg;a; ia 1555 all the Eaghith world was
mdgg The Faerie Qrrene.”  Today heis not read. He bas
been called *the poet’s poct” berause other poets like
Milton 2nd Kears have learned from him u}u_ch :3}' zhfx m{f
—for thete 18 2 eaft of poctry 2s well a5 * divine inspiration.

We have not yet mentioned what are sometimes called
“schools * of poetry. It is difficult, 20d often misleading, to
6x labels, but 1t is convenient. By a *school * of poctry we
e s group of pacts of 2 suilar outlook snd pedod.  Men
tegatd the world in different ways: tmes change, 2nd what
was once insignificant becomes prevalent everywhere. Tastes
ia literatuze vary in different 2ges  Enplsh poetry can be
divided (as far as you can divide poctry) into two man schools
—the Classical (sometimes called the Augustan) and the
Romantic. They differ, as we shall sce, in what they say
and how they say it. When the poet 2nd dramatist Shake-
speate wrote he nsed nature as his parchment and humao
nature as hus ink.  He could call mankind to see how

the Boor of beaven

Ts tick ialadd wich patines of bnght gold;
be sang of Sowers, of Yove, of hate, of merriment, and pas-
sions that are eternal.  Great literatute always deals with the
permancnt things; the Bashes of the season and fickle fancies
of the passing moment produce Iteratare for the moment,
But there are, as Reiskin observed, books for all time 2s well
23 books for the hour. Shakespeare and his potasi
Wete essentially Romantic in their outlook, full of the apirit
of wonder,

Men, howeves, took their fancles into extreme reaims ;
their hinguage became affected and thus imtincese, No
infincerity can produce great an. People may Vike such
creations for a scason, but they will soon a5k for something,
of more permanence, These poets, whose dread of saying
what they meaat led them to use fosms of thought snd
speech that were extravagant and often absurd, are called

134




LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

“the metaphysical poets.” Among them are three religious
poets, Vaughan, Herbert, and Crashaw, the last of whom,
has been called the most mystical of English poets. He also
influenced Coleridge in Christabel. These poets and others
of their style, with poetic conceits dimming real poetic feel:
ing, gave way to the common-sease poetry of Dryden and
Pope. Before them, however, came John Milton. i

“ God-gifted organ voice of England,” John Milton
stands a lonely figure in our poetry, being the only great poet
of his time. * Dark, dark, irrecoverably dark " was much
of his life, but his spirit was illumined by a light that shed a
radiance over his stern, Puritanic soul. His work is of a
religious character, often reflecting his Puritanism. Good
life, chastity, nobleness, and courage are marked features of
his poems ; he and Samson bad much in common.  Paradist
Lost, the greatest epic in our language, shows the wonderful
control he had over the poet’s medium, words. There are
faults, of coutrse, but the beauty of the blank verse has made
this poem outstanding,

Dryden and Pope are the two chief Classical poets.  Their
works were based on the Latin poets, and thus they are some-
times called Augustan, Dryden, who was a critic as well as
a poet, believed that Denham and Waller had shown the best
method of writing English verse. These two poets are now
almost forgotten, in spite of Dr Johnson’s declaration that
Denham was “ one of the fathers of English poetry.” Pre-
cision and polish their poems possess, but there is something
lacking. Denham wrote in this way :

My eye, descending from the hill, surveys

¢ Where Thames among the wanton valleys strays ;
Thames, the most loved of all the Ocean’s sons
By his old sire, to his embraces rugns,

This polished couplet was really 2 revolt against extravagant
!a:égusgc. I:i :umc:clill at relieving verse of ‘conceits,” and,
indcea, any 1deas which called for any effort of the imagina-
tion on the part of the reader. ! e

12



INTRODUCTION

The metre of the Augustan school is almost always deca-
syllabic thyming couplet, split up into five jambs : in other
words, ten-syllabled lioes, with a long syllable following a
short one. The end of the couplet 15 the cud of the®ense
of that particular portion, and there is the ead, 00, of the
grammatical structure. This can reaculy be scen in a few
Lines from Pope’s Ersay on Criticisr:

[ -

T — e

These lines arc typical of the hard-and-fast verse of the

Classical school of pocts, flourishing in what is called the

Age of Reason or Common Sense, 2 designation that is not

too good, for there is reason and sound common sense in the

Romantic poets. Passioq, fervour, decp insight, and emo-
B Y XL R -

- - Q]

o e T
was * studied through 2 drawing-room wiadow.” The dew
of the morning was lovely, but was apt to damp the feet and
the ardour of the poet.  So died Iynic poetry, and in its place
seigned the hard-and-fast couplet.

It is 2 trte saying that one can have too much even of 2
good thing.  Public taste changes with time, but 1t does not,
as 2 rule, change abrupdy. The greatest change came in
1798, but thete was a pertod from about 1720 to 1798 when
the * passing over® became obvious. Pictute a siver of
poetry, with the Classical bank on the one side and the
Rormaatic bank on the oppostte side. There 1s 2 bndge
across the siver. On that brdge stands the Trassition (the
’go'u;g across”) poetry, and this poctry cannot be said to be
on cither bank, yet rests on bath.  Each of the poets linng
the bridge has, 50 to speak, a foot on each bask, VA=

15 -
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cannot say these poets are Classical or Romantic: they show
charactesistics of both schools. S -

Once again Nature had something to say. Thomson, in
his Seasons, was infiuenced by Pope in onc of his occasional
Romantic moods. The Seasons was popular and generally
admired. People did not jeer at such lovely expressions as,

Thoughtless of beauty, she was beauty’s self,

Recluse amid the close-embowering woods.
The influence of Spenser was being felt again, and the natrow
view of man gradually slipped away : in fine, the ground was
being prepared for the real outburst of Romantic poetry.
But Johnson and Goldsmith kept to Pope’s couplet, though
Goldsmith was freet and more sympathetic in his poetry than
Pope was. He lacked Pope’s invective, and left us pictures
painted with deep sincerity.

The chicf poets of this period are Gray, Burns, Collins,
Blake, and Cowper.  Each of them has Romantic tendencies,
and each is a poct of note.  Often it is in their shorter lysical
poems that the truest Romantic touches are seen, though
there are many traces of that spirit in the longer poems of
Gray and Burns included in this book. Blake, the visionary
poet and artist, told us that we must

build Jerusalem
In England’s green and pleasant land.
Burns, who is in essence a Romantic, gave us the greatest
love songs we possess. He knew how to play upon the
harp of emotion, to bring forth plaintive melody and
moving music new to English poetry. His work is touched
by tenderness, and, like Blake’s, his humanitarianism is pro-
minent. Collins too was largely 2 Romantic, and, some
say, a greater poct than Gray. Cowpes, whose sad story-
touches the heart, sank ““ beneath a rougher sea”  Gray,
the perfect artist, left unfinished his most Romantic poem,
Ode on the Pleasure arising Jrom Vicissitude. He was rather
afraid of the public taste, and his Elegy, almost a2 word-
petfect poem, was altered and abridged in later editions.

14
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The Elgy shows that he was still close to the spirit of
the Augustan Age, for such phrases as ** the muse’s flame ”
aad “Uving lyre,” giviag abstract pictures, are typical of
Pope’s time.  His omission of his most Romantic verse from
later editions of the Elzgy is further proof of his fear of being
‘laughed at.’ Here is the verse:

“There scattered oft, the eashiest of the year,

B unseen, are showers of violets found

The sedbreast loves to buid sad warble there,

And bitle footseeps Lighdly print the ground.

Besides thesc promi. Traasition pocts [ding public
taste, there were other influences 2t work, The spirit of
Rommance runs through the pages of Macpherson’s Ossion,
which he declared, incorrectly, to be 2 trapslation of some
Gaclic poems. It is poetic prose, of which this is 20 example ¢

“The stream of Clotha was removed from its place by the fall
of the walls, The thistle shook there its lovely bead ¢ the moss
whistled to the wind. The fox looked out from the windows;
the rank grass of the wall waved round its head. Desolate is
the dwelling of Moina, silence is 1n the house of ker fathers.

Most wonderful of all was * the marvellous boy * of sixteen
years, Thomas Chatterton, whose poems caught up the old
tomance. The Rowley poems, be declared, were found by

tex - -

[

B P A S
R B - . .

e e ey S PR I
of English Poetry, 3 collection of ballads relzt.mé to “old,
unhappy, far-off things,” had 3 great influence on poets and
public.  Wordsworth said, “1 do not think that there is
an able writer in verse of the present day who would not
be proud to acknowledge ts oblsgations to the Refigues””
‘Thomas Warton's History of Erglish Poetry showed some of
the things that had been neglected 1 our poetry.  So 1t was
that the Romuntic Revival burst forth; but there wete other
forces conspiring to brng 1t about.

Warts-Dunton defised the Romantic Revival as *the

15
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cannot say these poets are Classical ot Romaatic: they show
characteristics of both schools. - )

Once again Nature had something to say. Thomson, in
his Seqsons, was influenced by Pope in one of his occasional
Romantic moods. The Seasons was popular and generally
admired. People did not jeer at such lovely expressions 2s,

Thoughtless of beanty, she was beauty’s self,

Recluse amid the close-embowering woods.
The influence of Spenser was being felt again, and the narrow
view of man gradually slipped away : in fine, the ground was
being prepared for the tcal outbutst of Romantic poetry.
But Johnson and Goldsmith kept to Pope’s couplet, though
Goldsmith was frecr and more sympathetic in his poctry than
Pope was. He lacked Pope’s invective, and left us pictures
painted with deep sincerity.

The chief poets of this period are Gray, Burns; Collins,
Blake, and Cowper.  Each of them has Romantic tendencies,
and each is a poct of note.  Often it is in their shorter lyrical
poems that the truest Romantic touches are scen, though
there are many traces of that spirit in the longer poems of
Gray and Burns included in this book. Blake, the visionary
poct and artist, told us that we must

build Jerusalem
In England’s green and pleasant land.,
Burns, who is in essence a Romantic, gave us the greatest
love songs we possess. He knew how to play upon the
harp of emotion, to bring forth plaintive melody and
moving music new to English poetry. His work is touched
by tenderness, and, like Blake's, his humanitarianism is pro-
minent.  Collins too was largely a Romantic, and, some
say, a greater poet than Gray. Cowper, whose sad story-
touches the heart, sank “ beneath a rougher sea” Gray,
the perfect artist, left unfinished his most Romantic poem,
Qde on the Pleasure arising from Vicissitude. He was rather
afraid of the public taste, and his Elgy, almost 2 word-
perfect poem, was altered 2nd abridged in later editions.
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INTRODUCTION

The Elgy shows that he was still close to the spirit of
the Augustan Age, for such phrases as ** the muse’s fame ™
and " living lyre,” giving abstract pictures, are typical of
Pope’s time.  His omission of hus most Romantic verse from
later editions of the Elegy is further proof of by feas of being
‘laughed 2t Here is the verse:

‘Thete scattered oft, the earhiest of the year,

By bands unseen, are showers of wiolets found ;

TL sedbreast loves eo buddd end waeble there,

And Latle footsreps ightly priat the grousd.

Bestdes these prominent Transition paets Iding public
taste, there weee other influences at work, The spitit of
Romance runs through the pages of Macpherson's Ossizn,
which he declared, incorrectly, to be 2 translation of some
Gaelic poems. 1t is poctic prose, of which this is an example

“The stream of Clutha was removed from its place by the fall
of the walle, ‘The thistle shook there its lovely head ; the moss
whistled to the wind. The fox looked out from the windows;
the rant grass of the wall waved round its head. Desolate s
the dwelling of Maaa, silence 13 1 the house of her fathers,

Most wonderful of all was * the marvellous boy ™ of sixteen
years, Thomas Chatterton, whose poems caught up the old
romance. The Rowley pocms, be declared, were found by
him, but really they were written by him 1a aschaic language.
Horace Walpole, knowtag how the public liked old romaaces,
weote one for them 10 lus Castle of Otranto.  Pescy’s Reliques
of Englich Poetry, 2 collection of ballads relating to * old,
unhappy, far-off things,™ had a great 1nfluence on poets and
public. Wordsworth said, “I do not think that there 1s
an able writer in vetse of the pesent day who would not
R ) "¢ Religues.”
P " . +met ved some of
s L . © ' Soitwas
that the Romanuc Revival burst forth; but there were other
forees conspiring to bring it about.

Watts-Duoton defined the Romantic Revival as * che
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f INTRODUCTION

his Ere of St Mark and Exe of St Agnes: Coleridge gave
as Christabel in a similar mood. Criticism showed what a
wealth of good things could be found in the Elizabethan
petiod.  Coleridge, Lamb, and Hazlitt wrote criticism in 2
sympathetic mannes. Greek literature became a favourite
study. Greek 1deals of beauty, legend, thought, and philo-
sophy influenced Shelley and Keats. Thus did the pen-
dulum swing from rattonalism to posms such as Tée Ancient
Marirer, Tintern Abbey, and Manfred,

In the age which followed there were two main factors
influencing life and poctry—democratic ideals and scientific
thought. The Reform Acts and Factory Acts and interest
in the condition of the mass of the people forced 2a advanee
in democratic ideals, and the progress of education, slow as
it was, gave li a wider aud Sei thought
(as in Darwin's Origin of Species) influenced Tennyson and
Browning. In fact, the scientific spirit took great hold on
all literature, especially on novels and essays. The poctry
of the Victorian Age pays much attention to bumanity and
problems of life and often tntroduces aggument, but the Pre-
Raphaclites—the Rossettis, Morris, Holmag Hunt, Burne.
Jones, and Swint chuefly c d with Art and
Beauty, They were worshippers of Beauty, but their work
has not the g Tennyson ot B g

In Teanyson we have a wonderful melody ¢

‘The moan of doves in immemonal elms,
The mugmunag of innumerable bees,

The various moods of nature appealed to lum. His tender
love poems lack the fervour of a Browning or a Shelley. His
philosophy shows his belief in hope. Browning’s poetry 1s
marked by 2 sane, healthy optimism and by a belief in the
greatness of love—* Love is best *  He believes 1n the great-
ness of an ideal, and it is this seeking of a high 1deal that
“swells the man’s amount.” He loves problems. At times
he is rather subtle, but he is never a dreamer. Brownmg
has much to say to the thinking man. He is pever in

B 7
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doubt ; he marches on through a good life, * never doubting
clouds would break.” Aim high is his message, and if you
fail it is only the evidence of 2 triumph, for the small thing
is easy to do. His is the spirit of courage. He would have
made a grand explorer.

Many names occur now in the story of our poetry. In
Arnold there is charm and sympathy. He has little emotion,
but he was deeply concerned with the difficulties of his time.
Yet he can be fanciful, as in his charming poem The Forsaken
Merman. Sobrab and Rustum is one of his famous longer
poems. Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s wotk is marked by
her deep sympathy, as in The Cry of the Children. 1n all her
work there is reflected her humanitarian spirit. Deeply
religious and sensitive is Christina Rossetti’s poetry, There
is a melancholy beauty and a tenderness in her work., It is
easy to understand her as a self-sacrificing woman :

Better you should forget and smile
Than that you should remember and be sad.

We have no space to tell of other poets, for we must close
with a2 word on modern poetry. Modern poets, as a rule,
give us more of the short, spontaneous lyric type of poetry,
full of music. Others are realists, putting life as they see
it into the mesh of poetry. Our late Poet Laureate, Dz
Bridges, is reflective and thoughtful, and a lover of experi-
ment, as we scc in his Testament of Beanty. This sensitive
scholar disliked the tendency to overpaint, But it is good
to fecl that in the rush of this workaday world there are still
people who can say, with W. H. Davies,

What is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare?

No one dares prophesy what poets will be read 2 century
henee, but it is 2 happy thought that many poets of to-day
are given their praise before it is too late. But even yet the
way of the poet is hard: the path to fame and wealth is
not by way of poetry. There is hardly any subject or style

18



INTRODUCTION

that is beyond the scope of modern poctry.  Songs, lyrics,
sonnets, odes, narrative poems, reflective pocms ; poems of
the heavens, poems of the earth; pocms strongly metrical
and poems in sers libre; poems of the quict life, poems of
the world's noises ; poems of war and poems of peace : you
an find them all to-day. The War ended the song of
many poets, but no war can end poetry,

And when you read the poems we have selected, perhaps
you will tell us of some great modern poem we have omitted,
That is very likely, and we almost hope you will say it. The
story of poctry i:Jmll being wtitten, and we can only sample

Y e litace wne

grme afabe e

long will our language be, as it has been, a home where
thought and emotion can live. The day will dawn when
with Robert Bridges we shall say: .

For Ixa'ur&bcing the best of all we know

Sumns up the unscarchable and secret ame
Of narure
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PROTHALAMION

N e e
Through discontent of my long fruitless stay
In princes’ court, and cxpecration vain
Of idle hopes, which still do fly away
Like empty shadows, did 2fflict my brain)
Walk'd forth to ease my pain 10
Along the shore of silver-streaming Thames,
Whaose rutty bank, the which hus nver hems,
Was painted 2ll with vatiable flowers,
And all the meads adorn’d with dainty gems
Fit to deck mardens’ bowers,
And crown their paramours
Against the bridal day, which is not long .
Sweet Thames) run softly, till 1 end my song.

There in 2 meadow by the dver’s side
P I SN

s T aLamand e “-‘py, . 10

Asnd each one had 2 lntle wicker basket

Tb:- tender stalks on high,
a1
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Of every sort which in that meadow grew
They gather'd some; the violet, pallid blue, . »
The little daisy that at evening closes,
The vitgin lily and the primrosc true,
With store of vermeil roses,
To deck their bridegrooms’ posies
Against the bridal day, which was not long :
Sweet Thames | run softly, till { end my song.

With that 1 saw two swaas of goodly hue
Come softly swimming down along the lee;
Two fairer birds I yet did never see;
The snow which doth the top of Pindus’strow 40
Did never whiter show,
Not Jove himself, when he a swan would be
For love of Leda, whiter did appear;
Yet Leda was (they say) as white as he,
Yet not so white as these, nor nothing near;
So purely white they weré,
That even the gentle stream, the which them bare,
Seem’d foul to them, and bade his billows spare
To wet their silken feathers, lest they might
Soil their fair plumes with water not so fair,
And mar their beauties bright,
That shone as Heaven's light
Against their bridal day, which was not long:
Sweet Thames| run softly, till I end my song.

j0

Eftsoons the nymphs, which now had flowers their fll,
Ran all in haste to sec that silver brood
As they came floating on the crystal flood;
Whom when they saw, they stood amazed still
Theit wondering eyes to fili; )
Them scem’d they never saw a sight so fair 6o
Of fowls, so lovely, that they sure did deers
Them heavenly born, or to bé that same pair
Which through the sky draw Venus’ silver team;
For sure they did not seem
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To be begot of any earthly seed,
But rather angels, or of 2ngels’ breed;
Yet were they bred of summer’s heat, they say,
. In sweetest season, when each Bower 2ad weed
The carth did fresh array;
So fresh they seem'd as day,
Even as their bridal day, which was not long:
Sweet Thames! run sofily, ull T end my song.

‘Then forth they all out of their baskets drew
Great store of flowers, the honour of the ficld,
‘That to the sense did fragrant odours yield,

All which upon those goodly birds they threw

And all the waves did strew,

“That like old Pencus’ waters they did seem,

Whea dowu :long by plasmt Tcmpc s shore,
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Two of those nymphs meanwhie two garlands bound
Of freshest flowers which in that mead they found,
The which presenting all 10 tnm array,
Their snowy foreheads therewithal they crown'd;
Whilst one did sing thus lay
Prepared against that day,
Apgainst their brdal day, which was not long:
Sweet Thames! run softly, til I end my song. .

“ Ye gentle bitds1 the wotld’s fair ornameat,
And Heaven's glory, whom this happy hour
Doth lead unto your lovers’ blissful bower,

Joy may you have, and gentle heart’s content

Of yout love's couplement;
And let fair Venus, !hzt 1s quecn o( love,

WL e taie - —ta
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Let endless peace your steadfast hearts accard,
And blessed plenty wait upon your board;
, And let your bed with pleasures chaste abouad,
That fruitful issue may to you afford,
Which may your foes confound,
And make your joys redound
Upon your bridal day, which is not long:
Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song.”

So ended she; and all the rest around
To her redoubled that her undersong,
Which said their bridal day should not be long:
And gende Echo from the neighbour ground
Their accents did resound.

So forth those joyous birds did pass along
Adown the lee that to them murmur’d low,
As he would speak but that he lack’d a tongue,

Yet did by signs his glad affection show,
Making his stream run slow.
And all the fowl which in his flood did dwell
’Gan flock about these twain, that did excel
The rest, so far as Cynthia doth shend
The lesser stars.  So they, enrangtd well,
Did on those two attend,
And their best service lend
Against their wedding day, which was not long:
Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song,.

At length they all to merry London came,

To merry London, my most kindly nutse,

That to me gave this life’s first native source,
Though from another place I take my name,

An house of ancient fame:

There when they came whereas those bricky towers

The which on Thames’ broad aged back do ride,
Where now the studious lawyers have their bowers,

There whilome wont the Templat-knights to bide,

Till they decay’d through pride;
24
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Next whercunto these stands a stately place,
Where oft I gaintd gifts and goodly grace
Of that great lotd, which therein wont to dwell,
Whose want too well now feels my friendless case;
But ah! here fits not well
Old woxs, but joys, to tell
Against the bridal day, which is not long:
Sweet Thames| run softly, till I end my song.

Yet therein now doth lodge 2 roble peer,
Great England’s glory and the world’s wide
wonder,
Whoase drezdful nzme late through all Spain did
thunder,
And Hercules’ two pillars standing near
Did make to quake and fear:
Fair branch of honour, fowet of chivalry 1
That fillest England with thy triumphs’ fame,
Joy have thou of thy noble victory,
And endless bappiness of thine own name
‘That promiscth the same;
‘That through thy g:aw:ss and victorious arms
Thy country may be freed from foresgn harms,
And great Eliza’s glotious name may ring
Through all the world, All'd with thy wide alarms,
Which some brave Muse may sing
To ages following,
Upon the bndal day, which is not long:
Sweet Thames! tun sofily, tdl 1 end my song,

Tram sbaga Liok

ey by mslt Lt et

Descended to the nver’s open viewing
With 2 great train ensuing,
Above the rest were goodly to be seen
Two geatle knights of lovely face 20d feature,

10
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Beseeming well the bower of any queen, 1

With gifts of wit and ornaments of nature,

" Fit for so goodly stature, :
That like the twins of Jove they seem’d in sight,
Which deck the baldric of the Heavens bright;

They two, forth pacing to the river’s side,

Received those two fair brides, their love’s delight;
Which, at th’ appointed tide,
Each one did make his bride

Against their bridal day, which is not long:

" reet Thames! run softly, till T end my song. 18

EpMunp SpENSER

LYCIDAS

RLEGY ON A FRIEND DROWNED IN THR
IRISH CHANNEL

T once more, O ye lautels, and once more
Yi'e myrtles brown, with ivy never sere,

1 come to pluck your berries harsh and crude,

And with forced fingers rude

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.
Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear,

Compels me to disturb your season due:

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime,

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer:

Who would not sing for Lycidas? he knew 1
Himself to sing, and build the lofty thyme,

He must not float upon his watery bier

Unwept, and welter to the parching wind,

Without the meed of some melodious tear.

Begin then, Sisters of the sacred well
That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring,
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string.
Hence with denial vain and coy excuse:
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So may some gentle Muse

With lucky words favour my destined um, 0
And as be passes turn, .- .

And bid fait peace be to my sable shroud.

Por we were pursed upon the self-same hill,”
Ped the same flock by fouatzin, shade, and dll.
Together both, ere the high lawns appear’d
Uader the opening eye-lids of the morm,

We drove a-field, and both together heard
What time the gray-fiy winds her sultry hom,
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of pight,

“Oft till the star, that rose at cvening bright, 3
Toward heaven's descent had sloped his westering wheel.
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute,

Temper'd to the oaten flute;
B2 AL Gy dimend oA Fieea =5 L 1]

But O the heavy change, now thou art gone,
Now thou art gone, and pever must return!
“Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, and desert caves,
With wild thyme and the gadding vine o’ergrown,
And all their echoes, mourn:
The willows and the hazel copses green
Shall now 0o more be seen
Panning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays.
As kilhing as the canker to the rose,
Or t2int-worm to the weanling herds that graze,
Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrobe wear
When fisst the white-thorn blows;
Such, Lycidas, thy loss to,shepherd’s ear.

Whete were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless d o
goscd'oi:u the head 2( ;’our loved Lycidas? e

or neither were ye playing on the s .

Wheze your old bardr;, lhcgﬁmous Dt:euPds, lie,
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Noz on the shaggy top of Mona high,

Not yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream:
Ay me! I fondly-dream—

Had ye been there—for what could that have done?
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore,
The Muse herself, for her enchanting son,

Whom universal nature did lament,

* When by the rout that made the hideous roar

His gory visage down the stream was sent,

Dowan the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore?

Alas! what boots it with Wncessant care
To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd’s trade
And strictly meditate the thankless Muse?
Were it not better done, as others use,
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,
Or with the tangles of Nezra’s hair?
Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise
(That last infirmity of noble mind)
To scorn delights, and live laborious days;
But the fair guerdon when we hope to find,
And think to burst out into sudden blaze,
Comes the blind Fury with the abhorréd shears
And slits the thin-spun life. “ But not the praise,”
Pheebus replied, and touch’d my trembling earts;
“Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,
Nor in the glistering foil
Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies:
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove;
As he pronounces lastly on each deed,
Of so much fame in heaven expect thy meed.”

O fountain Arethuse, and thou honour’d flood,
Smooth-sliding Mincius, ezown’d with vocal reeds,
That strain I heard was of a higher mood:

But now my oat proceeds, '

28
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And listens to the herald of the sea -

That came in Neptune's plea; 90
He ask’d the waves, 20d ask’d the felon winds,

What hard mishap hath doom’d this gentle swain?

And question’d every gust of rugged wings

‘That blows from off each beakid promontory:

They knew not of his story;

RS PR 2 AU DU} SR Lo

Sleek Panope with all her sisters play’d.

It was that fatal and perfidious bark 100
Built in the eclipse, and rigg’d with curses dark,

‘That sunk so low that sacred head of thine,

Next Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow,
N R T N
- .. . . . -
. L . L .

Two massy keys he bore of metals twain 110
{The golden opes, the iron shuts amain);

He shook his mitred locks, 2nd stern bespake:

“ How well could [ have spared for thee, young swain,
Enow of such as for their bellies® sake

Creep and intrude and cimb 1nto the fold !

Of other cate they little reckoning make

Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast,

And shove away the worthy bidden guest.

Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold

R S B T g

And when they list, their lean and flashy songs
Grate on their serannel pipes of wretched straw;
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The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,

But swoln with wind and the rank mist they draw

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread:

Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw

Daily devours apace, and nothing said:

~—But that two-handed engine at the door 130
Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more.”

Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is past
That shrunk thy streams; return, Sicilian Muse,
And call the vales, and bid them hither cast
Their bells and flowerets of a thousand hues,
Ye valleys low, whete the mild whispers use
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks,
On whose fresh lap the swart star sparcly looks,
Throw hither all your quaint enamell’d eyes
That on the green turf suck the honey'd showers 140
And purple all the ground with vernal flowers.
Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies,
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine,
The white pink, and the pansy freak’d with jet,
The glowing violet,
The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine,
With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head,
And cvery flower that sad embroidery wears:
Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed,
And daffadillies fill their cups with tears 150
To strew the laureat hearse where Lycid lies,
Far, so to interpase a little case,
Let our frail thoughts dally with false sutmise;
Ay mel whilst thee the shores and sounding seas
Wash far away,—where'er thy bones are hurl'd, -
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides,
Where thou perhaps, under the whelming tide,
Visitest the bottom of the monstrous world;
Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied,
Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old, 160
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Where the great Vision of the guarded mount
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold,
—Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with mth:
—And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youthl

Weep no more, woeful shephetds, weep no more,
For Lycidas, yout sorrow, is not dead,
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor;
So sinks the dag-star in the ocean-bed,
And yet 2000 repairs his drooping head
And tricks his beams, sn;i \:ith new-spangled ore 70
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Whete, other groves and other streams zlong,
With nectat pure his 0ozy locks he laves,
AeTlarep sl cmaymcar-"—a -0 T eraa
-t L) . . - "
In solemn troops, and swect societtes,
S yram gedleattass e

L 180

Henceforth thou art the Gentus of the shore’
1n thy large recompense, and shalt be good
To all that wander in that pealous food.

‘Thus sang the unconth swatn to the oaks and rills,
Whl vk

the still morn went out with szndal. :
he vk sandals grey;

T L
And now was dropt into the western bay:
At fast he tose, and twitch'd bis manle blue:

To-mortow to fresh woods, and Ppastutes new,

» 192

Jomn Mryon
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L’ALLEGRO

ENCE, loath¢d Melancholy,
Of Cerberus and blackest Midnight born,
In Stygian cave forlorn
*Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and sights un-
holy!
Find gut some uncouth cell,
Where brooding Darkness spzcads his }ealous wings
And the night-raven sings;
There, under cbon shades and low-brow’d rocks,
As ragged as thy locks,
In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell, . 10

But come, thou Goddess fair and free,
In Heaven yclep’d Euphrosyne,
And by men, heart-easing Mirth,
Whom lovely Venus at a bitth
With two sister Graces more
To ivy-crownéd Bacchus bore:
Or whether (as some sager sing)
The frolic wind that breathes the spring,
Zephyr, with Aurora playing,
As he met her once a-Maying—
There on beds of violets blue
And fresh-blown roses wash’d in dew
Fill'd her with thec, a daughter fair,
So buxom, blithe, and debonair.

Haste thee, Nymph, and bring thh thee
Jest, and youthful Jollity,
Quips, and cranks, and wanton wdcs,
Nods, and becks, and wreathéd smiles,
Such as hang on Hebe’s cheek,
And love to live in dimple sleek; ]
Sport that wrinkled.Care dcndes,
And Laughter holding both his sides,

32
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Come, aod trip it as you go

On the light fantastic toe;

And in thy right hand lead with thee
The mountain nymph, sweet Liberty;
And if I give thee honour due,
Mirth, admit me of thy crew,

To live with het, and live with thee

In unreprovéd pleasures free; 40
To hear the lark begin his flight -
And singing startle the dull night ~

From his watch-tower in the skies,

Till the dappled dawn doth nse;

Then to come, in spite of sortow,

And st my window bid good-morrow

Through the sweetbriar, or the vine, -
Ot the twisted cglantine:

While the cack with lively din

Scatters the rear of darkness thin, s
And to the stack, ot the barn-door,

Stoutly struts his dames before:

Oft listening how the bounds and horn

Cheerly rouse the slumbenng morn,

From the side of some hoar hill,

Through the high wood echoiag shnll,
Sometime walking, not unseen,

By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green,

Rjgh( aganst xhe eastern gate

ser el peee € - Ll Lo ptaaa 6o
thle the ploughmm, near at h:md
Whistes o’er the furrow'd land,
And the milkmaid singeth blithe,
And the mowes whets tus scythe,
And every shepherd tells his tale
Uader the hawthorn in the dale.
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures

33
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Whilst the landscape round it measures;

Russet lawns, and fallows grey,

Wherte the nibbling flocks do stray;

Mountains, on whose barren breast

The labouring clouds do often rest;

Meadows trim with daisies pied,

Shallow brooks, and rivers wide;

Towers and battlements it sees

Bosom’d high in tufted trees,

Where perhaps some Beauty lies,

The Cynosure of neighbouring eyes.
Hard by, a cottage chimney smokes

From betwixt two aged oaks,

Where Corydon and Thyrsis, met,

Are at their savoury dinner set

Of herbs, and other country messes

Which the neat-handed Phillis dresses;

And then in haste her bower she leaves

With Thestylis to bind the sheaves;

Or, if the earlier season lead,

To the tann’d haycock in the mead.
Sometimes with secure delight

The upland hamlets will invite,

When the merry bells ring round,

And the jocund rebecks sound

To many a youth and many a maid,

Dancing in the chequer’d shade;

And young and old come forth to play

On 2 sunshine holy-day,

Till the live-long daylight fail :

Then to the spicy nut-brown ale,

With stories told of many a feat,

How Faery Mab the junkets eat;

She was pinch'd, and pull’d, she said;

And he, by Friar’s lantern led;

Tells how the drudging Goblin sweat

To earn his cream-bowl duly set,

34
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fale, aem mfimncs A mnen,

Then lies him down the lubber fiend,

And, stretch’d out all the chimney’s length,
Basks at the fire his haity strength;

And crop-full out of doors he flings,

Ere !hs Arst cnck'his m::tin rings.

And the busy hum of men,

Where throngs of knights and barons bold,

In weeds of peace high triumphs hold,

With stote of ladies, whose bright cyes

Rain influence, and judge the prize

Of wit or arms, while both contend

To win her grace, whom all commend.

There let Hymen oft appear

Tn saffron robe, with taper clear,

And pomp, and feast, and revelry,

With mask, and antique pageantry;

Such sights as youthful poets dream

On summer eves by haunted stream

Then to the well-trod stage anon,

1f Jonson's learned sock be on,

Or swectest Shakespeare, Fancy’s child,

Warble his native wood-notes wild,
And ever apainst eating cares

Lap me in soft Lydian atrs

Martied to immortal verse,

Such as the meeting soul may pierce

In notes, with many a winding bout

Of linked sweetness long drawn out,

With wanton heed and giddy cunning,

The melting voice through mazes running,

Untwisting all the chains that tie

tH
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The hidden soul of harmony;

That Orpheus’ self may heave his head
From golden slumber, on 2 bed,

Of heap’d Elysian flowers, and hear
Such strains as would have won the car
Of Pluto, to have quite set free

His half-regain’d Eurydice.

These delights if thou canst give,
Mirth, with thee I mean to live.

150

Jorn Mirron -

IL PENSEROSO

ENCE, vain deluding Joys,
The brood of Folly without father bred|
How little you bestead
Ot ill the fixéd mind with all your toys!
Dwell in some idle brain,
And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess
As thick and namberless
As the pay motes that people the sunbeams,
Or likest hovering dreams,
The fickle pensioners of Morpheus’ train.

But hail, thou goddess sage and holy,
Hail, divinest Melancholy !
Whose saintly visage is too bright
To hit the sense of human sight, .
And therefore to our weaker view
O’crlaid with black, staid Wisdom’s hue;
Black, but such as in esteem
Prince Memnon’s sister might beseem,
Or that starr’d Ethjop queen that strove
To set her beauty’s praise above
The sea-nymphs, and their powers offended :
Yet thou art higher far descended:
Thee bright-hair’d Vesta, long of yore,

16
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To solitary Saturn bore;

His daughter she; in Saturn’s reign

Such muxture was not held a stain

Oft in glimmering bowers and glades

He met het, and in sceret shades

Of woody Ida’s inmost grove,

Whilst yet there was no fear of Jove.
Come, peasive nun, devout and pure,

Sober, steadfast, and demure,

All in a robe of darkest grain

Flowing with majestic train,

And sable stole of cypres lawn

Over thy decent shoulders drawn.

Onn‘m, but keep :hy‘ wongcd state,

1 ‘e . - -

“ Forget thyself to matble, ull
With a sad leaden downward cast
‘Thou fix them oa the earth as fast:
And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet,
Spate Fast, that oft with gods doth diet,
And hears the Muses in a ring
Ay round about Jove’s altar sing !
And 2dd to these retirdd Leisure
That in trim gardens takes his pleasure:—
But frst, and chiefest, with thee bring
Him that yon soars on galden wing
Guiding the fiery-wheeldd throne,
The cherub Contemplatidn;
And the mute Silence hist along,
‘Less Philome! will desgn a song
In her sweetest, saddest plight,
- Pk o Sl
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~—Sweet bird, that shuaa’st the noise of folly,
Most musical, most melancholy!
Thee, chauntress, oft, the woods among
1 woo, to hear thy even-song;
And missing thee, I walk unseen
On the dry smooth-shaven green,
To behold the wandering Moon
Riding near her bighest noon,
Like one that had been led astray
Through the heaven’s wide pathless way, 7
And oft, as if her head she bow’d,
Stooping through a fleecy cloud.
Oft, on a plat of rising ground

* 1 hear the far-off curfeu sound

Over some wide-water'd shore,

Swinging slow with sullen roar:

Or, if the air will not permit,

Some still removéd place will fit,

Whete glowing embers through the room *

Teach light to counterfeit a gloom; 80

Far from all resort of mirth,

Save the cricket on the hearth,

Or the bellman’s drowsy charm

To bless the doors from nightly harm.
Or let my lamp at midnight hour

Be seen in some high lonely tower,

Where I may oft out-watch the Bear

With thrice-great Hermes, or unsphere

The spirit of Plato, to unfold

What worlds or what vast regions hold

The immortal mind, that hath forsook

Her mansion in this fleshly nook:

And of those demons that are found

In fire, air, flood, or under ground,

Whose power hath a true consent

With planet, or with element.

Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy -
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_In scepter’d pall come sweeping by,
Presenting Thebes, or Pelops’ line,
Ot the tale of Troy divine;

Ot what (though rare) of later age
Ennobled hath the buskin'd stage,

But, O sad Vitgin, that thy power
Might raise Muszus from his bower,
Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing
Such notes 23, warbled to the string,

. Drew jron tears down Pluto’s cheeck |
And made Hell grant what Love did scek!
Ot call up him that left half-told
The story of Cambuscan bold,

Of Camball, and of Algarsife,

And who had Camac? to wife,

‘That own'd the virtuous ring and glass;
And of the wondrous hotse of brass

On which the Tartar king did nide:

And if aught else great bards beside

In sage and solemn runes have sung,

Of turneys, and of trophies hung,

Of forests, and enchantments drear,
Where more 1s meant than meets the ear.

Thus, Night, oft sec me in thy pale career,

Till eavil-susted Motn appeat,

Not tnek’d 2nd frounced as she was wont
With the Attic Boy to hunt, .
But kercheft 1n a comely cloud

While rocking winds are piptag loud,

Or usher'd with a shower sdll,

When th: gust hath blown hus 6,

Loar o awe
And shadows bmwn, lhzt Sylv:n lov:s,
19
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Of pine, or moaumental oak,
Where the rude axe, with heavéd stroke,
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt

Or fright them from their hallow’d haunt.

There in close covert by some brook

Where no profaner eye may look,

Hide me from day’s garish eye,

While the bee with honey’d thigh,

That at her flowery work doth sing,

And the waters murmuring,

With such consort as they keep

Batice the dewy-feather’d Sleep; .

And let some strange mysterions dream

Wave at his wings in airy stream

Of lively portraiture display’d,

Softly on my eyelids laid:

And, as T wake, sweet music breathe

Above, about, ot underneath,

Sent by some Spirit to mortals good,

Or the unseen Genius of the wood.
But let my due feet never fail

To walk the studious cloister’s pale,

And love the high-embowéd roof,

With antique pillars massy-proof,

And storied windows richly dight

Casting a dim religious light:

There let the pealing organ blow

To the full-voiced quire below

In service high and anthems clear,

As may with sweetness, through mine ear,

Dissolve me into ecstasies,

And bring all Heaven before mine eyes.
And may at last my weary age

Find out the peaceful hermitage,

The hairy gown and mossy cell

Where I may sit and rightly spell

Of every star that heaven doth show,

40
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And every herb that sips the dew;
Till old experience do attain
To something like prophetic strain.

“These pleasures, Melancholy, give,
And 1 with thee will choose to live,
Jomy Mizron

MAC FLECKNOE

Lx human things are subject to decay,
d when Fate summons, Monarchs must

obey.
This Flecknoc found, who, like Augustus, young
Was all’d to empire, and had govern'd long;
In prose and verse was own' ’d, wuhou! dxspute.

..... B T S

To settle the succession of the state: 10
. r
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Should only rule who most resembles me.
Shadwell alone my perfect image bears,
Matute in dulness from his tender years:
Shadwell alone of all my sons 1s he
Who stands confirm'd in tull stupidity.
‘The rest to some faint meaning make pretence,
But Shadwell never deviates into sense. 20
Somc beams of vn( on other souls  may fall
-1
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Thoughtless as monarch oaks that shadg the plain
And, spread in solemn state, supinely reign.
Heywood and Shirley were but types of thee,
Thon last great prophet of tautology.
Bven I, 2 dunce of more renown than they,
Was sent before but to prepare thy way;
And coatsely clad in Norwich drugget came
To teach the nations in thy greatet name.
My warbling lute, the lute I whilom strung
When to King John of Portugal I sung,
Was but the prelude to that glorious day,
When thou on silver Thames didst cut thy way,
With well-tim’d oars before the royal barge,
Swell’d with the pride of thy celestial charge,
And big with hymn, commander of an host;
The like was ne’er in Epsom blankets toss’d.
Methinks 1 see the new Arion sail,
The lute still trembling underneath thy nail.
At thy well-sharpen’d thumb from shote to shore
The trebles squeak for fear, the basses roar;
About thy boat the little fishes throng,
As at the morning toast that floats along,
Somctimes, as prince of thy harmonious band,
Thou wield’st thy papers in thy threshing hand.
St André’s feet ne’er kept more equal time,
Not ¢’en the feet of thy own Psyche’s thyme;
Though they in number as in sense excel:
So just, so like tautology, they fell,
That, pale with envy, Singleton forswore
The lute and sword which he in triumph bore,
And vow’d, he ne’er would act Villeriug mote.”

Here stopp’d the good old sirc and wept for joy,
In silent raptures of the hopeful boy.
All arguments, but most his plays, persuade
That for anointed dulness he was made.

Closc_ to the walls which fair Augusta bind,
(The fair Augusta much to fears inclin’d,)

A2
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MAC FLECKNOE

An ancient fabri¢ rais’d to inform the sight
There stood of yore, and Barbican it hight;
A watchtower once, but now, so fate ordains,
Of all the pile a0 empty name remains.
Near it 2 oursery etects its head,
Where queens are form'd and future heroes bred,
Where unfledg’d actors tearn to laugh and ery, I
And little Maximins the gods defy.
Great Fletcher never treads in buskins here,
. L e

. [ TRt amTeas,

. . [ L " .
Pure clinches the suburbian muse affords
And Panton waging harmless wat with words.
Here Flecknoe, as a plzee to fame well known,
Ambitiously design’d his Shadwell’s throne,
For ancient Dekker prophesied long since %o
That in this pile should reign 2 mghty prinee,
Born for a scourge of wit and flail of sense,
To whom truc dulness should some ¢ Psyches® owe,
But worlds of * Misers * from hus pen should flow;
* Humonsts * and ‘Hypoesites * 1t should produce,
Whole Raymond famulies and tribes of Bruce,

Now empress Fame had publish’d the renown
Of Shadwell's coronation through the town.
Rous'd by teport of fame, the nations meet
From near Bunhill and distant Wathing street.
No Persian carpets sermd the imperal way,

Bilk'd stationers for yeomen stood prepar’d,

And Herringman was captan of the guard,

The hoary prnce to majesty appear’d

High on a throne of his own [abours rear'd.

At his nght hand our young Ascamus sat,

Rome's other hope, and pillar of the state. 00

- 4
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His brows thick fogs, instead of glories, grace,
And lambeat dulness play’d around his face.

As Hannibal did to the altars come,

Swore by his sire, a mortal foe to Rome; =
So Shadwell swore, not should his vow be vain,
That he till death true dulness would maintain,
And, in his father’s right, and realm’s defence,
Ne’es to have peace with wit, nor truce with sense.
The king himself the sacred unction made,

As king by office and as priest by trade.

In his sinister hand, instead of ball,

He plac’d a mighty mug of potent ale;

Love's Kingdom to his right he did convey,

At once his sceptre and his rule of sway;

Whose righteous lore the prince had practis’d young
And from whose loins recorded ¢ Psyche’ sprung.
His temples, last, with poppies wete o’erspread,
That nodding seemed to consectate his head.

Just at that point of time, if fame not lie,

On his left band twelve reverend owls did fly.

So Romulus, ’tis sung, by Tyber’s brook,

Presage of sway from twice six vultures took.
The admiring throng loud acclamations make,
And omens of his future empite take.

The site then shook the honours of his head,

And from his brows damps of oblivion shed

Full on the filial dulness: long he stood,
Repelling from his breast the raging god;

At length burst out in this prophetic mood.

“ Heavens bless my son! from Ireland let him reign 30
To far Barbadoes on the western main;

Of his dominion may no end be known,

And greater than his father’s be his throne;
Beyond Love’s Kingdom let him stretch his pen!”
He paus’d, and all the people cried *“ Amen.”
Tl}en thus continued he: “ My son, advance

Still in new impudence, new ignorance.
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MAC PLECKNOE

Success let others teach, learn thou from me

Pangs without birth, and fruitless industry.

Let Virtusses in five years be writ, Y
Yet not one thought accuse thy toil of wit,
M M - e —

P L e d eha o,
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Yet still thy fools shall stand in thy defence

And justify their author’s want of sense.

Let em be all by thy owa model made

Of dulpess, and desire no foreign aid;

That they to future ages may be known, 13
Not copies drawn, but issue of thy own.

Nay, let thy men of wit too be the same,

All full of thee and differing but in name.

But let no alien Sedley interpose

To lard with wit thy hungry Epsom prose.

And when false fawers of rhetonic thou wouldst

“Trust natute, do not labour to be dull; -

But write thy best and top; an0d in each Iine

Sir Formal's oratory will be thine,

$ir Formal, though unsought, attends thy quill, e
And does thy northern dedications fill,

Nor let false friends seduce thy mind to fame
By arrogating Jonson®s hostile name;

Let father Flecknoe fire thy mind with praise
And uncle Ogleby thy eavy rasse.

Thou art my blood, where Jonson has oo part,
What share have we in namre, or in arr?

Where did his wit on Iearning fix 2 brand

And rail at arts he did not vadarstand?

‘Where made he love in Prince Nicander's vein
Ot swept the dust in Psyche’s humble strain?
When did his Muse from Fletcher seenes purdoin,
As thou whale Etheddoe dost transfuse 1o thines

iz



LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

_ But so transfus’d, as oil on waters flow,
His always floats above, thine sinks below.
This is thy province, this thy wondrous way,
New humours to invent for each new play:
This is that boasted bias of thy mind,
By which one way to dulness ’tis inclin’d,”
Which makes thy writings lean on one side still,
And, in all changes, that way bends thy will.
Nor let thy mountain belly make pretence
Of likeness; thine’s a tympany of sense.
A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ,
But sure thou’st but a kilderkin of wit,
Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep;
Thy tragic Muse gives smiles, thy comic sleep.
With whate’er gall thou sett’st thyself to write,
Thy inoffensive satires never bite;
In thy felonious heart though venom lies,
it does but touch thy Irish pen, and dies.
Thy genius calls thee not to purchase fame
In keea Jambics, but mild Anagram.,
Leave writing plays, and choose for thy commanc
Some peaceful province in Acrostic land.
There thou may’st wings display and altars raise,
And torture one poor word ten thousand ways;
Or, if thou would’st thy different talents suit,
Set thy own songs, and sing them to thy lute.”

He said, but his last words were scarcely heard

For Bruce and Longyville had a trap prepar’d,
And down they sent the yet declaiming bard.
Sinking he left his drugget robe behind,
Born upwards by 2 subterrancan wind.
The mantle fell to the young prophet’s part
With double portion of his father’s art.

Jor DrypEe
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The light militia of the lower sky*
These, though upseets are cver OO th
Hang o'er the bo%, and hovet rout
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THE RAPE OF THE LOCK

What guards the purity of melting maids,

In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades,

Safe from the treacherous friend, the daring spark,
The glance by day, the whisper in the dark,

Whean kind occasion prompts their warm desires,
‘When music softens, and when dancing fires?

*Tis but their Sylph, the wise celestials know,
Though Hogour is the word with men below.

* Some nymphs there are, too conscious of their face,
For life predestined to the gnome's embrace, o
These swell their prospects and exalt their pride,

When offess are disdained and love denjed :

‘Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain,

While peers and dukes, and all their sweeping train,

And garters, stars, and coropets appear,

And in soft sounds * Your Grace* salutes their ear,

"Tis these that early taint the female soul,

Instruct the eyes of young coquettes to roll,

‘Teach infant-checks a bidden blush to know,

And little hearts to utter at a beau. 9

“ Oft, when the wodd 1ngmc women stray,

ae e, e vy,

thl tender mmd but must 2 victim fall
To one man’s treat, but for another’s ball?
When Flono spczks,.whz! vlrgm cculd wuhstznd

o, T

. - .
strive,

Bageg Lymisk Lanoy nd pmmsbae pmoalog 1oima
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A watchful ipm:, ‘and Ancl is my xnm:.
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With golden crowns and wreaths of heavenly flowess;
Hear and believe! thy own importance know,
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below,
Some sccret truths, from learned pride concealed,
"To maids alone and children are revealed:
What though no credit doubting wits may give?
The fair and innocent shall still believe.
Know, then, unnumbered spirits round thee fly,
"The light militia of the lower sky:
These, though unseen, are ever on the wing,
Hang o'er the box, and hover round the ring.
Think what an equipage thou hast in air,
And view with scorn two pages and 2 chair.
As now your own, our beings were of old,
And once inclosed in woman's beauteous mould;
Thence, by 2 soft transition, we repair
From earthly vehicles to these of air,
Think not, when woman’s transient breath is fled,
That all her vanities at once are dead;
Succeeding vanities she still regards,
And though she plays no more, o’ctlooks the cards,
Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive,
And love of ombre, after death survive,
For when the fair in all their pride expire,
To their first elements their souls retire:
The sprites of fiery termagants in flame
Mount up, and take a salamander's name,
Soft yielding minds to water glide away,
And sip, with nymphs, their clemental tea.
The graver prude sinks downward ta a gnome,
In search of mischicf still on earth to roam.
The light coquettes in sylphs aloft repair,
At}:i sport and flutter in the fields of air,

Know further yet: whoever fair and chaste
Rejects mankind, is by some sylph embraced :
For spitits, freed from mortal laws, with ease
Assume what sexes and what shapes they please,



THE RAPE OF THE LOCK
What guards the purity of melting maids,

When music sofrcns,land when dancing fires?

*Tis but their Sylph, the wise celestials know,

Though Honour is the word with men below.
* Some nymphs thete ate, too conscious of their face,

For life predestined to the gnome’s embrace. 80

These swell their prospects and exalt their pride,

When offers arc disdained and love denied:

‘Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain,

‘While peers and dukes, and all their sweeping train,

And garters, stars, and coronets appear,

And in soft sounds * Your Grace’ salutes their ear.

*Tis these that catly taint the female soul,

Instruct the eyes of young coguettes to roll,

Teach infantchecks a bidden blush to know,

And little hearts to flutter at a beau,
“Oft, when the world imagine women stray,

Lo B R R R L I RPN .- - -
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What tender maid but must a victim fall
‘To one man’s treat, but for 2nother’s ball?
‘When Florio speaks, what virgin could withstand,
If gentle Damon did not squeeze her hand?
With varying vamties, from every pare,
‘They shift the moving toy-shop of their heart; 100
Where wigs with wigs, with sword-knots sword-knots
steive,
Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive,
‘This erring mortals levity may call;
Oh, blind to truthl the Sylphs conttive it all,
“ Of these am I, who thy protection claim,
A watchful sprite, and Ariel is my name.
» %9
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Late, as I ranged the crystal wilds of air,
In the clear mirror of thy ruling star
1 saw, alas! some dread event impend, -
Ece to the main this morning sun descend,
But Heaven reveals not what, or how, or where:
Warned by the Sylph, oh, pious maid, bewatel
This to disclose is all thy guardian can:
Beware of all, but most beware of man]”
He said: when Shock, who thought she slept too
long,
Leaped up,gand waked his mistress with his tongue.
*Twas then, Belinda, if report say true,
Thy eyes first opened on a billet doux;
Wounds, charms, and atdours, were no sooner read,
But 2l the vision vanished from thy head.
And now, unveiled, the toilet stands displayed,
Each silver vase in mystic order laid.
First, robed in white, the nymph intent adores,
With head uncovered, the cosmetic powers.
A heavenly image in the glass appears,
To that she bends, to that her eye she rears;
The inferior priestess, at her altar’s side,
Trembling begins the sacred rites of pride.
Unnumbered treasures ope at once, and here
The various offerings of the world appear;
From each she nicely culls with curious toil,
And decks the goddess with the glittering spoil.
This casket India’s glowing gems unlocks,
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box.,
The tortoise here and elephant unite,
Transformed to combs, the speckled and the white,
Here files of pins extend their shining rows,
Puffs, powders, patches, Bibles, billes dons.
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms;
The fair each moment rises in her charms,
Repairs her smiles, awakens every grace,
And calls forth all the wonders of her face:

so
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Sees by degrees 2 purer blush arise,

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes.

The busy Sylphs surround their dasling care,
These set the head, and those divide the hair,
Some fold the sleeve, while others plait the gown;
And Betty's praised for labours not her own.

CANTO 11
Not with more glones in the cthereal plain,
The sun fitst rises o’er the purpled main,
Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams
Launched on the bosom of the silver Thames.
Fzir nymphs and well-dressed youths around her shone,
But every eye was fixed on her alone,
On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore,
Which Jews might kiss, 2nd infidels adote.
Her lively looks a sprghtly inind disclose,
Quick 2s her eyes, and as uafixed as those: 1)
Favours to none, to all she smules extends;
Oft she rejects, but never once offends.
Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike,
And, like the sun, they shine on all alike,
[ A

Look on her face, and you'll forget "em all.

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind,
Nourished two locks, which graceful hung behind =
In equal curls, 20d well conspired to deck,
‘With shining ringlets, the smooth ivory neck.
Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains,
And mighty hearts are held in slender chains,
With hairy springes we the birds betray,
Slight lines of hair surprise the finay prey,
Fair tresses man’s imperial race insnare,
And beauty draws ©s with a single bair,

51
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The adventurous Baron the bright locks admired;
He saw, he wished, and to the prize aspired.
Resolved fo win, he meditates the way,

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

For this, ere Pheebus rose, he had implored

Propitious Heaven, and every power adored;

But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built,

Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt,
There lay three garters, half 2 pair of gloves;
And all the trophies of his former loves:

With tender billets doux he lights the pyre,

And breathes three amorous sighs to raise the fire.
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize:

The powers gave ear, and granted half his prayer,
The rest, the winds dispersed in empty air.

But now secure the pzinted vessel glides,

The sunbeams trembling on the floating tides;
While melting music steals upon the sky,

And softened sounds along the waters die;
Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play,
Belinda smiled, and all the world was gay.

All but the Sylph—with careful thoughts oppressed,
The impending woe sat heavy on his breast,

He summons straight his denizens of air;

The lucid squadrons round the sails repair:

Soft o’er the shrouds aerial whispers breathe,
That seemed but zephyrs to the train beneath,
Some to the sun their insect-wings unfold,

Waft on the breeze, or sink in clouds of gold;
Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight,
Their fluid bodies half dissolved in light,

Loose to the wind their airy garments flew,
Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew,
Dipped in the richest tincture of the skies,

12
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Wkere light disports in ever-mingling dyes;
While every beam new transient colours flings,

Colours that change whene'er they wave their wings.,

Amid the circle, on the gilded teast,
Superior by the head, was Adel placed;
His purple pinioas opening to the suz,

He naised his azure wznd, and thus begun:

“ Ye Sylphs aod Sylphids, to your chicf give ear)
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, 20d Demons, hear!
Ye know the sphetes, and various tasks assigned
By laws eternal to the zerial kind.

Some in the ficlds of purest ether play,

And bask and whiten in the blaze of day.

Some guide the course of waodering orbs on high,
O roll the planets through the boundless sky.
Some, less 1efined, beneath the moon’s pale light
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night,
Or suck the mists in grosser a1z below,

Or dip their praions in the paicted bow,

Ot brew fierce tempests on the wintry main,

Or o'ex the glebe disul the kindly raa.

Others on ezrth o’er human race preside,

Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide:
Of these the chicf the care of nations own,

And gurard with 2ems divise the Bntish throne,

“ Qut bumbler proviace is to tend the farr,
Not a less pleasing, though less glonious care;
‘To save the powder from 100 rude a gale,

Not let the imprisoned essences exhale;

‘To draw fresh colours from the vernal flowers;
To steal from rainbows, ere they drop in showers
A brighter wash; to cudl their waving bairs,
Assm their blushes and tnspire cheir airs;

Nazy, oft, in dreams, invention we bestow,

To change a flounce, or add a furbelow,

* This day, black omens threat the brightest fair
‘That c’er deserved 2 watchful spidt’s care;

13
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Some dite disaster, or by force, or slight; o
But what, or where, the Fates have wrapped in night.
Whether the nymph shall break Diana’s law,
Or some frail china jar receive a flaw;
Or stain her honour or her new brocade;
Forget her prayers, or miss a masquerade;
Or lose her heart, or necklace, at a ball;
Or whether Heaven has doomed that Shock must fall. 11e
Haste, then, ye Spirits! to your charge repair:
The fluttering fan be Zephyretta’s care;
The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign;
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine;
Do thou, Crispissa, tend her favourite lock;
Aricl himself shall be the guard of Shock,

“ To fifty chosen Sylphs, of special note,
We trust the important charge, the petticoat:
Oft have we known that seven-fold fence to fail,
Though stiff with hoops, and armed with ribs of

whale;

Form 2 strong line about the silver bound,
And guard the wide circumference around.

** Whatever spirit, careless of his charge,
His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large,
Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o’ertake his sins,
Be stopped in vials, or transfixed with pins;
Or plunged in lakes of bitter washes lie,
Or wedged whole ages in a bodkin’s eye:
Gums and pomatums shall his flight restrain,
While clogged he beats his silken wings in vain:
Or alum styptics with contracting power
Shrink his thin essence like a rivelled flower:
Or, as Ixion fixed, the wretch shall feel
The giddy motion of the whirling mill,
In fumes of burning chocolate shall glow,
And tremble at the sea that froths below! *

He spoke: the spirits from the sails descend;
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend ;.

54
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Some thrid the mazy xmglels of her hair;

L R e R

CANTO IIT

Close by those meads, for ever crowned with flowers,
‘Where Thames with pride surveys his rising towers,
There stands a structure of majestic frame, -
Which from the neighbouting Hampton takes its name,
Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom
Of foteign tyraats, and of nymphs at home;
Here thou, great ANNA! whom three realms obey,
Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes tea.
Hither the heroes and the nymphs resont,
To taste awhile the pleasures of a Court; 10
In various talk the instructive hours they passed,
Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last;
Onc speaks the glory of the British Queen,
And one describes a charming Indian screen;
A third interprets motions, looks, and cyes;
At every word a reputation dtes.
Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat,
With singing, laughing, ogling, and a1l that.
Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day,
The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray; 0
‘The hungry judges soon the sentence sign,
And wretches hang that jurymen may dine;
‘The merchant from the Exchange returns in peace,
And the long labours of the toilet cease.
Bchnda now, whom thirst of fame mvntcs
Straight the three bands prepare in atms to join,
ch band the number of the sacred mne, 0

13
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Soon as she spreads her hand, the aerial guard
Descend, and sit on each important card:
First Aricl perched upon a Matadore,
Then each according to the rank thc.y bore;
Fot Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race,
Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place.
Behold, four Kings in majesty revered,
With hoary whiskers and a forky beard;
And four fair Queens, whose hands sustain a flower,
The expressive emblem of their softer powes; 40
Four Knaves in garbs succinct, a trusty band;
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand;
And parti-coloured troops, a shining train,
Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain.
The skilful nymph reviews her force with care:
Let Spades be trumps! she said, and trumps they were.
Now move to war her sable Matadores,
In show like leaders of the swarthy Moots.
Spadillio first, unconquerable lord !
Led off two captive trumps, and swept the board. 50
As mapy more Manillio forced to yield,
And marched a victor from the verdant field.
Him Basto followed; but his fate more hard
Gained but one trump and one plebeian card,
With his broad sabre nest, a chief id years,
The hoary Majesty of Spades appears,
Puts forth one manly leg, to sight tevealed,
The rest, his many-coloured robe concealed.
The rebel Knave, who dates his prince engage;
Proves the just victim of his royal rage, 6o
Ev’n mighty Pam, that kings and queens o’erthrew,
And mowed down armies in the fights of Loo,
Sad chance of war! now destitute of aid,
Falls undistinguished by the victor Spadei
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield;
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field.
His watlike Amazon her host invades,

56
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The imperial consort of the crown of Spades.
The Club’s black tyrant first her victim died,
Spite of his haughty mien, and barbarous pride:
What boots the regal circle on his head,

His giant limbs, in state unwieldy spread;

That long behind he tezils bis pompous robe,
And of all monarchs only grasps the globe?

‘The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace]
The embroidered King who shows but kalf his face,
And his refulgent Queen, with powers combined,
Of broken troops an casy conquest find.

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild disorder seen,
With throogs promiscuous strow the level green.
Thus when dispersed 2 routed asmy runs,

Of Asia’s troops, and Afric’s sable sons,

‘With like confusion different nations fiy,

Of various habit, and of vatious dye,

The piczced battalions disunited fall,

In heaps on heaps; one fate o’crwhelms them ail

The Knave of Dizmonds tries his wily ars,
Ard wins (oh, shameful chancel) the Queen of Hearts,
At this, the blood the virgin’s cheek forsook,

A livid paleness spreads o’er all her look;

She sees, and trembles at the approaching ill,
Just in the jaws of min, acd Codille.

And now (as oft in some distempered state)

On one nice trick depends the general fate:

An Ace of Hearts steps forth: the King unseen
Lurked in ber hand, and moumed his captive Queens
He springs to vengeance with 2n eager pace,
And falls like thunder oo the prostrate Ace.
The nymph exulting fills with shouts the sky;
‘The walls, the woods, and long canals reply.

Oh, thooghtless mottalst ever blind to fate,
‘Too soon dejected, 2ad too soon elate,

Sudden these honours shall be snarched away,
Ard carsed for ever this victorious day.
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CANTO IV

But apxious cares the pensive nymph oppressed,
And secret passions laboured in her breast.
Not youthful kings in battle seized alive, ]
Not scornful virgins who their charms survive,
Not ardent lovers robbed of all their bliss,
Not ancient ladies when refused a kiss,
Not tyrants ficrce that unrepenting die,
Not Cynthia when her manteaw’s pinned awry,
F’er felt such rage, resentment, and despair,
As thou, sad vitrginl for thy ravished hair.
For, that sad moment, when the Sylphs withdrew,
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew,
Umbriel, a dusky, melancholy sprite,
As ever sullied the fair face of light,
Down to the central earth, his proper scene,
Repaired to search the gloomy Cave of Spleen.
Swift on his sooty pinions flits the Gnome,
And in a vapour reached the dismal dome.
No cheerful breeze this sullen region knows,
The dreaded east is all the wind that blows.
Here in a grotto, sheltered close from air,
And screened in shades from day’s detested glare,
She sighs for ever on her pensive bed,
Pain at her side, and Megtim at her head.
Two handmaids wait the throne: alike in place,
But differing far in figure and in face,
Here stood Ill-nature like an ancient maid,
Her wrinkled form in black and white arrayed;
With store of prayers, for mornings, nights, and noon
Her hand is filled; her bosom with lampoons.
There Affectation, with a sickly mien,
Shows in her check the roses of eighteen,
Practised to lisp, and hang the head aside,
Faints into airs, and languishes with pride,
Oua the rich quilt sinks with becoming woe,
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Wrapped in 2 gown, for sickoess, and for show.

The fair ones feel such maladics a3 these,

When each new night-dress gives a new discase.
A constant vapour o'er the palace flies; «

Strange phaatoms rising as the mists arise;

Dreadful, a3 hermits’ dreams in hannted shades,

Or bright, as visions of expiring maids.

Now glaring fiends, 2nd snakes on rolling spires,

Pale spectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires:

Now lakes of liquid gold, Elysian scenes,

2

e gmd

One bent; the haodle this', and that the upot;t: 50
A pipkin thete, like Homer's tripod walks;
Here sighs a jar, and there 2 goose-pic talks:

Safe passed the Gnome through this fantastic band,
A branch of healtag spleenwort in s hand,
Then thus addressed the power: ** Hail, wayward Queen!
Who rule the sex to fifty from fifteen;
Patent of vapours, and of female wit,
Who give the hystenic, or poetic fit, 6o
On vatious tempers act by various ways,
Make some take physic, others senbble plays;
Who cause the proud their visits to delay,
And send the godly 10 2 pet to pray;
A nymph there is, that all thy power disdains,
And thousands more 1n cqual murth maineains.
But oh! if ¢’er thy Gnome could spoil a graces
Or raise a pimple on a beauteous face,
Like citron-waters matron’s cheeks inflame,
Or change complexions at a losing game;
If ¢’er with airy horns I planted heads,
Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds,
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Or caused suspicion when no soul was rude,

Ot discomposed the head-dress of a prude,

Or e’er to costive lap-dog gave disease,

Which not the tears of brightest eyes could ease;

Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin,

That single act gives half the world the spleen.”
The Goddess with a discontented ait

Seems to reject him, though she grants his prayer.

A wondrous bag with both her hands she binds,

Like that where once Ulysses held the winds;

There she collects the force of female lungs,

Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of tongues.

A vial next she fills with fainting fears,

Soft sorrows, melting gricfs, and flowing tears.

The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away,

Spreads his black wings, and slowly mounts to day
Sunk in Thalestris’ arms the nymph he found,

Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound.

Full o’er their heads the swelling bag he rent,

And all the Furies issued at the vent.

Belinda burns with more than mortal ite,

And fierce Thalestris fans the rising fire.

O wretched maid! ™ she.spread her hands, and ¢

(While Hampton’s echoes, *“ Wretched maid! ™ re)

 Was it for this you took such constant care

The bodkin, comb, and essence to prepate?

For this your locks in paper durance bound?

Por this with torturing irons wreathed around?

For this with fillets strained your tender head,

And bravely bore the double loads of lead? -

Gods! shall the ravisher display your hair,

While the fops envy and the ladics stare

Honour forbid! at whose unrivalled shrine

Ease, pleasure, virtue, all our sex resign.

Methinks already I your tears survey,

Already hear the horrid things they say,

Already see you a degraded toast,
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And all your honout ina whisper lost!

How shall J, theq, your helpless fame defend?
“T'will then be infamy to seem your friend}
And shall this prize, the inestimable prize,
Exposed through crystal to the gazing cyes,
And heighteaed by‘_ t!n:A ebmond’s ci:cling 1353,
o~ e atane bam -~ e’

. N . - [
Sooner let earth, air, sez, to chaos fall,
Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, patrots, perish alif >
She said: then raging to Sir Plume repairs,

And bids her beau demand the psecious hairs:

(Sir Plume, of amber sauff-box justly vain,

And the nice conduct of a douded canc)

With eanest cyes, and round unthinking face,

He first the snuff-box opened, then the case,

And then broke out—*“ My Lotd, why, what the devil
Confound the lock! 'fore Gad, you must be civil!
Plague on't] 'tis past a jest—nay prthee, pox!
Give ber the hair "—he spoke, 2nd rapped bus borx.
It gricves me much ” (replied the peer again)
“Who speaks so well should ever speak 1n vain,
But by this Jock, this sacred lock, I swear,

(Which gever more shall jorn its parted hair;
Which never more its honours shall rencw,

Clipped from the lovely head where late ir grew)
‘That while my nostrils draw the vital air,

is hand, which won it, shall for ever wear,”
. IR T
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He breaks the vial whence the sorrows flow.
Then seel the oymph 1n beautcous grief appears,
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Yet am e fiest ™ ak
By lo of courts 0 nu ik petrayed
Oh, a1 rathet nadmt emaine
1n some lone isie, OF distant 00 ¢n lands
Where the ¢ chatiot 0eve ks the WaY»
Whese no™ ¢n ombrt; B rer tast \
Thete kept my cha onceal from mO al €y,
Like £oses hat in desett bloom
Wh moved outhful ds to soam?
Oh, had 1 s¢ yed, aid my Prayers t home! bo
Twas this © cning omer med to tell:

ice from trembling han tch-bO% fells
The tottering hook with

Nay, Poll sat mute and Shock was
A Sylph to© warned me of the threats of Fate,

1n mystic visions, AO¥% believed tO c
h

See the poor £ f th hairs|
My hands shall rend hat ev'n thY ine spares
These in tWO S ble ringlets 2 break,

g
Once gave new peauties O the sn
The sister-lock now sits ud
And in its low’s fate forese
Uncusled it hangs, the fatal

h, hadst thou, cruell "been
Hairs less in sight, of 307 hairs

caNTO V
She said: the pitying audience melt in tearss
But Fate and Jove

had stopped the Baron’s cars.
in vait Thalestsis wi

For who can MOVE when
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Not half 50 fixed the Trojan could remain,
While Anna begged 2nd Dido raged in vain.
Then grave Clarissa graceful waved her fan;
Silence ensved, and thus the nympb began:

*“ Say, why are Beauties praised 2nd honoured most,
‘The wise man's passion, and the vain man's toast? 10
Why decked with 2ll that land 20d sez afford,
Why angels called, and angel-like 2dored ?
Why round our coaches crowd the whitc-gloved beaux?
Why bows the side-box from its inmost rows?
How vain are all these glories, all our pains,
Unless good sease preserve what beauty gains;
‘That men may say, when we the front-box grace,
* Behold the first in virtue as in facel”
Oh1 if to dance all night, and dress all day,
Charmed the small-pox, or chased old age away; I
Who would not scorn what housewife’s cares produce,
Or who would learn one carthly thing of use?
‘To patch, pay ogle, might become z saint,
Not could it sure be such 2 s1a to paine.
But since, alas| frail beauty must decay,
Cutled or uncurled, since locks will tutn to grey;
Since painted, or not painted, all shall fade,
And she who scorns 2 man, must die 2 maid;
What then remains, but well our power to nse,
And keep good-humour still, whate’er we lose? 10
And trust me, dear] good-bumour cag prevail,
When airy, and flights, 20d screams, and scolding fail.
Beauties in vain theit pretty eyes may roll;
Charms strike the sight, but ment wing the soul.”

So spoke the dame, but no applause ensued;
Belinda frowned, Thalestris called her prude.
“To army, to arms 1™ the fierce virago cries,
And swift as lightning to the combat flies,
All side in parues, and begin the attack:
Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones erack; 40
Heroes® and heroines® shouts confusedly rise,
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And bass and treble voices strike the skies.
No common weapons in their hands are found,
Like gods they fight, not dread a mortal wound.

So when bold Homer makes the gods engage,
And heavenly breasts with human passions rage;
*Gainst Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms;
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms:

Jove’s thunder roars, heaven trembles all around,

Blue Neptune storms, the bellowing deeps resound: 5o
Earth shakes her nodding towers, the ground gives way,
And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day!

Triumphant Umbriel on a sconce’s height
Clapped his glad wings, and sate to view the figh
Propped on their bodkin spears, the Sprites surve
The growing combat, or assist the fray.

While through the press enraged Thalestris flie
And scatters death around from both her eyes,

A bean and witling perished in the throng,

One died in metaphor, and one in song.

“ O eruel nymphl a living death I bear,”

Cried Dapperwit, and sunk beside his chair.

A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards cast,

* Those eyes are made so killing ——was his last,
Thus on Mzander’s flowery margin lies

The expiring swan, and as he sings he dies.

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa dows
Chloe stepped in, and killed him with a frown;
She smiled to see the doughty hero slain,

But, at her smile, the beau revived again.

Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air,
Weighs the men’s wits against the lady’s hair:
The doubtful beam long nods from side to side;
At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside.

See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies,

With more than usual lightaing in her eyes:
Nor feared the chicf the unequal fight to try,
Who sought no mote than on his foe to die.
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But this bold lord with manly strength endoed,

She with one finger 20d 2 thumb subdued: 8o
Just where the breath of life bis nostrils drew,

A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw;

The Goomss direct, to every atom just,

The pungent grains of titillating dust.

.(‘.J-Y... 3t e 7"0"“7‘

.
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And dx:w 2 dad]y bodhn from ker 5xdc.
(The samse, his ancient personage to deck,
Her gtez!-grut -grandsire wore about his neck, ]
1n three seal-rings; which after, melzed down,
Formed 2 vast buckle for his widow’s gown:
Her infant grandame’s whistle next it grew,
‘The bells she jingled, and the whistle blew;
Then in 2 bodkin graced her mother’s hairs,
Which long she wore, 20d now Belinda wears.)
“ Boast ot my fall 7 (ke cried), “ 1asulung foe!
Thou by soms other shalt be lad 25 low,
Nor think, to di¢ dejects my lofty mund:
All thay 1 dread is leasing you behund|l
Rather than o, 2h, let me sall survive,
And burn in Cupid’s flames—but bura alive.”
* Restore the Lock!” she erizs; 2nd all atound
“ Restore the Lock | ™ the vaalted roofs rebound.
Not fieree Othello 10 30 loud 2 strain
Roared for the bandkerchicf that cansed bis pain
Bat see how oft ambittous 21ms are crossed,
And chicfs contend nll all the prize 15 lost!
The lock, obtained with guilt, 2nd kept with pain,
In every place 13 sought, but sought in vaia:
With such a prize 0o mortal mus: be blessed,
So Heaven decrees! with Heaven who can contest?
Some thought it mounted to the lunar sphere,
Sinee all things lost oo earth are treasured there
There beroes” wits are kept in pondesous vases,
6
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And beaus’ in snuff-boxes and tweezer-cases.

There broken vows, and death-bed alms are. found,
And lovers’ hearts with ends of riband bound,
The courtier’s promises, and sick man’s prayers,
The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs,

Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke 2 flea,

Dried butterflies, and tomes of casuistry.

But trust the Muse—she saw it upward rise,
Though marked by none but quick, poetic eyes:
{So Rome’s great founder to the heavens withdrew,
To Proculus alone confessed in view)

A sudden star, it shot through liquid air,

And drew behind a radiant trail of hair.

Not Berenice’s locks first rose so bright,

The heavens bespangling with dishevelled light.
The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies,

And pleased pursue its progress through the skies.

This the beas smonde shall from the Mall survey,
And hail with music its propitious ray;
This the blest lover shall for Venus take,
And send up vows from Rosamonda’s lake, ‘
This Partridge soon shall view in cloudless skies,
When next he looks through Galileo’s eyes;
And hence the egregious wizard shall foredoom
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome.

Th;: cease, bright nymph! to mourn thy ravished

ir,

Which adds new glory to the shining sphere |
Not all the tresses that fair head can boast
Shall draw such envy as the lock you lost.
For after all the murders of your eye,
When, after millions slain, yourself shall die;
When those fair suns shall set, as set they must,
And all those tresses shall be laid in dust,
This lock, the Muse shall consecrate to fame,
And ’midst the stars inscribe Belinda’s name.

Avrexanper Pop;
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GRAY’S ELEGY

ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY
CHURCHYARD

e curfew tolls the knell of parting day,
T The lowing berd wind slowly o'er the lea,
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way,
And leaves the world to darkness, 2ad to me.

Now fzdes the glimmering landscape on the sight,
And 21l the air 2 solemn suflness holds,

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds,

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower

‘The moping owl does to the moon complain 1
Of such 23, wandeting near her secret bower,

Molest her ancient solitary reign.

Beneath those rugged clms, that yew-trec’s shade,
Where heaves the turf 10 many 2 mouldenng heap,
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,
The rude Forefathers of the hamlet slecp. N

[ T S 5 T

Fot them no more the blazing hearth shalt bua.
Or busy housewife ply her evening care:

No children run to lisp their sire’s return,
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield,

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke;
How jocund did they drive their team afield}

How bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy strokel
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Let not Ambition mock their useful toil,
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure;

Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile
The short and simple annals of the Poor.

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Awaits.alike th’ inevitable hour :—
‘The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault
If Memory o'er their tomb no trophies raise,
Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vaul
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise.

Can storied urn or animated bust

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath?
Can Honour’s voice provoke the silent dust,

Or Flattery soothe the dull cold ear of Death?

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire;
Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway’d,
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyze:

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page
Rich with the spoils of time did ne’er unroll;
Chill Penury repress’d their noble rage,
And froze the genial current of the soul.

Full many a gem of purest ray serene
The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear:
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast
The little tyrant of his fields withstood,

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest,
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood.
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Th’ applause of list'ning scnates to command,
The threats of pain 20d ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land,
And read their history in 2 nation”s eyes,

Their lot forbad: nor circumseribed alone
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined;
Forbad to wade through slaughter to a throne,
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind,

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame,
Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride
With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame.

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife,
‘Their sober wishes never learn’d to stray;
Along the cool sequester’d vale of life
They kept the natseless tenaur of their way.

Yet ¢'en these bones from insult to protect
Some frail memorral still erected nig

b,
With uncouth thymes and shapeless sculpture deck’d,

Implotes the passing tribute of 2 sigh.

Their name, their years, spelt by th” unletter’d Muse,
The place of fame and elegy supply:

And many a holy text around she strews,
That teach the rustic moralist to dre.

For who, to dumb (crgetfulnss a prey,
pleasing anxious being e’er resign’d,
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day,
Nor cast one longing lingering look behind®

[ i T RIS S S

Elen in our ashes live their wou;:‘d ﬁmﬁ
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THE BARD

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere;

Heaven did 2 recompense as largely send:
He gave to Misery 21l be had, a tear,

He gain'd from Heaven, *twas all he wish'd, a fdiend.
No farther seck his merits to disclose,

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode,
{There they 2like in trembling hope repose,)

The bosom of his Father and his God.

Troyas Grax

THE BARD
A PINDARIC ODE
L1
Rum seize thee, ruthless King)
Confusion on thy banners wait!
Tho' fana’d by Conquest’s crimson wing
They mock the air with 1dle state.
Helm, nor hauberk’s twisted mail,
Nor e'en thy virtues, tyrant, shall avail
To save thy secret soul from nightly fears,
From Cambria’s curse, from Cambna’s tears1™
~—Such were the sounds that o'er the crested pride
Of the first Edward scatter’d wild disouay, 10
As down the steep of Snowdon’s shaggy side
He wound with toilsome march hus [ong atray:—
Stout Glo'ster stood aghast in speechless trance;
*To arms!” cricd Mortimer, and couch’d hus quivering

L2
On a zock, whose haughty brow
Frowns o'er old Conway’s foamung flood,
o €,

T,

NELELIE LTI
Stream'd like 2 meteor to the troubled air;)
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O'erx thes,
thee in hoarset murmurs
fatal day,

Revenge o8 1
yocal no Mot inc Cambria’s ;
n Hoel's barPs or soft Llewellyn's lay.

L3

Cadwallo’s tongue,
<vd the storm™y main:
Brave Urien sleeps upon his craggy bed:

Mountains, ¢ moutn i0 vain
Modred, whose magic song

Pliplimmon bo¥ his cloud-topt head.

Arvon’s shore they lie
and ghastly pale:

10

« Cold is
That he

Dear lost comP
Dear as the lig
Dear as the 1 that warm ™
Ve died arnidst yout dying country
No mote 1 weep: ey do not sleeps
On yonder iffs, a grisly band,
1 see them sits they linger 76
Avengers of their native land:
With me in dreadfuol harmony they joif,
And weave with bloody hands the tissuc of

thy line-

m 1
« \Weave the warp and weave the woof,
The winding-sheet of Bdward's race:

d verge cnoug

Give ample r00™ an
The characters of hell to trace.
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Mark the year and mark the night
When Scvern shall re-ccho with affright
The shricks of death thro’ Berkley’s roofs that ring,
Shricks of an agonizing king!
She-wolf of France, with uatelenting fangs,
That tear’st the bowels of thy mangled mate,
From thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs
The scourge of Heaven! What terrors round hin
waijt]
Amazement in his van, with Fught combieed,
And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude behind.

n oz
“ Mighty victor, mighty lord,
Low on his funcral couch he liest |
No pitying heart, no eye, afford
A tear to grace his obsequies,
Is the sable wartior fled?
Thy son is goge. He rests among the dead.
The sw2rm that in thy noon-tide beam were born?®
—Gone to salute the nsing mora.
Fair laughs the Morn, 20d soft the zephyr blows,
While proudly riding o’cr the azure realm
In gallant trim the gilded Vesse! goes:
A L T a T e

* Fill high the sparkling bowl,
The fich repast prepare;

Reft of a crown, he yet may share the feast:
Close by the regal chair

Fell Thurst and Famine scowl

A baleful smilc upon their baffled guest.
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Heard ye the din of battle bray,
Lance to lance, and horse to horse? .
Long years of havoc urge their destined course,
And thro’ the kindred squadrons mow their way.
Ye towers of Julius, London’s lasting shame,
With many a foul and midnight murder fed,
Revere his Consort’s faith, his Father’s fame,.
And spare the meek usurper’s holy head!
Above, below, the rose of snow,
Twined with her blushing foe, we spread;
The bristled boar in infant-gore
Wallows beneath the thorny shade.
Now, brothers, bending o’et the accurséd loom,
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom.

o 1

“ Bdward, lo! to sudden fate
(Weave we the woof; the thread is spun;) -
Half of thy heart we consecrate,
(The web is wove; the wotk is done.)
Stay, O stay! nor thus forlorn
Leave me unbless’d, unpitied, here to mourn:
In yon bright track that fires the western skies
They melt, they vanish from my eyes.
But Ol what solemn scenes on Snowdon’s height
Descending slow their glittering skirts unroll?
Visions of glory, spare my aching sight,
Ye unbora ages, crowd not on my soul}
No more our long-lost Arthur we bewail :—
All bail, ye genuine kings! Britannia’s issue, haili’

-

III. 2

** Girt with many 2 baron bold
Sublime their starry fronts they rear;

And gorgeous dames, and statesmen old
In bearded majesty, appear. '
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In the midst 4 form divine!
Het eye proclaims her of the Briton-Line:
Her Lion-port, her awe-commanding face,
Attemper'd sweet to virgin-grace.
What strings symphonious tremble in the air,
What strains of vocal transport tound her play? 130
Hear from the grave, great Taliessin, hear;
They breathe 2 soul to animate thy clay.
Bright Rapture calls, 2nd soaring as she sings,
Waves io the cyc of Heaven her many-colour'd wings.

. 3

“ The versc 2dorn again

Fierce War, and faithful Love,
And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction drest,

In buskin'd measures move
Pale Grief, 2nd pleasing Fain,
With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breast, 1350
A voice as of the cherub-choir

Gales from blooming Eden bezt,
._And distant warblings lessen on my ear,

To-morrow he tepaurs the golden flood

And warms the nations with redoubled ray.
Encugh for me: with joy I see

‘The different doom our fates assign: e
Be thinc Despair and sceptred Care;

To triumph 1nd to die are mine.”
—He spoke, 1nd headlong from the mouatain’s height
Deep in the zoating tide he plunged to endless nighe. .
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE

werr Auturn! loveliest village of the plaig, )
Sthrc health and plenty cheer’d the labouring swain,
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid,
And parting summer’s lingering blooms delay’d:
Dear lavely bowers of innocence and ease,
Seats of my youth, when every sport could please,
How often have I loiter’'d o’er thy green,
Where humble happiness endear’d each scene;
How oftea have I paus'd on every charm,
The shelter’d cot, the cultivated farm, 10
The never-failing brook, the busy mill,
The decent church that topp’d the neighbouring hill,
The hawthorn bush, with scats beneath the shade,
Por talking age and whisp’ring lovers made;
How often have I bless’d the coming day,
When toil remitting lent its turn to play,
And all the village train, from labour free,
Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree;
While many a pastime circled in the shade,
The young contending as the old survey'd; 20
And many a gambol frolick’d o’er the ground,
And sleights of art and feats of strength went round;
And stll as each repeated pleasuse tir'd,
Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspird;
The dancing pair that simply sought renown,
By holding out to tire each other down; '
The swain mistrustless of his smutted face,
While secret faughter titter'd round the place;
The bashful virgin’s side-long looks of love,
The matron’s glance thas would those looks reprove: 30
These were thy charms, sweet village; sports like these,
With sweet succession, taught e'en toil to please;*
These round thy bowers their chearful influence shed,
These were thy charms—but all these charms are fled.
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE
Sweer smiling village, loveliest of the lawn,

Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn;

Amidst thy bowers the tyrant’s hand is seen,
And desolation saddens all thy green:

Ose only master grasps the whole domain,
And half a dllage stints thy smiling plain:

No more thy glassy brook reflects the day,
But, chok'd with sedges, works its weedy way.
Along thy glades, a soltary guest,

The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest;
Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies,
And tires their echoes with uavaried cnes.
Sun'k :xc thy bowets in shapeless ruin all,
a-ra e - el

Il fares the land, to hast*aing ills 2 prey,
Where wealth accurmulates, and men decay:
Princes and lords may flourssh, or may fade;

A breath can make them, as a breath has made;
But 2 bold peasantry, thetr country’s pride,
‘When once destroy’d, can never be supplied,

A time there was, erc England’s griefs began,
L TTIPOSRE I S S O
S e e
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His best compaatons, tnnocence and haalth;
And his best riches, ignorance of wealth,

But times 2¢e 2lter’d; trade’s unfeching trzin
Usurp the land and dispossess the swamn;
Aloag the lawn, where scatter’d hamlets rose,
Unwicldy wealth, and cumbsous pomp repose;
And every want to opulence allied,

And every pang thar folly pays to pride.

v







THE DESERTED VILLAGRE

For him no wretches, born to work and weep,

Explote the minc, oz tempt the dangerous deep;

No sutly porter stands in guilty state

To spurn imploring famine from the gate;

But on he moves to meet his latter end,

Angels around befriending Virtue's friend;

Bends to the grave with unperceiv’d decay,

‘While Resignation gently slopes the way; 110
And, all hs prospects brightening to the last,

His Heaven commences cre the world be pass’d|

Sweet was the sound, when oft at evening’s close,
Up yonder hull the.village murmur rose;
Thete, 2s I pass’d with carcless steps and slow,
‘The mingling notes came soften’d from below;
The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung,
The sober herd that low’d to mect their young;
The noisy geese that gabbled o’er the pool ;
‘The playful childsen just let loose from school ; 120
The watchdog’s vorce that bay’d the whisp’ning wind,
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacaat mund;
These all in sweet confusion sought the shade,
And ill'd each pause the nightingale had made,
But now the sounds of population fail,
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale,
No busy steps the grass-grown foot-way tread,
l"t‘:'r.nll the bloomy flush of life 1s fled.
4
’ 130
{
To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread,
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn,
To seek her nightly shed, and weep tll morn;
She only left of all the harmless train,
The sad histotian of the pensive plan.

Neat yonder copse, where once the garden smil'd,
And still where many a gzrden flower grows wild;

’ 11
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE
The reverend champion stood. At his control,
-~ ENSRIEN T X AR D)

At chorch, with meek 20d unaffected grace,
His looks 2dom'd the veserable place;
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double sway,
And fools, who came to scoff, reemin’d to pray.
The service pass’d, around the pious man,
‘With steady 2eal, cach honest rustic ran;
Evea childres follow'd with endearing wile,
And pluck’d his gown, to share the good man’s

smile.

His ready smile 2 parent’s warmth :xyn:s'd.
Their welfare pleas'd bum, and their cares distress’d
A R RSP S g

e .
Swells from thc n.l:, and mid'my leaves the storm

‘Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spre
Eternal sunshise sereles on its head.

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way,
‘With blossom'd furze unprohtably gay,
“There, in his notsy maasion, skil’d to rule,
‘The village master taught his litle school;
A man ssvere be was, and stern to view;
T knew him well, and every truant knew;
Well had the boding tremblers Iearn’d to trace
The day's disasters in his morning face;
Full well they laugh’d, with counterferted gles,
At all his jokes, for many 2 joke kad he,
Full well the busy whisper, arcling round,
Convey’d the dismal udings when he frown'd:
Yer he was kind; or if severe 1n aught,
The love he bore to leatning was 1n faule;






THE DESERTED VILLAGE

No mote the farmer’s news, the barber’s tale;
No more the wood-man’s ballad shall prevail;
No more the smith his dusky brow shall dear,
Relax his pond'rous strength, 20d lean to hear;
The bost himself no longer shall be found
Careful to see the mantling bliss go round;
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be press’d,
Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest.

Yes1 let the rich deride, the proud disdain,
‘These simple blessings of the lowly train;
‘To me more dear, congenial to my heart,
One native charm, than all the gloss of art;
Spontancous joys, where Nature has its play,
The soul adopts, 2nd owns their first-born

sway;

Lightly they frolic o’ the vacant mind,
Uneavied, unmolested, unconfin’d:

But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade,
Witch all the freaks of wanton wealth array’d,
In thcsc, ere mﬂcn half their wish obmn,
- v
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Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen, who survey
The rich man’s joys increase, the poor’s decay,
*Tis yours to judge, how wide the limuts stand
Between a splendid and a happy land,

Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore
And shouting Folly bails them from her shote;
Hoazrds, ¢'en beyond the miser’s wish abound,
And tich men flock from all the world around.
Yercount our gains.,  Thus wealth 1s but 2 name
That leaves our useful products sull the same.
Not so the loss.  The man of wealth and prde
‘Takes up 2 space that many poor suppled;

L1
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LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

Space for his lake, his park’s extended bounds,
Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds;
The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth
Has robb’d the neighbouring fields of half their
growth,
His seat, where solitary sports are seen,
Indignant spurns the cottage from the green;
Around the world each needful product flics,
For all the luxuries the world supplies:
While thus the Jand adorn’d for pleasure, all
In barren splendour feebly waits the fall.

As some fair female unadorn’d and plain,
Secure to please while youth confirms her reign,
Slights every borrow’d charm that dress supplies,
Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes:

But when those charms are pass’d, for charms are §
When time advances, and when lovers fail,

She then shines forth, solicitous to bless,

In all the glaring impotence of dress.

Thus fares the land, by lusury betray’d,

In nature’s simplest charms at first array’d,

But verging to decline, its splendours rise,

Its vistas strike, its palaces surprise;

While scourg’d by famine from the smiling land,
The mournful peasant leads his humble band;
And while he sinks, without one arm to save,
The country blooms—a garden, and a grave.

Where then, ahl where, shall poverty reside,
. To ’scape the pressure of contiguous pride?
If to some common’s fenceless limits stray’d,
He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade,
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide,
And c’en the bare-worn common is denied.

If to the city sped—what waits him there?
To see profusion that he must not share;

-~



THE DESERTED VILLAGE

To sce ten thousand baneful arts combin’d
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind;

To sce those joys the sons of plwur: koow
Extorted from his fellow creature’s woe.
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade,
These the pale anist phcs the :xcldy tndc,

[Tere, e st omes Tat e R

Herc, nchly deck’d, zdn:uts the gorg:ous tx'am, 120
Tumultuous guudcur crowds the blazing square,

The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare.

Sure scenes like these no troubles c’er annoy!

Sure these denote one universal joy! _

Ate these thy sedous thoughts?—Abh, turn thine

. eyes

Whex: the poor houseless shiv’ring female lies.

She once, perhaps, in village pleaty bless’d,

Has wept at tales of 1nnocence distress’d;

Her modest looks the cottage mught adorn,

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn; 10
Now lost to all; her friends, her virtue fled,

Near her betrayer’s door she lays her head,

And, pinch’d with cold, and shnnking from the shower,
With heavy heart deplotes that luckless hour,

When idly first, ambitious of the town,

She left her wheel and robes of country brown,

Do thine, sweet Ausury, thine, the loveliest train,
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain?
E'en now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led,
At proud men's doors they ask a litle bread! $40

Ah, no. To distant climes, 2 dreary scene,
Where half the convex world intrudes between,
‘Through tornd tracts with fainting steps they go,
Where wild Altama murmun to their woe.
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Par different thete from all that charm’d before, ‘
The various terrors of that horrid shore;

Those blazing suns that dart 2 downward ray,

And fiercely shed intolerable day; )

Those matted woods where birds forget to sing,  ~
But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling;

Those pois'nous fields with ank luxuriance crown’d,
Where the dark scorpion gathers death around;
Where at each step the stranget fears to wake

The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake;

Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey,

And savage men more murd’rous still than they;
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, -
Mingling the ravag'd landscape with the skies.

Far different these from every former scene,

The cooling brook, the grassy-vested green,

The breezy covert of the warbling grove,

That only shelter’d thefts of harmless love.

Good Heaven{ what sorrows gloom’d that parting d
That call’d them from their native walks away;
When the poor exiles, every pleasure pass’d,
Hung round their bowers, and fondly look’d their last,
And taok a long farewell, and wish'd in vain
For seats like these beyond the western main;
And shudd’ring still to face the distant deep,
Return’d and wept, and still return’d to weep. 3
The good old sire, the first prepar’d to go
To new-found worlds, and wept for others’ woe;
But for himself, in conscious virtue brave,
He only wish’d for worlds beyond the grave.
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears,
The fond companion of his helpless years,
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms,
And left a lover’s for a father’s arms.
With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes,
And bless’d the cot where every pleasure rose; 38



THE DESERTED VILLAGE

And kiss'd bee thoughtless babes with maay a tear,
And clasp’d them closc, in sorrow doubly dear;
Whilst her fond husband strove to fend selief

In all the silent manliness of gricf,

O Luxury! thou curs’d by Heaven’s decree,
How ill excbang’d are things like these for thee!
How do thy potions, with insidious joy,

Diffusc their pleasures only to destzoy!
Kingdoms, by thee, to sickly greatness grown,
Boast of a florid vigour ot their own;

At cvery draught more large 2nd large they grow,
A bloated mass of rank unwicldy woe;

Till sapp’d their strength, and every part unsound,
Down, down they sink, 2nd spread a ruin round.

E’en now the devastation is begun,
And half the business of destruction done;
F’en now, methinks, as pond'nng here 1 stand,
1 see the rural virrues leave the land:
Down where yoa anchoting vessel spreads the sail,
That idly wajung flaps with ev’ry gale,
Downward they move, a melancholy band,
Pass from the shore, 2nd datken all the smnd.
Contented toil, 2nd hospiable care,
And kind connubnl tenderness, are there;
And piety, with wishes plac’d above,
And steady loyalty, and fathful love.
And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest mad,
Sull first to fly where sensual joys invade,
Unfit in these degenerate times of shame,
To catch the heant, of strike for honest fame;
Deaar charming nymph, neglected and decried,
My shame in crowds, my solstasy pnde,
Thou source of all my bliss, and all my woe,
That found®st me poor st first, 2nd keep'st me so;
Thou guide by which the nobler arts execl,
Thou purse of every virtue, f2re thee well
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Par different there from all that charm’d before,
The various terrors of that horrid shore; )
Those blazing suns that dast a downward ray,
And fiercely shed intolerable day;
Those matted woods where birds forget to sing, -~
But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling; 350
Those pois’noys fields with rank luxuriaace crown’d,
Where the dark scorpion gathers death around;
Where at each step the stranger fears to wake
The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake;
Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey,
And savage men more murd'rous still than they;
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, -
Mingling the ravag’d landscape with the skies.
Far different these from every former scene,
The cooling brook, the grassy-vested green, a6
The breezy covert of the warbling grove,
That only shelter’d thefts of harmless love.

Good Heaven! what sorrows gloom’d that parting day,
That call’d them from their native walks away;
When the poor exiles, every pleasure pass’d,
Hung round their bowers, and fondly look’d their last,
And took a long farewell, and wish’d in vain
For seats like these beyond the western main;
And shudd’ring still to face the distant deep,
Return’d and wept, and still return’d to weep. 370
The good old sire, the first prepar’d to go
To new-found worlds, and wept for others’ woes
But for himself, in conscious virtue brave,
He only wish’d for worlds beyond the grave.
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears,
The fond companion of his helpless years,
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms,
And left 2 lover’s for a father’s arms.
With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes,
And bless’d the cot where every pleasure rose;

28
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Asnd Kiss'd her thoughtless babes with many a tear,
Aed dasp’d them close, in sorrow doubly dear;
Whilse her fond husband strove 10 lead relief

1a all the silent manliness of prief.

O Lurury! thou cuns’d by Heavea's decree,
How ill exchang’d are thiags like these for theel
How do thy potions, wid"z i:ui(iiou.s jor,
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At every draught more Large and large they grow,
A bloated mass of rank wawicldy woe;
Till s3pp’d their strength, and every part unsoucd,
Down, down they sink, 254 spread 2 ruin round.

E'en now the devastation is begun,

Asd Ealf the boiiness of destruction doze;
E'en 80w, methinks, 25 pond’ring kere 1 stand,
1 sce the runl virtues leave the Iznd:
Down where yos anchoring vessel spreads the eail,
That idly waiting faps with ev'ry gale, 490
Downward they move, 2 melancholy band,
Pass from the shore, and darken all tke strand.
Coztented toil, and kospitable care, -
Asd kind conanbial tenderness, are there;
.:.zd 21y, with wishes plac’d above,

. P A
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Uzt in these degenerate times of shame,

To cach the beart, of strike for honest fame; a0
Dar charrming nywph, neglecred and decried,

My shame ia crowds, my solitary pnde;

Thou source of all my blus, 25d all my woe,

That fmx:-.d'u ms poor at firse, 26d keep'st me 10;
Thou guide by which the nobler arts cxcel,

Thou tunie of every vire, farc thee welll
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Farewell, and oh! whete’et thy voice be tried,

On Torno's cliffs, or Pambamarca’s side,

Whether where equinoctial fervours glow,

Or winter wraps the polar world in snow, 420
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time,

Redress the rigours of th’ inclement clime;

Aid slighted truth; with thy persuasive strain

Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain;

“Teach him, that states of pative strength possess’d,
Though very poor, may still be very bless’d;

That trade’s proud empire hastes to swift decay

As ocean sweeps the labour’d mole away;

While self-dependent power can time defy, -

As rocks resist the billows and the sky. 430

Orver GOLDSMITH

THE COTTER’S SATURDAY NIGHT
INSCRIBED TO R. AIKEN, ESQ.

Let not Ambition mock their useful totl,
Their homely joys, and destiny obseure ;
Nor Grandeur heat, with a disdainful smile,
The short but simple annals of the Poor.
Gray

b 4 -

My lov’d, my honour’d, much respected friead!
No mercenary bard his homage pays:
With honest pride I scorn each selfish end;
My dearest meed, a friend’s estcem and praise:
To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays,
The lowly train in life’s sequester’d scene;
‘The native feelings strong, the guileless ways;
What Aiken in a cottage would have been:
Ahl tho’ his worth unknown, far happier there, 1 ween,
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n

November chill blaws loud wi’ angry sugh: 1©
The short'ning winter-day is near a close;

The miry beasts setreating frac the pleugh;
The black’ning trains o'Lc:ﬁ'\s to theit repose:

— e [ A

'Hcping the motn in easc and rest to spend,
And weary, o'cr the moor, his course does hameward bend.
. . m
At length his lonely cot appears in view,
Beneath the shelter of 2n aged tree: 10
Th’ expectant wee-things, toddlie’, staches thro’
To meet their dad, wi’ flucherin® noise an’ glee.
His wee bit ingle, blinkin’ boanily,
His clean hearth-stane, his thriftic wifie’s smile,
P "-..._--"———L, -

v
Belyve, the elder bairas come drappin’ in,
At scrvice out, amang the farmers roun’:
Some 2’ the pleugh, some herd, some tentic rin
A cannie etrand to 2 neebor town:
Their eldest hope, their Jeany, woman grown,
Ia youthfu® bloom, love spatklin’ in her ¢'e,
Comes hame, perhaps, to show a braw new gown,
Or deposit ber satr-won penny fee,
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be.
v
\¥1' joy unfeign’d, brothers and sisters mect,
And each for other’s weelfare kindly spiers:
The social hours, swift-wing’d, unnotic’d fleet:
Each tells the uncos that he secs or hears;
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The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years;
Aaticipation forward points the view;
The mother, wi’ her needle an’ her shears,
Gars auld claes look amaist as weel’s the new ;—
The father mixes a’ wi’ admonition due,

Vi

Their master’s an’ their mistress’s command,
The younkers 2’ are warned to obey; .

“ An’ mind their labouts wi’ an eydent hand,
An’ ne’er, tho’ out o’ sight, %o jauk or play:

An’ O! be sure to fear the Lord alway!
An’ mind your duty, duly, morn an’ night!

Lest in temptation’s path ye gang astray,
Implore his counsel and assisting might:

They never sought in vain, that sought the Lord aright

vii

But hark! a rap comes geatly to the door;
Jenny, wha kens the meaning o’ the same,

Tells how a neebor lad cam’ o’er the moor, |
To do some errands, and convoy her hame,

The wily mother sees the conscious fame
Sparkle in Jenny’s ¢’e, and flush her cheek;

With heart-struck, anxious care, inquites his name,
While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak;

Weel plca{:,’d the mother hears, it’s nae wild, worthless
rake.

Vi
Wi kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben:

A strappin’ youth; he taks the mother’s eye;
Blythe Jenny sees the visit’s no ill ta’en;

The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and kye.
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What makes the youth sae bashfu’ an’ sac grave;
Weel pleas'd to think her bain’s respected like the lase.
©
O happy lovel where love like this is found!
O heart-felt raprures }—bliss beyond comparel
I've pacdd much this weary, mortal round,
PO ey et attd

PR U R S

*Tis when a youthful, loving, modbst pair,
In other’s arms, breathe out the tender tale,
Beneath the mulk-white thorn that scents the ev’aing gale.
x
_ TIsthere, in humaa form, that bears 2 heart—
A wretch! a vidlan] lost to love and truth!
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaning are,
Betray sweet Jeany's uasuspecting youth?
Curse on his petjur'd arts? dissembling smoothl
Are honour, virtue, consaence, all exil’d?

R P S

But now the supper crowns their simple boaed,
The halesome parritch, chuef o' Scotia’s food:
Th_:_sav:pc their only Hawkie docs afford,
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With Amalek’s ungracious progeny s
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Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing €ty 3
Isaiab's wild, seraphic fi1¢3 l ‘
t tune the gacred lyre

XV
ictian volume is the them®,
or guilty mant was sheds
the second 8

olayhxshm 3

O othet holy seers tha

- Perhaps the

How guil
How He, who bore i8 heaven
Had not oB carth whereo® t

94



THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT

How bis first followets and servants sped;
“The precepts sage they wrote to many a land:
How #¢, who loae in Patmos banishid,
Saw in the sun 2 mighty 2ngel stand,
Acd beard great Bab'lon’s doom pronounc’d by Heaven's
command.
XV
Thea koeeling down, to Heaven’s Eternal King,
‘The saint, the father, 2nd the husband prays:
Hope * springs exulting on triumphant wing,”
That thus they all shall meet in futuee days:
‘Tkere ever bask in uncreated nays, us
No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear,
Together hymning their Creator’s praise,
In such socmy, yet still more dear;
While circling time moves round in an eternal spbcre.
xvn
Compar’d with this, how poor Religion’s pride,
Ia all the pomp of method and of art,
Wken men display to congregations wide,
Devotion’s ev’ry grace, except the heart]
Tee Pow'r, incensed, the pageant will desert,
The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole; 150
Baut, haply, in some cottage far apart,
May kear, well pleased, the language of the soul;
And in the book of Life the inmates poor enrol.

xvir

Tken bomeward all take off theie sev’ral way;
‘The youngling cottagers retire to rest:

t-pair their secret homage pay,

And profier up to Heaven the warm request,

‘That He, who stills the raven’s clam’rous gest,
And decks the Ly farr in flow’ry pride,

Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best, 160
For them 2nd for their litte ones provide;;

Bat, chicefly, in their hearts with grace divine preside.
9



tis2 Jordling’s PoTP
the 1 of human kind,

Disguising © t
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness 1€

O Scotial mY dear, my native soill

For whom MY warmes to Heaven is sent!

“Long may by rdy sons of rustic tol
with health, and P

lives prevent

Be bless'd
Heaven their simple

A virtuous poP ma
And stand 2 wall of fire around their much

oured the patriotic tide
That stream’d thro’ Wallace’s undaunted heart,
Who dared to nobly stem tyrannic pride,
Or nobly dic, the second glorious part:
(The patriot’s God pcculiaﬂy thou art,
His friend, inspirer, guardian, and ceward?)

O never, NEVEL, Seotia’s realm deserts
and the patriot bard,

But still the patriot,
1n bright succession raise, her ornament and guard!
RoBERT BURNS

O Thou! who P



LINBS COMPOSED ABOVE TINTERN ABBEY

LINES

COMPOSED A PEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN ABBEY, ON
REVISITING THE BANES OF THE WYE DURING A TOUR,
jury 13, 1798

vaz years have passed; five summers, with the leagth
Of five Jong winters! 2nd again I hear

These waters, tolling from their mountain-springs
With a soft inlznd murmur.—Once again

Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,

That on a wild secluded scene impress

Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect
The landscape with the quiet of the sky.

The day is come when T again repose

Here, under this dark sycamore, and view

These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,
Which at this season, with their unnpe fruits,

Ate cl2d in one green bue, and lose themselves
’Mid groves and copses. Once again I sce

These bedgerows, hardly bedgerows, Little ines
Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms,
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees!

BL e cmameag s e —obs paa—

IR FEAENEH o
‘The Hermit sits alone.

‘These beanteous forms,
Through a long absence, have not been to me
As is 2 landscape to a blind man’s eye:
But oft, in lonely rooms, and *mid the din
Of towns and citres, I have owed to them,
Tn hours of weariness, sensations sweet,
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;
And passing even into my purer mund,

With tranquil restoration :—feclings too 30
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Of untremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,
As have no slight or trivial influence
On that best pottion of a good man’s life,
His little, nameless, unremembered, acts
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,
. To them I may bave owed another gift,
Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,
In which the burthen of the mystery,
In which the heavy and the weary weight
Of all this unintelligible world, 4
Is lightened :—that sezene and blessed mood,
In which the affections gently lead us on,—
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame
And even the motion of our human blood
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep
In body, and become a living soui:
While with an eye made quict by the power
Of harmony, and the deep powet of joy,
We see into the life of things.
If this
Be but a vain belief, yet, ohl how oft—
In darkness and amid the many shapes
Of joyless daylight : when the fretful stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart—
How oft, in spirit, have 1 turned to thee,
Q silvan Wyel thou wanderer through the woods,
How often has my spirit turned to thee!l
And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,
With maay recognitions dim and faint,
And somewhat of a sad perplexity, &
The picture of the mind revives again:
While here I stand, not only with the sense
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts
That in this moment there is life and food
For future years, And so I date to hope,
Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when firs
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I came among thesc hills; when like a roe
1 bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides
Of the decp rivers, and the loncly streams,
Wherever pature led: mote like 2 man
Flying from something that he dreads, than onc
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,
And their glad animal movements all goac by)
‘To me was all in all.—I cannot paint
What then I was, ‘The sounding cataract

* Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,
‘The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
‘Their colours and their forms, were then to me
An appetite; 2 feeling and 2 love,
That had no nced of a remoter charm,
By thought supplied, nor any interest
Unborrowed from the cye.—That time is past,
And all 1ts aching joys ate now no mote,
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this
Faint 1, nor mourn nor murmur; other gifts
Have followed; for such loss, I would belicve,
Abundant recompense.  For I have learned
To look on nature, not as in the hour
Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes
The still, sad music of humanity,
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt
A ptesence that disturbs me with the joy
Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime
Of sorgething far more deeply interfused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean and the living air,
And the blue sky, and 10 the mind of man:
A motion and 2 spirit, that impels
All thinking things, a1l objects of all thought,
Ascd rolls through all things. Therefore am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods

”
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And mountains; and of all that we behold
From this green carth; of all the mighty world
Of eye and ear—both what they half-create,
And what perceive; well pleased to recognize
In natute and the language of the sense
The anchor of my putest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 110
Of all my mozal being,

Nor perchance,
1f I were not thus taught, should I the more
Suffer my genial spirits to decay:
For thou art with me here upon the banks
Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,
My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch
The language of my former heart, and read
My former pleasures in the shooting lights
Of thy wild eyes. Ohl yet a little while
May I behold in thee what T was once, 120
My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make
Knowing that Nature never did betray
The heart that loved her; ’tis her privilege,
Through all the years of this our life, to lead
From joy to joy: for she can so inform
The mind that is within us, so impress
With quictness and beauty, and so feed
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sncers of selfish men,
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all 130
The dreary intercourse of daily life,
Shall ’er prevail against us, or distuth
Our cheerful faith that all which we behold
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon .
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;
And let the misty mountain-winds be free
To blow against thee: and, in after-years,
When these wild ecstasies shall be matured
Into a sober pleasure; when thy miod
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Shall be 2 mansioa for all lavely forms,
Thy memory be 28 a dwelling-place
For all sweet sounds and harmonies; ohl then,
If solitude, or feat, or pain, ot grief,
Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts
Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,
And these my exhortations]  Nor, perchance—
1f 1 should be where I no more can heat
Thy voice, not catch from thy wild cyes these gleams
Of past existence—wilt thou thea forget
‘That on the banks of this delightful stream
We stood together; and that I, so long
A worshipper of Nature, hither came
Unweatied 1n that service: rather say
With warmer love—ohl with far deeper zeal
Of holicr love. Nor wilt thou then forget,
That after many wanderings, many yeats
Of absence, these stecp woods and lofry chffs,
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me
* More dear, both for themselves and for thy sakel

Wiztiau WoRDSWORTH

LAODAMIA

vvrm sacrifice before the rising morn
Vows have I made by frustless hope wnspired,
And from the infernal gods, *mid shades forlotn
Of night, my slaughtered Lord have I required:
Celestzal pity I again implore;—
Restore him to my sight—great Jove, restore!”
So speaking, 2nd by fervent love endowed
With faith, the Suppliant heavenward lifts her hands;
‘While, like the sun emerging from a cloud,
Her countenance brightens—and her cye cxpands,
Her bosom heaves and spreads, her stature grows,
And she expects the issue in repose.

101

158



LONGER BNGLISH POEMS

O terror! what hath she perceived? O joy!
What doth she look on—whom doth she beliold?
Her hero slain upon the beach of Troy?

His vital presence—his corporeal mould?

It is—if sense deceive her not—'tis Hel

And a God leads him, wingéd Mercury !

Mild Hermes spake—and touched her with his wand

"That calms all fear; * Such grace hath crowned thy prayer, zo
Laodamial that at Jove's command

Thy Husband walks the paths of upper air:

He comes to tarry with thee three hours’ space;
Accept the gift, behold him face to facel”

Porth sprang the impassion’d Queen her Lord to clasp;
Again that consummation she essayed;

But unsubstantial Form cludes her grasp

As often as that eager grasp was made.

The Phantom parts—but parts to reunite,

And reassume his place before her sight.

.

30
* Protesilius, lo! thy guide is gone!

Confirm, I pray, the vision with thy voice;

This is our palace,—yonder is thy throne;

Speak, and the floor thou tread’st on will rcjoice,

Not to appal me have the gods bestowed

This precious boon; and blest a sad abode.”

‘ Great Jove, Laodamia, doth not leave
His gifts imperfect :—Spectre though I be,
I am not seat to scare thee or deceive;

But in reward of thy fidelity;

And something also did my worth obtain;
For fearless virtue bringeth boundless gain.

*“ Thou knowest, the Delphic oracle foretold

That the first Greek who touchéd the Trojan strand
Should die; but me the threat could not withhold :
A generous cause a victim did demand;
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And forth I leapt upon the sandy plain,
A sclf-devoted chief—by Hector slain.”

“ Supteme of heroes—bravest, noblest, best]

Thy matchless courage I bewail no more, 30
Which then, when tens of thousands were deprest

By doubt, propelled thee to the fatal shore;

Thou found’st—and I forgive thee—here thou art—
A oobler counsellor than my poor heart.

“ But thou, though capable of sterniest deed,

Wert kind as resolute, and good as brave;

And he, whose power restores thee, hath decreed
‘Thou shouldst elude the malice of the grave:
Redundant are thy locks, thy lips as fair

As when their breath enriched Thessalian air, [

 No Spectre greets me,—no vain Shadow this;
Come, blooming Hero, place thee by my side!
Give, on this well-known couch, one nuptial kiss
To me, this day a sccond time thy bridel >

Jove frown’d in heaven: the conscious Parex threw
Upon those roseate lips a Stygian hue.

*“ This visage tells me that my doom is past;

Nor should the change be moutned, even if the joys
Of sense were able to retuen as fast

And surely as they vanish, Earth desttoys 7
‘Those raptures duly—Erebus disdains:

Calm pleasures there abide—majestic pains.

‘“ Be taught, O faithful Consort, to control

Rebellious passion; for the Gods approve

The depth, 2nd not the tumult, of the soul,

A fervent, not ungovernable, love,

Thy transports moderate; snd meckly mourn

When I depart, for brief is my sojourn—""
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“ Ah, whetefore?—Did not Hercules by fotce

Wiest from the guardian Monster of the tomb to
Alcestis, a reanimated corse,

Given back to dwell on carth in vernal bloom?

Medea’s spells dispersed the weight of years,

And son stood a youth ’mid youthful peers.

“ The Gods to us are merciful—and they

Yet further may relent; for mightier far

Than strength of nerve and sinew, ot the sway

Of magic, potent over sun and stat,

Is love, though oft to agony distrest,

And though his favourite seat be feeble woman’s breast. 9o

“But if thou goest, I follow——" * Peace,” he said,—
She looked upon him and was calmed and cheered;

The ghastly colour from his lips had fled;

In his deportment, shape, and mien, appeared

Elysian beauty, melancholy grace,

Brought from a pensive though a happy place.

He spake of love, such love as Spirits feel

In worlds whose course is equable and pure;
No fears to beat away—no strife to heal—
The past unsighed for, and the future sure;
Spake of heroic arts in graver mood
Revived, with finer harmony pursued,

100

Of all that is most beauteous—imaged there

In happier beauty, more pellucid streams,
An ampler ether, a diviner air,

And ficlds invested with perpetual gleams,

Climes which the sun, who sheds the brightest day
Earth knows, is all uaworthy to survey,

Yet there the Soul shall enter which hath earned
That privilege by virtue.—** 111,” said he,
" “‘The end of man’s existence I discerned,

Who from ignoble games and revelry

04
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Could draw, whea we had parted, vain delight,
While tears were thy best pastime, day and night,

“ And while my youthful pecrs, before my eyes,

(Bach hero followmg his peculiar bcm)

Prepared themselves for glorious T

By martial sports,—ot, scated in the tent,

Chicftains and kings in council were detained,

What time the ficet at Aulis lay enchained. 130

* The wished-for wind was given :—1I then resolved
The otacle, upon the silent sea;

And, if no worthier led the way, resolved

That, of a thousand vessels, mine should be

The foremost prow in pressing to the strand,—
Mine the first blood that tinged the Trojan ‘sand.

 Yet bitter, oft-times bitter, was the pang

When of thy loss I thought, belovdd Wife;

On thee too fondly did my memory hang,

And on the joys we shared 1n mortal life,— e
The paths whn:h we had trod—these founmns, flowers;
My planned cities, and hed towers.

* But should suspense permit the Foe to cry,

¢ Bekold, they tremble |—haughty their array,
Yet of their number no one dares to die'?

In soul I swept the indignity away

0O1d frailties thcn :ccurrcd —but lofty thought,
In act embodicd, my

gh

“ And Thou, though strong in love, art all too weak

I reason, in sclf-goverament too slow; 4o
1 counsel thee by fortitude to seck

Qnut blest reunion in the shades below.

The invisible world with thee hath sympathised;

Be thy affections raised and solemaised.
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Revived, with finer harmony pursued,

Of all that is most beauteous—imaged there

In happicr beauty, more pellucid streams,

An ampler ethet, a diviner air,

And fields invested with perpetual gleams,

Climes which the sun, who sheds the brightest day
Earth knows, is all unworthy to survey.

Yet there the Soul shall enter which hath earned

That privilege by virtue.—* I11,” said he, -
** The end of man’s existence I discerned,

Who from ignoble games and tevelry
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Could draw, when we had parted, vain delight,
While tears were thy best pastime, day and night,

“ And while my youthful peers, before my eyes,
(Bach hero following his p:qxlm beat) |
Prepared themselves for glorious enterprise

By mantial sports,~—ot, seated in the teat,
Chicftains and kings in council were etained,
What tims the floet 2t Aulis lay eachained.

“ The wished-for wind was given :—1I then resolved
“The oracle, upon the silent sea;

Asd, if 00 worthier led the way, resolved

‘That, of 1 thousand vessels, mine should be

The foremost prow in pressing to the strand,—
Mige the first blood that finged the Trofan saad.

“ Yer bitter, oft-times bitter, was the pang

When of thy lost I thought, beloved Wife;

On thee too fondly did my memory hang,

And on the joys we shared in mortal life,—

The paths which we had trod—these fountains, flower:
My planned cities, and unfinished towers,

“ But should suspense permit the Foe to cty,

¢ Behold, they tremble -~haughty their array,
Yet of their number no one dares to die’?

In soul I swept the indignity away:

014 frailties then recurred :—but lofty thought,
In act embodicd, my deltverance wrought.

“ And Thou, though strong in love, art all too weak
In reaton, in self-government too tlow}

1 counsel thee by fortitude to seck

Our blest reunion in the shades below.

The fnvisible wotld with thee hath sympathised;

Be thy affections faised and solemaised.
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;

THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARId
. PART I
T 13 an ancient Marinez,
IAnd ke stoppeth one of three.
« By thy long grey beard and glittering eye
Now wherefore stopp'st thon me?

= The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide
And I am gext of king

Tha guests are met, the feast is sets

May'st heat the merry din”

He holds him with his skinny hand,
“““There was a ship," quoth he.

“ Hold offl unhand me, greybeard looa) ™
Rftsoons his band dropt he.
!! Lt Y . -
‘Yhe Mariser bath his witl,
The Wedding-Guest sat on 2 stone:
He cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that anciest man,
The brght-cyed Matiner,

* The ship was cheered, the hashour cleareq,
Merrily did we drop

Below the kisk, below the hill,

Below the lighthouse top.

“The Sun came vp upon the left,
Out of the 322 came hel

Aad be shone bright, aad on the nght
Weat down into the sea,
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At Jength did cross an Albatross:

Thorough the fog it came; -
As if it had been 2 Christiza soul,

We hailed it in God’s name,

““It ate the food 1t ne’er had eat,
And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with 2 thunder-fit;
‘The helmsman steered us throughl

“ And 2 good sound wind sprung up behind
The Albatross did follow,

And every day, for food or play,

Came to the mariner’s hollo!

*In mist ot clond, oo mast or shroud,

It perched for vespers nine;

Whiles zif the m'ggt, through fog-smoke white,
Glimmered the white moonshine.”

* God save thee, anctent Matiner!

From the fiends, that plagué thee thusl—
Why look’st thou so? *—With my crossbow
1 shot the Albatross.

PART 11

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

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

And the good south wind stil blew behind,
But no sweet bird did follow,

Nat any day for food or play

Came to the manner's hollo}
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The very decp did zot: O Christ!
‘That cver this should bel

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

About, about, in reel 2nd rout
The death-fires danced at night;
“The water, like 2 witch's oils,
Burat green, and blue 2nd white.

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

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

We could not speak, no more than if

We had been choked with soot.

Ahl welladay! what evil looks
Had I from old and young!
Instead of the cross, the Albatross
About my neck was huag.

PART I

‘There passed 2 weary time.  Each throat
‘Was parched, and glazed cach eye.

A weary timel a weary timel

How glazed each weary cye,

When looking westward, I beheld

A something in the sky.

At first it seemed a litle speck,
And then it seemed a mist;
It moved and moved, and took at last
A ceztain shape, 1 wist,
11
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[ A | LR

. the Sug,

Is that a Death? and are thete two?
Is Death that woman’s mate?

Her lips were red, her looks were free, 190
Her locks were yellow as gold:

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she,

Who thicks man’s blood with cold.

The naked hulk alongside came,

And the twain were casting dice;

* The game is done! I've won, I've wonl”™
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

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

At one stride comes the dark; 200
With far-beard whisper, o'er the sez,

Of shot the spectre-bark,

We listened and looked sideways upl

Fear at my heart, as at a cup,

My life-blood seemed to sip!

The stars were dim, and thick the night,

‘The steersman’s face by his lamp gleamed white ;
From the sails the dew did drip—

Till clomb above the eastern bar

‘The horndd Moon, with onc bright star 210 *
Within the nether tip

One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,
Too quick for groan or sigh,
Bach turned his face with a ghastly pang,
And cursed me with his eye.
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The souls did from ¢heir bodies fly,— 220

« Y fear the, ancient Mariner!

1 fear thy skinoy hand! .

And thou art long, and laok, and brows,
As is the ribbed sea-sand.

« | fear thee and thy glittering €7

And thy skinny hand, sO brown.”—
Pear not, feat not, thou Wedding—Gucstl
This body dropt pot dowa.

And never 2 caint took pity of
My soul in agony-

The many men, SO beautifull
And they all dead did lie:

And 2 thousand thousand slimy-things
Lived oD} and so di

1 Jooked upor the rotting 5€3,
And drew my €y¢S aways

1 looked upon the rotting deck,
And there the dead men lay.
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1 looked to heaven, and tried to pRy;
But of evet 2 prayer had gusht,

A wicked whisper came, and made
My beart 23 dry as dust.

1 closed my lids, and kept them close,

And the balls Irke pulscs beat; e

For the sky and the se2, and the sea and the sky -
Lay like a load on my weary cye,

And the dead were at my feet.

‘The cold sweat melted from theit limbs,
Nor zot nor reek did they; .

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

An orphan's curse would drag to hell

A sput from on hugh;

But oh! more hornble than that

Is 2 curse in 2 dead man’s eye!

Seven days, seven mights, T saw that curse,
And yet T could not die,

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

Softly she was going up,

And 2 star o two beside—

Her beams bemocked the sultry main,
Like April boar-frost spread;

But where the ship’s huge shadow lay,
The charmid water butnt alway

A still and awful red.

Beyond the shadow of the shup

1 watched the water-snakes,

They moved in tracks of shining white,
And wheo they seared, the clfish ight
Fell off in boary fakes.
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Within the shadow of the ship

I watched their rich attire:

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
They coiled and swam; and every track
Was 2 flash of golden fire.

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

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

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

The selfsame moment I could pray;
And from my neck so {ree

The Albatross fell off, and sank
Like lead into the sea.

PART V

Oh, sleep! it is a gentle thing,
Beloved from pole to polel

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

The silly buckets on the deck,

That had so long remained,

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

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

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

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

1 thought that I bad died in sleep,

And was 2 blessed ghost.

PRy 4
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And soon 1 heard 2 roaring wind: .

It did not come anear; s10
But with its sound it shook the sails,

That were so thin and sere.

‘The upper ait burst iato lifel
\nd a hundred fire-flags sheen,
lo and fro they were hurried 2bout]
\nd to and fro, and in and out,
[he wan stars danced between.

And the coming wind did roar more loud,

And the sails did sigh like sedge;

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

[he thick black cloud was cleft, and stil}
[he Moon was at its side:

.ike waters shot from some high crag,
[he lightning fell with never a jag,

A river steep and wide.

I'be loud wind never reached the ship,

Yet now the ship moved on!

3encath the lightaing and the Moon

The dead men gave a groan, 330

They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,
Not spake, nor moved their eyes;

It had been strange, even in a dream,

To have seen those dead men rise.

The helmsman steered, the stup moved on;

Yet gever a brecze up blew; ~
The manners all "gan work the ropes,
Whete they were wont to do; .
They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— ’
We were 2 ghastly crew,

17
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Till noon we quictly sailed on,

Yet never 2 breeze did breathe:
Slowly and smoothly went the ship,
Moved onward from beneath,

Under the keel nine fathom deep,

From the land of mist and snow,

The spirit stid: and it was he

‘That made the ship to go. -3
The sails at noon left off their tune,

And the ship stood still also,

The Sun, right up above the mast,

Had fixed her to the ocean:

But in a minute she gan stir,

With a shott uncasy motion—
Backwards and forwards half her length
With 2 short uneasy motion,

Then, like a pawing horse let go,

She made 2 sudden bound: 3
It flung the blood into my head,

And I fell down in a swound,

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

But ere my living Iife seturned,
1 heard 2nd in my soul discerned
‘Two voices in the air.

“Is it he?” quoth one, ““Is this the man?

By him who died on cross,

With his cruel bow he laid full low p”
The barmless Albatross.

“ The Spirit who bideth by himself
In the land of mst and snow,

He loved the bird that loved the man
Who shot him with his bow.”
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The other was a softer voice,

As soft as honeydew: '
Quoth he, “ The man hath penance done,
And penance more will do.”

PART VI

First Vioice
“ But tell me, tell me! speak again,
Thy soft response renewing—
What makes that ship drive on so fast?
What is the Ocean doing? ™’

Second Voice
“ Still as a slave before his lord,
The Ocean hath no blast;

His great bright eye most silently
Up to the Moon is cast—

* If he may know which way to go;
For she guides him smooth or grim,
See, brother, see! how graciously
She looketh down on him.”

First Voice

“ But why drives on that ship so fast,
Without or wave or wind? "

Second Voice

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

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

For slow and slow that ship will go,
Whean tht Mariner’s trance is gbated.”
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I woke, and we were sailing on 40
At in a geatle weather:

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

The dead mea stood together.

All stood together on the deck,
For a charncl-dungeon fitter:
All fixed on me their stony cyes,
‘That in the Moon did glitter,

The pang, the curse, with which they died,

Had never passed away: |

I could not draw my eyes from theirs, 40
Nor turn them up to pray,

And now this spell was snapt: once more
I viewed the ocean green,

And looked far forth, yet little saw

Of what had elsc been seeca—

Like one, that on a lonesome road

Doth walk in fear and dread,

And having once turned round walks on,

And turns no mote his head;

Because he knows, a frightful fiend a0
Doth close behind him tread.

But soon there breathed 2 wind on me,
Nort sound nor motion made:

Its path was not upon the sea,

In ripple or in shade.

It raised oy hzl:, it fann:d my cheek

T s g st ade o ereinm—
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The skiff-boat neared : I heard them talk,
“ Why, this is strange, I trow!

Where are those lights so many and fair,
That signal made but now? ”

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

The planks look warped! and see those sails,
How thin they are and serel

I never saw aught like to them,
Unless perchance it were

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag

My forest-brook along;

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

“ PDear Lordl it hath a fiendish look—"
{The Pilot made reply)

T am a-feared.”—" Push on, push on!”
Said the Hermit cheerily.

The boat came closer to the ship,

But I nor spake nor stirred;

The boat came close beneath the ship,
And straight a sound was heard,

Under the water it rumbled on,
Still louder and more dread:

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

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

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

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

PN
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THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER
Upon the whisl, where sank the ship,
‘Tke boat spun round and round;
And all was still, save that the hill
Was telling of the sound.

1 moved my lips—the Pilof shrieked ko
And fell down in 2 fit;

The boly Hermit raised his cyes,

And prayed where he did sit.

1 took the oars: the Pilot’s boy,

Who sow doth crazy go,

Laughed loud and Jong, 20d all the while
His eyes went to 2ad fro.

“ Ha! hal” quoth he, “ full plain 1 see,
The Devil knows bow to row.”

And now, all in my own countzee, sl
1 stood on the firm land!

Thz Hermit stepped forth from the boat,

And scarcely ke could stand.

* O, shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!™
‘The Hermit crossed his brow,

* $3y quick,” quoth be, **I bid thee say—
Wint manner of man art thou? ™

Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched

With a woeful agony,

Which foreed me to begin my tale; sto
Ard then it Ieft me free.

Since then, at 3n uncertaa hour,
That agony returns:
And ull my ghastly tale is told,
This beart within me buzas.

125



LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

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

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

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

But in the garden-bower the Bride

The Bride-maids singing are:

And hark the little vesper bell,

Which biddeth me to prayer!

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

So lonely ’twas, that God Himself
Scarce seemed thcr.c to be.

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

To walk together to the kick

With a goodly company |—

7o walk together to the kirk,
“ all toge*’ -~ pray,
eacl .vreat Father bends,
: © A loving friends,
gayl
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THE PRISONER OF CHILLON

‘The Marinet, whose eye is bright,

Whose beard with age is hoar,

Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest $20
Tutned from the Bridegroom’s door.

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

A szdder and a wiser man,

He rosc the motrow morn.

Savurr Tarror CoLERIDGR

‘THE PRISONER OF CHILLON
1
MY hair is grey, but not with years,
Not grew it white
In a single rught

Be cmante emrra moamom Fun. S O -

Fot they have been a dungeon's spoil,
And mine has been the fate of those
To whom the goodly carth and air
Are bana’d, and barr’d—forbidden fare; 10
But this was for my father’s faith
1 suffer’d chains and courted death;
‘That father perish’d at the stake
For tenets he would not forsake;
And for the same his lineal race
In datkness found a dwelling-place;
We wete seven—who now ate one,
Stx in youth, and one in age,
Finish’d as they had begun,
Proud of Persccution’s rage; 20
One in fite, and two in field,
‘Their belief with blood bave seal’d,
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Dying as their father died,

For the God their foes denied;
Three were in a dungeon cast, ~
Of whom this wreck is left the last,

s

Thete are seven pillats of Gothic mould
In Chillon’s.dungeons deep and old,
There are seven columns, massy and grey,
Dim with a dull imprison’d ray,

A sunbeam which hath lost its way,

And through the crevice and the cleft

Of the thick wall is fallen and left;
Creeping o'er the floor so damp,

Like a marsh’s meteor lamp:

And in each pillar there is a ring,

And in each ring there is & chain;
That iron is a cankering thing,

Fot in these limbs its teath remain,
With marks that will not wear away,
Till I have donc with this new day,
Which now is painful to these eyes,
Which have not scen the sun so tise
For years—1I cannot count them o’er,

I lost their long and heavy score
When my last brother droop’d and died,
And I lay living by his side.

I

They chain’d us each to a column stone,
And we were three—yet, each alone;
We could not move a single pace,

We could not see each other’s face,

But with that pale and livid light

That made us strangers in our sight:
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And thus together—yet 2part,
Ferter'd in hand, but join’d in heart,
*Twas still some solace, in the dearth
Of the pure elements of carth,
‘To hearken to each other’s speech,
And each tumn comforter to each
With some aew hope, or legend old,
Or song heroically bold ;
But even these at length grew cold.
Qur voices took a dreary tone,
An echo of the dungeon stoae,
A grating sound, pot full and free,
As they of yore were wont to be:
It might be fancy, but to me
They never sounded like our owsn,

w

I was the cldest of the three,

And to uphold and cheer the rest

1 ought to do—and did my best—
And cach did well in his degree.

The youngest, whom my fathet loved,
Because our mother’s brow was given
To him, with eyes as blue as heaven—

For him my soul was sorely moved;
And truly mught it be distress’d
‘To see such bird in such 2 nest;

For he was beautiful 25 day—

(When day was beautiful to me

As to young eagles, being free)}—

A polar day, which will fiot see
A sunset ull 1ts summer’s gone,

Tts slecpless summer of long light,
‘The snow-clad offspnng of the sun:

And thus he was 23 pure and bright,
And in his natural spisit gay,
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With tears for nought but others” ills,

And then they flow’d like mountain rills,

Unless he could assuage the woe. %
Which he abhotr’d to view below.

v

The other was as pute of mind,
But form’d to combat with his kind}
Strong in his frame, and of a mood
Which ’gainst the world in war had stood,
And perish’d in the foremost rank
With joy :—but not in chains to pine:
His spirit wither’d with their clank,
I saw it silently decline—
And so perchance in sooth did mine: 10¢
But yet I forced it on to cheer
Those zelics of 2 home so dear.
He was a hunter of the hills,
Had follow’d there the deer and wolf;
To him his dungeon was a gulf,
And fetter’d feet the worst of ills,

Vi

Lake Leman lics by Chillon's walls:
A thousand feet in depth below
Its massy waters meet and flow;
Thus much the fathom-line was sent m
From Chillon’s snow-white battlement,
Which round about the wave inthrals:
A double dungeon wall and wave
Have made—and like 2 living grave .
Below the surface of the lake T
The datk vault lies wherein we lay,
We heard it ripple night and day;
Sounding o’er our heads it knock’d;
And I have felt the winter’s spray
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Wash through the bars when winds were hiph
And.wanton in the happy sky;
And then the very rock hath rock’d,
And 1 bave felt it shake, unshock’d,
Because I could have smiled to see
The death that would have set me free,

o

1 s2id my neater brother pined,

1 32id his mighty heart declined,

He loathed and put away his food;

It was oot that "twas coarse and rude,
Por we were used to hunter’s fare,
And for the like had little care:

‘The milk drawn from the moustain goat
Was changed for watet from the moat,
Our bread was such as captives” tears
Have moisten’d many 2 thousand years
Since man first pent his fellow mea
Like brutes within an 1ron den;

But what were these to us or bim?
‘These wasted not his heart or mb;
My brother’s soul was of that mould
Which in 2 palace had grown cold,
Had his free breathing been demed
The range of the steep mountain’s stde;
But why delay the truth>—he died.

1 saw, and could not hold hus head,
Nor reach his dying hand—nor dead,~—
Though hard I strove, but strove in vain,
To rend and gnash my bonds ia twain.
He died, 2nd they unlock'd hus chain,
Asnd scoop’d for hum a shallow grave
Byen from the cold carth of our cave,
1begg'd them as s boon to lay

His corse in dust whercon the day

131
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Might shine—it was a foolish thought,
But then within my brain it wrought, .
That even in death his freeborn breast
In such a dungeon could not rest,

1 might have spated my idle prayer—
They coldly laugh’d, and laid him there:
The flat and tusfless earth above

The being we so much did love;

His empty chain above it leant,

Such murder’s fitting monument!

VI

But he, the favourite and the flower,
Most cherish’d since his natal hour,
His mothet’s image in fair face,

"The infant love of all his race,

His martyr'd fathet’s deasest thought,
My latest care, for whom I sought

To hoard my life, that his might be
Less wretched now, and one day free;
He, too, who yet bad held untized

A spirit patural or inspired—

He, too, was struck, and day by day
Was wither’d. on the stalk away,

Oh, God! it is a fearful thing

To see the human soul take wing

In any shape, in any mood:

T've seen it rushing forth in blood,
Pve seen it on the breaking ocean
Strive with a swoln convulsive motion,
T've seen the sick and ghastly bed

Of Sin delirious with its dread;

But these wese horrors——this was woe
Unmix’d with such—but sure and slow:
He faded, and so calm and meek,

So softly worn, so sweetly weak,
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So tearless, yet so tender, kind,
And grieved for those he left behind;
With all the while a cheek whose bloom
Was as a mockery of the tomb,

Whose tints as gently sunk away

As a departing rainbow’s ray;

An eye of most transparent light,

That almost made the dungean bright,
And pot 1 word of murmur, not
A groan o’ct his unumely lot,—
A little talk of better days,

A little hope my own to faise,
For I was sunk in silence—Tlost
In this last loss, of all the most;

1 call’d, for I was wild with fear;

1 knew *twas hopeless, but my dread
‘Would not be thus admonished;

1 c2ll’d, and thought I heard a sound—
1 burst my chain with on¢ strong bound,
And rush’d to him:—I found him not,
T only stitr’d in this black spot,

I only lived, I only drew

The zccursed breath of dungeon-dew;
‘The last, the sole, the dearest Iink
Between me and the eternal bank,
Which bound me to my fatling race,
Was broken in this fata] place.

One on the earth, and one bencath—

My brothers—both had ceased to breathe:

I took that hand which lay so stdl,
Alas! my own was full 23 chill;

I had not strength to stir, of stave,
But felt that T was stll aive—
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Might shine—it was a foolish thought,

But then within my brain it wrought, .,

That even in death his freeborn breast

In such a dungeon could not rest.

1 might have spared my idle prayer—

They coldly laugh’d, and laid him there:

The flat and tarfless earth above 160
The being we so much did love;

His empty chain above it leant,

Such murder’s fitting monument!

VIII

But he, the favourite and the flowet,

Most cherish’d since his natal hous,

His mother’s image in fair face,

The infant love of all his race,

His martyr’d father’s dearest thought,

My latest care, for whom I sought .
To hoard my life, that his might be 170
Less wretched now, and one day free;

He, too, who yet had held uatired

A spirit natural or inspired—

He, too, was struck, and day by day

Was wither'd.on the stalk away,

Oh, God! it is a featful thing

To sce the human soul take wing

In any shape, in any mood:

T've seen it rushing forth in blood,

Pve seen it on the breaking ocean 180
Strive with a swoln convulsive motion,
I've scen the sick and ghastly bed

Of Sin delirious with its dread;

But these were horrors—this was woe
Unmix’d with such—but sure and slow:
He faded, and so calm and meek,

So softly worn, so sweetly weak,
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So teatless, yet so tender, kind,

And grieved for those he left behind;
With all the while a check whose bloom
Was 23 2 mockery of the tomb,

Whase tints as geatly sunk away

As a departing rainbow’s ray;

An eye of most transparent light,

That almost made the dungeon bright,
And not a word of murmur, not

A groan o'er his untimely lot,—

A hittle talk of better days,

A little hope my own to raise,

For I was sunk in silence—lost

In this last loss, of all the most;

And then the sighs he would suppress
Of fainting nature’s feebleness,

Mote slowly drawn, grew less and less:
1listen'd, but I could not hear;

1 call’d, for I was wild with fear;

1 knew “twas hopeless, but my dread
‘Would not be thus admonished ;

’: “‘I'.|.| LA IR

I only stirc’d in this black spot,

I only lived, J only drew

‘The accursed breath of dungeon-dew;
‘The last, the sole, the dearest link
Between me and the cternal brink,
Which bound me to my faling race,
‘Was broken in this fatal place,

One on the earth, and one beneath—

My brothers—both had ceased to breathe:

1 took that hand which lay so s,
Alas! my own was full as chill;

1 had not streagth to stir, or stve,
But felt that I was still alive—
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THE PRISONER OF CHILLON

And they that moment could not sec

1 was the mate of misery;

But then by dull degrees came back

My senses ta their wonted track;

1 saw the dungeon walls and foor

Close slowly round me as before,

I saw the glimmer of the sua

Creeping s it before had done,

But through the crevice where it came
That bird was p:rch d, 2s fond and tame,

Sl

It seem’d like me to want a mate,
But was not half so desolate,
And it was come to love me when
None lived to love me so agzin,
And cheeting from my dungeon’s brink,
Had brought me back to feel 20d think.
1 know not if it late were free,

Or broke its cage to perch on mine,
But knowing well captivity,

Sweet bird! I could not wish for thine)
Or if it were, in wingdd puise,
A visitant from Paradise ;

For—Heaven fotgive that thought! the while

‘Which made me both to weep and smule—
T sometimes deem’d that it aught be

My brother’s souf come down to me;

But then at last away it flew,

And then *twas mortal weil I knew,

Fot he would never thus have fown,

And feft me twice so doubly lone,

Lone as the corse within its shroud,

se
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Lone as 2 solitary cloud,—
Asingle cloud on a sunny day,
While all the rest of heaven is clear,
A frows upon the atmosphere,
That hath no business to appear
When skies are blue, and earth is gay.

pat

A kind of change came in my fate,
My keepers grew compassionate;

1 know not what had made them so,
They were inured to sights of woe,
But so it was :~—my broken chain
With links unfasten’d did remain,
And it was liberty to stride

Along my cell from side to side,

And up and down, and then athwatt,
And tread it over every part;

And round the pillats one by one,
Returning where my. walk begun,
Avoiding only, as I trod,

My brothers’ graves without a sod;
For if T thought with heedless tread
My step profaned their lowly bed,
My breath came gaspingly and thick,
And my crush’d heart fell blind and sick.

X11
I made a footing in the wall,

It was not therefrom to escape,
For 1 had buried one and all

Who loved me in a human shape;
And the whole earth would henceforth be
A widet prison unto me:
No child, no sire, no kin had I,
No partner in my misery;
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1 thought of this, and I was glad,

For thought of them had made me mad;
But I was curious to ascead

To my barr'd windows, and to bend
Once more, upon the mountains high,
‘The quict of 2 loving eye.

xm
I saw them, and they were the same,
‘They weze not changed like me in frame;
1 saw their thonsand years of snow
On high—their wide long lake below,
ToT e ~ *ta Loillaee Qaers

The only onc in view;
A small green isle, it scem'd no more,
Scarce broader than my dungeon floor,
But in it there were three tall trees,
And o' it blew the mountain breeze,
And by It there were waters flowing,
And on it thete were young flowers growing,
Of gentle breath aad hue.
The fish swam by the castle wall,
And they seem’d joyous each and al);
The eagle rode the rising blast,
Methought ke never flew so fast
As thea to me he seem’d to fly;
And then new tears came ta my eye,
And I felt troubled—and would fain
1 had not left my recent chain;
And when I did descend agaia,

e
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The darkaess of my dim abode

Fell on me as a heavy load;

It was as is 2 new-dug grave,

Closing o'er one we sought to save,~
And yet my glance, too much opprest,
Had almost need of such a rest.

Xv

It might be months, or years, or days,
I kept no count, I tock no note,
I had no hope my eyes to raise,
And clear them of their dreary mote;
At last men came to set me free;
1 ask’d not why, and reck’d not where;
It was at length the same to me,
Fetter'd or fetterless to be,
I learn’d to love despair.
And thus when they appear’d at last,
And all my bonds aside were cast,
These heavy walls to me had grown
A hermitage—and all my ownl
And half I felt as they were come
To tear me from a second home:
With spiders I had friendship made,
And watch’d them'in their sullen trade,
Had scen the mice by moonlight play,
And why should I fecl less than they?
We were all inmates of one place,
And I, the monarch of each race,
Had power to kill—yet, strange to tell!
In quict we had learn’d to dwell;
My very chains and I grew friends,
So much a long communion tends
To make us what we are:—cven I
Regain’d my freedom with a sigh.

Lorp Byron



ADONAIS

ADONAIS

1

weee for Adonais—he is dead!
IO, weep for Adonais| though our tears
Thaw not the frost which binds so dear 2 head!
And thou, s2d Hout, sclected from all years
To moutn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers,
And teach them thine owa sorrow, say: “ With me
Died Adonais; till the Future dares
Porget the Past, his fate and fame shall be
An echo and 2 light unio eternity§*”

1
‘Where wert thou, mighty Mother, whea he lay, o
When thy Son lay, pierced by the shaft which flies
In darkness? where was lotn Urania
When Adonais dizd?  With veded cyes,
*Mid listening Echoes, in her Paradise
She sate, while one, with soft enamoured breath,
Rekindled all the fading melodses,
With which, like flowers that mock the corse beneath,
He had adorned and hid the coming bulk of Death.

m
Oh, weep for Adonais—he js dead!
Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep! 20
Yet whetefore? Quench within their burning bed
Thy ficry tears, and let thy loud heart keep
Like his, 2 mute 2nd uncomphining sleep;
Por he is gone, where all things wise and fair
Descend ;~—oh, dream not that the amorous Deep
Wil yet restore him to the vital air;
Dexth feeds on his mute voice, a0d langhs at our despair,
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v
Most musical of moutners, weep again|
Lament ancw, Urania [—He died,
Who was the Site of an immortal strain, %
Blind, old, and lonely, when his country’s pride,
The priest, the slave, and the liberticide,
Trampled and mocked with many a loathéd rite
Of lust and blood ; he went, unterrified,
Into the gulf of death; but his clear Sprite
Yet reigns o’er carth; the third among the sons of light.

v
Most musical of mourners, weep ancw
Not all to that bright station dared to climb;
And happier they their happiness who knew,
Whose tapers yet burn through that night of time 40
In which suns perished; others morc sublime,
Struck by the envious wrath of man or god,
Have sunk, extinct in their refulgent prime;
And some yet live, treading the thorny road,
¥hich leads, through toil and hate, to Fame’s serene abode,

Vi
But now, thy youngest, dearest one, has perished—
The nursling of thy widowhood, who grew,
Like a pale flower by some sad maiden cherished,
And fed with true-love tears, instead of dew;
Most musical of mourners, weep anew| 0
Thy extreme hope, the loveliest'and the last,
The bloom, whose petals nipped before they blew
Dicd on the promise of the fruit, is waste;
“hy broken lily lies—the storm is overpast,

Vi
To that high Capital, where kingly Death
Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay,
He came; and bought, with price of purest breath,
A grave among the eternal—Come away|
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Haste, while the vault of bluc Italian day
Te pme Ll Fasian @loe ot 114 )

. L TR P )
Of deep 2nd liquid rest, forgetful of all ill,
Vi
He will awake po more, oh, never morel—
Withia the twilight chamber spreads apace
The thadow of white Death, and at the door
Invisible Corruption waits to trace
Hus extreme way to her dim dwelling-place;
The eternal Hungey sits, but pity and awe
Soothe her pale rage, or dares she to deface
So fair a prey, till darkness, and the law
Of change, shall o’ hus sleep the rmortal curtain draw,
23 .
Oh, w ‘The quick Dreams,
e rfeb b

L

for Adonais!
ita

Wander no mote, from kindlj’ng brain to bmn,

But droop there, whence they sprung; and moutn thetr lot
Round the cold heart, where, after their sweet pam, e

They ne'er will gather streagth, or find 2 home sgain,

%
And one with trembling hands clasps his cold head,
And fans him with her moonlight wings, and cries,
“ Qut love, our hope, out sotrow, is not dead;
See, on the silken fringe of his faint cyes,
Like dew upon a slecping flower, there lies
A tear some Dream has looseaed from his brain.”
Lost Angel of a ruined Paradise!
She knew not "twas her own; as with no stain

She faded, like a cloud which had outwept its faig.



One from a lucid urn of starry dew

Washed his light limbs as if embalming them;

Another clipped her profuse locks, and threw

The wreath upon him, like an anadem,

Which frozen tears instead of pearls begem;

Another in ber wilful grief would break

Her bow and wingéd reeds, as if to stem

A greater loss with one which was more weak;
And dull the barbéd fire against his frozen cheek.

X1

Another Splendour on his mouth alit,
That mouth, whence it was wont to draw the breat
*  Which gave it strength to pierce the guarded wit,
And pass into the panting heart beneath
With lightning and with music: the damp death
Quenched its caress upon his icy lips;
And, as a dying meteor stains a wreath
Of moonlight vapour, which the cold night clips,
It flushed through his pale limbs, and passed to its eclipse.

X
And others came , . . Desires and Adorations,
Wingéd Persuasions and veiled Destinies, 110
Splendours, and Glooms, and glimmering Incarnations
Of hopes and fears, and twilight Phantasies;
And Sorrow, with her family of Sighs,
And Pleasure, blind with tears, led by the gleam
Of her own dying smile instead of eyes,
Came in slow pomp;—the moving pomp might seem
Like pageantry of mist on an autumnal stream. ‘

NIV
All he had loved, and moulded into thought,

From shape, and hue, and odour, and sweet sound,
Lamented Adonais. Morning sought

Her castern watch-tower, and her hair unbound,
142
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Wet with the tears which should adotn the ground,
Dimmed the aerial eyes that kindle day;
Afar the melancholy thunder moaned,
Pale Ocean in unquict slumber lay, .
And the wild Winds flew round, sobbing in their dismay,

xv
Lost Echo sits amid the voiceless mountains,
And feeds her grief with his remembered lay,
And will no more teply to winds ot fountains,
Or amorous birds perched on the young green spray,
Ot herdsman's hotn, ot bell at closing day; 131
Since she can mimic pot his lips, more deat
Than those for whose disdain she pined away
Into a shadow of all sounds:—a drear
Murmmnur, between their songs, is all the woodmen hear,
xv1
Grief made the young Spring wild, and she threw down
Her kindling buds, as if she Autumn were,
Ot they dead leaves; since het delight is flown,
For whom should she have waked the sullen year?
To Phehus was not Hyacinth so dear 140
Nor to himself Narcissus, 23 to both
Thou, Adonais: wan they stand and sere
Amid the faint companions of their youth,
With dew all turned to tears; odour, to sighing ruth.

xvit

A e ] .

Her mighty youth with morning, doth complain,
Scaring and screaming round her empty nest, 130
As Albion wails for thee: the curse of Cain
Light on his head who pierced thy innocent breast,

And scared the angel soul that was its easthly guest|
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. Xvil
Ah, woe is me! Winter is come and gone,
But grief returns with the revolving year;
The airs and streams renew their joyous tone;
The ants, the bees, the swallows reappear;
Fresh leaves and flowers deck the dead Seasons’ bier;
The amorous birds now pair in every brake,
And build their mossy homes in field and brere; 160
And the green lizard, and the golden snake,
Like unimprisoned flames, out of their trance awake,

XIX

Through wood and stream and field and hill and Ocean

A quickening life from the Earth’s heart has burst

As it has ever done, with change and motion,

From the great motning of the world when first

God dawned on Chaos; in its stream immersed,

The lamps of Heaven flash with a softer light;

All baser things pant with life’s sacred thirst;

Diffuse themselves; and spead in love’s delight, 130
The beauty and the joy of their renewéd might,

XX
The leprous corpse, touched by this spirit tender,
Exhales itself in flowers of gentle breath;
Like incarnations of the stars, when splendour
Is changed to fragrance, they illumine death
And mock the merry worm that wakes beneath;
Nought we know, dies. - Shall that 2lone which knows
Be as a sword consumed before the sheath
By sightless lightning ?>—the intense atom glows
A moment, then is quenched in 2 most cold repose. 180
m B
Alas! that all we Joved of him should be,
But for our grief, as if it had not been,
And grief itself be mortal]l Woe is me!
Whence ate we, and why are we? of what scene
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‘The actors or spectators?  Great and mean

Mect massed in death, who lends what life must borrow.

As long as skies are blue, and Belds are green,

Evening must usher night, night urge the morrow,
Month follow month with woe, 2ad year wake year to sorzow,

xXu
He will awake no more, oh, never more! 190
“Wake thou,” cried Misery, * childless Mother, rise
Out of thy sleep, and slake, in thy heart’s core,
A wound more fierce than his, with tears and sighs.”
And all the Dreams that watched Urania’s eyes,
And all the Echoes whom their sistes’s song
Had held in holy silence, cried: ** Arisc!”
Swift as 2 Thought by the snake Memory stung,
From her ambrosial rest the fading Splendour sprung.

X1
She zose like an sutumoal Nigh, that springs
Out of the East, and follows wild and drear 200

The golden Day, which, on eternal wings,

Even as 2 ghost abandoning a bier,

Had left the Earth a corpse.  Sorrow and fear

So struck, so roused, so rapt Urania;

So saddened round her like an atmosphere

Of stormy mist; so swept her on her way
Even to the mournful place where Adonas lay.

XXV
Out of her secret Paradise she sped,
Through camps and citses rough with stone, and steel,
And human hearts, which to her aery tread
Yielding not, wounded the invisible
Palms of her tender feet where’er they fell:
And barbid tongues, and thoughts more sharp than they,
Rent the soft Form they never could sepel,
Whose sacred blood, like the joung tears of May,
Paved with eternal flowers that undeserving way.
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KXXI

A pardlike Spirit beautiful and swift— 280
A Love in desolation masked ;—a Powes

Girt round with weakness;—it can scarce uplift

The weight of the superincumbent hour;

1t is a dying lamp, a falling shower,

A breaking billow;—even whilst we speak
“Is it not broken? On the withering flower

The killing sun smiles brightly: on a cheek

The life can bura in blood, even while the heart may break.

XXXI11

His head was bound with pansies overblown,
And faded violets, white, and pied, and blue; 260
And a light spear topped with a cypress cone,
" Round whose rude shaft dark ivy-tresses grew
Yet dripping with the forest’s noonday dew,
Vibrated, as the ever-beating heart
Shook the weak hand that grasped it; of that crew
He came the last, neglected and apart;
A herd-abandoned deer struck by the hunter’s dart.
RXXIV
All stood aloof, and at his partial moan
Smiled through their tears; well knew that gentle band
Who in another’s fate now wept his own, 300
As in the 2ccents of an unknown land
He sung new sorrow; sad Urania scanned
The Stranger’s mien, and murmured: “ Who art thou?”
He answered not, but with a sudden hand
Made bare his branded and ensanguined brow,
Which was like Cain’s or Christ’s—oh! that it should be sol

XXXV

What softer voice is hushed over the dead?
Athwart what brow is that dark mantle thrown?
What form leans sadly o’er the white death-bed,
In mockery of monumental stone,

148



ADONALS

The heavy heart heaving without 2 moan?
If it be He, who, gentlest of the wise,
Taught, soothed, loved, honoured the departed one,
Let me not vex, with inharmonious sighs,
The silence of that heast’s accepted sacrifice.

xxxXvi

Our Adonais has drunk poison—ohl

What deaf and vxpcxous murdcrcr cou!d crown
Tt el am ik g A DN

“wuose preiuae neia au envy, nate, and wrong,
But what was howling in one breast alone,
Silent with expectation of the song,
Whose master’s hand is cold, whose silver Ifre unstrung,
XXXV
Live thou, whose infamy is not thy fame!
Live)] fear no heavter chastisement from me,
‘Thou noteless blot on 2 remembered pamet
But be thysclf, and know thyself to bel
And ever at thy season be thou free
To spill the venom when thy fangs o’erflow: 0
Remorse and Self-contempt shall cling to thee;
Hot Shame shall burn upon thy secret brow,
And like a beaten hound tremble thou shalt—as now.

xovin

Nor let us weep that our delight is fled

Far from these carrion kites that scream below;

He wakes or sleeps with the enduning dead;

Thou canst not soar where he is sirung now.—

Dust to the dust! but the pure spirie shall flow

Back to the burning fountain whence it eame,

A portion of the Eternal, which must glow ™

‘Through time 2nd change, unquenchably the same,
Whilst thy cold embers choke the sordid hearth of shame.
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XXXIX

Peace, peacel he is not dead, he doth not sleep—

He hath awakened from the dream of life—

*Tis we, who lost in stormy visions, keep

With phantoms an unprofitable strife,

And in mad trance, stsike with our spirit’s knife

Invulnerable nothings.— ¥ decay

Like corpses in a charnel; fear and grief

Convulse us and consume us day by day, 330
And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living clay.

XL N
He has outsoared the shadow of our night;
Envy and calumny and hate and pain,
And that unrest which men miscall delight,
Can touch him not and torture not again;
From the contagion of the world’s slow stain
He is secure, and now can never mourn
A heart grown cold, a head grown gray in vain;
Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn,
With sparkless ashes load an unlamented vin. 360

XLI

He lives, he wakes—’tis Death is dead, not he;

Mourn not for Adonais.—Thou young Dawn,

Turn alf thy dew to splendour, for from thee

The spirit thou lamentest is not gone;

Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moanl

Cease, ye faint flowers and fountains, and thou A%~

- Which like a mourning veil thy scarf hadst thr

O’er the abandoned Earth, now leave it bare

Even to the joyous stars which smile on its despz

XLII
He is made one with Nature: there is heard
His voice in all her music, from the moan
Of thunder, to the song of night’s sweet bird;
He is a presence to be felt and known
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In darkness and in light, from herb 2nd stone,
Spreading itself where’er that Power may move
‘Which has withdrawn his being to its own;
Which wiclds the world with never-wearied love,
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above.

XL
He is a portion of the lovcliness
Which once he made more lovely: he doxh bear %0
His part, while the one Spirit’s plastic stress
Sweeps lhmugh the dull dense world, compelling lhcxc,
All new successions to the forms they wear;
‘Tortuting th’ unwilling dross that checks jts flight
“To its own Likeness, as each mass may bear;
And bursung in its beauty 2nd its might
From trees and beasts and men 1nto the Heaven's light,
XLV
‘The splendours of the firmament of time
May be eclipsed, but are extinguished not;
Like stars to their appointed hesght they cimb, 390
And death it a low must which cannot blol

Shall be it; carthly doom, the d’czd hve.zhcrc
And move like winds of bight on datk and stormy air.

xv
The inheritors of unfulfilled tenown
Rose from their thranes, built beyond mortal thought
Far in the Unappareat.  Chatterton
Rose pale,—his solemn agony had not 4
Yet faded from him; Sidney, as he fought
And as he fell and as he ived and loved
Sublimely mild, a Spirit without spot,
Atose; and Lucan, by his death approved:
Oblivion s they rose shrank Like a thing reproved,
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: ADONAIS
The bones of Desolation’s nakedness,
Pass, till the spirit of the spot shall lead
Thy foomcp: to a slope of green 2ccess
. Where, like an infant’s smilc, over the dead 440

A lighe of laughing flowers n!ong the grass is spread;

And gray walls moulder mund on which dull Time
Feeds. hke slow fire upon a hoary brand;

b —edon e,

LI B S

Like flame transformed to matble; and beneath,

A field is spread, on which a newer band

Have pitched ing Heaven’s smile their camp of death,

Welcoming him e lose with scaree extinguished breath. 490

A
Here pause: these graves are all too young as yet
To have outgrown the sorrow which consigned
Its charge to each; and if the scal is sct,
Hete, on ane fountain of a mourning sund,
Break it not thou too surely shalt thou find
Thine own well full, if thou feturnest home,
Of tears and gall.  From the world’s bitter wind
Seck shelter in the shadow of the tomb.

What Adonais is, why fear we to become?

Lt

The One remains, the many change and pass; 460
Heaven's light for ever shines, Earth’s shadows fly;

Life, like 2 dome of many-coloured glass,

Smns the white radiance ofEtexmry,

I Pl a0 e faun

Flowers, mins, statues, music, words, are weak

The glory they transfuse with ftting truth to speak,
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. ADONAILS
The bosies of Desolation’s nakedriess,
Pass, ull the spisit of the spot shall lead
Thy footsteps 10 4 slope of geeen acccss
Where, like an infant’s smile, oves the dc?d
A light of laughing Bowers along the grass is spread;

.

And gray walls mouldet round, on which dull Time
Feeds, like slow fite upon a hoary bnnq 3
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asfotmed to matble; and beneath,
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. Here pause: these graves ate all too young as yet
To have outgrown the sorrow which consigned
Tts chasge to each; and i€ the seal is set,
Hete, on one fountain of 2 mourming mind, ~
Bredk it not thou) too sutely shalt thou find
“Thine own well full, if thou returnest bome,
Of tears and gall.  From the world's bitter wind
Seck shelrer in the shadow of the tomb.

What Adonais is, why fear we to become?

ur
The One semaiss, the many change and pass;
Heaven's light for ever shines, Eatth’s shadaws fly
ife, like 2 dome of many-coloured glass, ’
Stains the white radiance of Bternity,
Uil Death tramples it to fragments,
1fthou wouldst be with that whick
Follow where all is fiedl—Rome’s
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LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

LI
Why lingez, why tarn back, why shrink, my Heast?
Thy hopes are gone before: from all things here
They have departed; thou shouldst now depart!
A light is passed from the revolving year,
And man, and woman; and what still is dear
Attracts to crush, repels to make thee wither.
The soft sky smiles,—~the low wind whispers near:
*Tis Adonais calls] oh, hasten thither,

No more let Life divide what Death can join together.

LIV

That Light whose smile kindles the Universe,
"That Beauty in which all things wotk and move,
That Benediction which the eclipsing Curse 480
Of birth can quench not, that sustaining Love
Which through the web of being blindly wove
By man and beast and carth and air and sea,
Burns bright or dim, as cach are mirrors of
The fire for which all thirst; now beams on me,
Consuming the last clouds of cold morality.

LV

The breath whose might I have invoked in song
Descends on me; my spirit’s bark is driven,
Far from the shore, far from the trembling throng
Whose sails were never to the tempest given;
The massy earth and spheréd skies are riven!
I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar; ’
Whilst, burning through the inmost veil of Heaven,
The soul of Adonais, like a star,

Beacons {rom the abode where the Eternal are.

Percy Byssye SHELLEY

I54
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LONGER ENGLISH POBMS-

™v

That ancient Beadsman heard the prelude soft;

And so it chanced, for many 2 door was wide,

From hurry to and fro.  Soon, up aloft,

The silver, snarling trumpets *gan to chide:

The level chambers, ready with their pride,

Were glowing to receive a thousand guests:

The carvéd angels, ever eager-cyed,

Stated, where upon their heads the cornice rests,
With hair blown back, and wings putcrosswise on thei

v
At length burst in the argent revelry,
With plume, tiara, and al! rich array,
Numerous as shadows haunting factily
The brain, new stuffed, in youth, with triumphs ¢
Of old romance. These let us wish away,
And turn, sole-thoughted, to one Lady there,
Whose heart had brooded, all that wintry day,
On love, and winged St Agnes’ saindy care,
As she had heard old dames full many times declare

vi
They told her how, upon 5t Agnes’ Eve,
Young virgins might have visions of delight,
And soft adorings from their loves receive
Upon the honeyed middle of the night,
If ceremonies due they did aright;
As, suppetless to bed they must retire,
And couch supine their beauties, lily white;
Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require
Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire

vix

Full of this whim was thoughtful Madeline; -
The music, yearning like 2 God in pain,

She scarcely heard: her maiden eyes divine,
Fixed on the floor, saw many a sweeping train
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Pass by—she heeded not at all: in v2in
Came many 2 tiptoe, amorous cavalier, &
And back retired; not cooled by high disdain,
But she saw not: her heart was otherwhere:
She sighed for Agnes’ dreams, the sweetest of the-year.

vint
She danced along with vague, regardless eyes,
Anzious her lips, het breathing quick 2nd shore:
Th: hallowed bour was near at hand: she sighs

O URAPORE NI RV S VK DV PN

Hoodwinked with‘fzcry fancy; alllﬁmon, n
Save to St Agnes and her lambs unshorn,
And all the bliss to be before to-morrow mom.

be3
So, purposing each moment to retire,
She lingered still.  Meantime, across the moors,
Had come young Porphyro, with heart on fire
Fox Mzdclme. Bcsxde lhe portal doors,

. N EE

‘That he might paze and worship all unscen; o
Perchance speak, kneel, touch, kiss—in sooth such things
have been.

x
He ventures in: let no buzzed whisper tell;
All eyes be muffled, or a hundred swords
Will storm hs heart, Love’s fev'rous citadel :
For him, those chambers held barbariaa hordes,
Hyena foemen, and hot-blooded lords,
Whose very dogs would execrations how!
Arpainst his lineape: not one breast affords
Him any mercy, in that mansion foul,

Save onc old beldame, weak in body and in soul,
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X1

Ah, happy chancel the aged creature came,

Shuflling along with ivory-headed wand,

To where he stood, hid from the torch’s flame,

Behind a broad hali-pillas, far beyond

The sound of merriment and chorus bland:

He startled her; but soon she knew his face,

And grasped his fingers in her palsied hand,

Saying, * Mercy, Porphyro! hie thee from this place
They ate all here to-night, the whole blood-thirsty rac

péat

“ Get hencel get hencel there’s dwarfish Hildebran

He had a fever late, and in the fit

He cursed thee and thine, both house and land:

Then there’s that old Lord Maurice, not a whit

More tame for his gray hairs—Alas me! flit]

Flit like a ghost away.”—*' Ah, Gossip dear,

We’te safe enough; here in this armchair sit,

And tell me how ? * Good Saints| not here, not
Follow me, child, or else these stones will be thy bier.

xm
He foliowed through a lowly archéd way,
Brushing the cobwebs with his lofty plume,
And as she muttered “ Well-a—well-a-day1”
He found him in a litde moonlight room,
Pale, latticed, chill, and silent as a tomb.
“ Now tell me where is Madeline,” said he,
O, tell me, Angela, by the holy loom
Which none but sccret sisterhood may see,
When they St Agnes® wool ate weaving piously.”

XIv

“St Agnesl Ahl itis St Agnes’ Eve—
Yet men will murder upon holy days:
Thou must hold water in a witch’s sicve,
And be liege-lord of all the Elves and Fays,
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To venture 303 it fills me with amaze
To sce thee, Porphyrol—St Agnes’ Evel
God's help! my lady fair the conjuror plays
This very night: good angels her deceivel
But let me laugh awhile, I've mickle time to grieve.”

xv
Feebly she laugheth in the languid moon,
‘Whie Porphyro upon her face doth look, -
Like puzzled urchin on an aged crone
Who keepeth closed 2 wond'rous riddle-book, 10
As spectacled she sits in chimney nook.
But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told
His lady’s purpose; and he searce could brook
Teass, at the thought of those enchantments cold,
And Madcline aslecp in lap of legends old.

xvt
Sudden a thought came like a full-blowa rose,
Flushing his brow, and 1n tus paindd heart
Made purple riot: then doth he propose
A stratagem, that makes the beldame start:
“ A crue] man and impious thou art: 43
Sweet lady, Jet her pray, and sleep, and dream
Alone with her good angels, far apart .
From wicked men like thee. Go, gol—1 deem
‘Thou canst not surely be the same that thou didst seem.”

xvi
“1 will not harm her, by all saints I swear,”
Quoth Porphyto: * O, may I ne’er find grace
Whea my weak voice shall ® husper its last prayer,
1f one of her soft ringlets I displace,
Ot look with ruffian passion 1n her face:
Good Angela, believe me by these tears; 150
Or I will, even in 2 moment’s space,
Awake, with hotrid shout, my focmen’s ears,
And beard them, though they be mote fanged than wolves
and bears”
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XVII
“ Ah! why wilt thou affright a fecble soul?
A poor, weak, palsy-stricken, churchyard thing,
Whose passing-bell may ere the midnight toll;
Whose prayess for thee, each morn and evening,
Were never missed.”-—Thus plaining, doth she bring
A gentler speech from burning Porphyro;
So woful, and of such deep sorrowing, _ 160
That Angela gives promise she will do
Whatever he shall wish, betide her weal or woe.

XIX

Which was, to lead him, in close secrecy,

Even to Madeline’s chamber, and these hide

Him in a closet, of such privacy

That he might see her beauty unespied,

And win perhaps that night a peexless bride,

While legioned faeries paced the coveslet,

And pale enchantment held her sleepy-eyed.

Never on such a night have lovers met, 170
Since Merlin paid his Demon all the monstrous debt.

XX

“ It shall be 2s thou wishest,” said the Dame:
** All cates and dainties shall be storéd there
Quickly on this feast-night: by the tambour frame .
Her own lute thou wilt see: no time to spare,
For I am slow and fecble, and scarce dare
On such a catéring trust my dizzy head. -
Wait here, my child, with patience; kneel in prayer
The while: Ahl thou must needs the lady wed,

Or may 1 never leave my grave among the dead.” 180

Xx1
So saying, she hobbled off with busy fear,
The lover's endless minutes slowly passed;
The dame returned, and whispered in his car
To follow her; with aged eyes aghast
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THE EVE OF ST AGNES

. R PP, et €

Whese Porph);xo took covert, pleased amain.
His poor guide hurried back with agues in her brain.
peiad

L R I

. - - . - " id,
With silver taper’s light: m& pious mr‘c,
She turned, and down the aged gossip led
[P L fe A a

XXIIT .
Out went the taper 2s she hurried in;
Its little smoke, in pallid moonshine, died: - 200
She closed the doot, she panted, all akin
To spisits of the air, and visions wide:
No uttered syllable, or, woe betrde!
But to her heart, her heart was voluble,
Paining with eloquence her balmy side;
As though a tongucless nightingale should swell
Her throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled, 1n her dell.

xxav
-A casement high and triple-arched there was,
AN :.4.!.-1.1 B T A
‘ - - - e 210
As are the tiger-moth'’s d:cfrdzmzskc‘d ;vmgs;
And in the midst, ‘mong thousand heraldries, 4
And twilight saints, and dim emblazonings,
A shielggd scutcheon blushed with blood of queens and
kings.
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XXV
Full on this casement shone the wintry moon,
And threw warm gules on Madcline’s fair breast,
As down she knelt for heaven’s grace and boon;
Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together prest,
And on her silver cross soft amethyst,
And on her hair a glory, like a saint:
She seemed a splendid angel, newly drest,
Save wings, for heaven:—Porphyro grew faint:
She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortal taint

XKVI
Anon his heart revives: her vespers done,
Of all its wreathéd pearls her hair she frees;
Unclasps ber warméd jewels one by one;
Loosens her fragrant bodice; by degrees
Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees:
Hazlf-hidden, like 2 mermaid in sea-weed,
Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees,
In fancy, fair St Agacs in her bed,

But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled,

XXVII
Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest,
In sort of wakeful swoon, perplexed she lay,
Until the poppicd warmth of sleep oppressed
Her soothéd limbs, and soul fatigued away;
Flown, like a thought, until the motrow-day;
Blissfully havened both from joy and pain; 1
Clasped like a missal where swart Paynims pray;
Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain,
As though a rose should shut, and be 2 bud again.
XXVII
Stolen to this paradise, and so entranced,;
Porphyro gazed upon her empty dress,
And listened to her breathing, if it chanced
To wake into 2 slumberous tenderness;
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Which when he heard, that minute did he bless,
And breathed himself: then from the closet crept,
Noiseless a3 fear in 2 wide wilderness, 110
And over the hushed carpet, silent, stept,
And’tween the curtains peeped, where, lol—how fast she
slept.

XXX

‘Then by the bed-side, where the faded moon

Made a dim, silver twilight, soft he set

A table, and, half anguished, threw thereon

A cloth of woven cimson, gold, and jeti—

O for some drowsy Morphean amulet!

The boisterous, midnight, festive clarion,

The kettde-drum, and far-heard clasinet,

Affray his gars, though but in dying tone:— 60
The hall door shuts again, 2nd all the noise is gone.

KK

And still she slept an azure-lidded sleep,
In blanchid linen, smooth, and lavendered,
While he from fosth the closet brought a heap
Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd;
With jellies soother than the creamy curd,
And lucent syrups, tinct with cinnamon;
Manna and dates, in argosy transferred
Prom PFez; and spiced dainties, every one,

Prom silken Samarcand to cedared Lebanon,

. XXXX

These delicates he heaped with glowing hand
On golden dishes and in baskets bright
Of wreathdd silver: sumptuous they stand
In the retiréd quict of the night,
Filling the chilly room with perfume light,—
* And now, my love, my seraph fair, awakel
Thou art my heaven, and I thine eremite:
Opea thine eyes, for meck St Agaes’ sake,

Ot I shall drowse beside thee, 3o my soul doth ache.”
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XXX

Thus whispering, his warm, unnerved arm a2
Sank in her pillow. Shaded was her dream
By the dusk curtains :—’twas a midnight charm
Impossible to melt as icéd stream:
The lustrous salvers in the moonlight gleam;
Broad golden fringe upon the carpet lies:
It seemed he never, never could redeem
From such a stedfast spell his lady’s eyes;
So mused awhile, entoiled in wooféd phantasies.

RAKIT
Awakening up, he took her hollow lute,—
Tumultuous,—~and, in chords that tenderest be, 2

He played an ancient ditty, long since mute,
In Provence called, “ La belle dame sans mercy 7t
Close to her eart touching the melody ;—
Wherewith disturbed, she uttered 2 soft moan:
He ceased—she panted quick—and suddenly
Her blue affrayed eyes wide open shone:
Upon his knees he sank, pale &s smooth-sculptured s
XXXIV
Her eyes were open, but she still beheld,
Now wide awzke, the vision of her sleep:
There was a painful change, that nigh expelled
The blisses of her dream so pure and deep;
At which fair Madeliae began to weep,
And moan forth witless words with many a sigh;
While still her gaze on Porphyro would keep;
Who knelt, with joinéd hands and piteous eye,
Fearing to move or speak, she looked so dreamingly
XNEV
* Ah, Porphyro!l” said she, “ but even now
Thy voice was at sweet tremble in mine ear,
Made tuneable with every sweetest vow;
And those sad eyes were spiritual and clear:
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How changed thou art] bow pallid, chill, and drearl
Give me that voice again, my Porphyro,
Those looks immortal, those complainings dear!
Oh, leave me not in this eternal woe,

For if thou diest, my Love, I know not where to go.”

0XVI
Beyond a mortal man impassioned far
At these voluptuous accents, he arose,
Ethereal, flushed, and like a throbbing star
Seen mid the sapphire heaven’s deep repose;
Into her dream he melted, as the rose 310
Blendeth its odour with the violet,—
ion swect: the frost-wind blows
Like Love's alarum pattering the sharp sleet
Against the window-panes, St Agnes’ moon hath sct.

XXXVIT
*Tis dark: quick pattereth the flaw-blown slect:
““‘This 15 no drcam, my bride, my Madeline [
*Tis datk: the icdd gusts sull rave and beat:
“ No dream, alas! 2las] and woe is minel
Porphyro will Jcave me here to fade and pine,—
Cruel! what traitor could thee huther brng ? 130
I cutse not, for my heast is lost in thine,
Though thou fotsakest 2 deceived thing;—
A dove forlorn and lost wita sick unprunéd wing.”

XXXV
“ My Madeline! sweet dreamner] lovely bridel
Say, may I be for aye thy vassal blest?
Thy beauty’s shicld, heart-shaped and vermeil dyed?
Ah, silver shrine, here will I take my rest
After so many hours of toil and quest,
A famished pilgnm,—saved by muracle
‘Though I have fourd, ] will not rob thy nest 340
Saving of thy sweet self; if thou think’st well
To trust, fair Madeline, to no rude mfidel,
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His yeomen tound the market cross make clear an ample
space; 4

Por tgctc behoves him to set up the standard of Her
Grace.

And haughtily the trumpets peal and gaily dance the bells,

As slow upon the labouring wind the royal blazon swells. 2o

Look how the Lion of the sea lifts up his ancient crown,

And underneath his deadly paw treads the gay lilies down.

So stalked he when he turned to flight, on that famed
Picard field,

Bohemia’s plume, and Genoa’s bow, and Cwmsar’s cagle
shield.

So glared be when at Agincourt in wrath he turned to
bay,

And ciushed and torn beneath his claws the princely
bunters lay.

Ho!l strike the flagstaff deep, Sir Knight: hol scatter
flowers, fair maids:

Ho!l gunners, fire a loud salute: hol gallants, draw yourt
blades:

Thou sdun, shine on her joyously; ye breezes, waft her
wide;

Qur glorious SEMPER EADEM, the banner of our pride. 30

The tfnl:flhcning breeze of eve unfurled that banner’s massy
old;

The parting gleam of sunshine kissed that haughty scroll
of gold;

Night sank upon the dusky beach, and on the purple sea,

Suchbnight in England ne'er had been, nor c’er again shall

e,

From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Lynn to Mil.
ford Bay,

That time of slumber was as bright and busy as the day;

For swift to east and swift to west the ghastly war-flame
spread,

High on St Michael’s Mouat it shaae; it shone on Beachy
Head.
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Far on the desp the Spaniatds saw, slong each southern
shire,
Cape bcyond cape, in endless range, those twinkling pomu

The ﬁ:bex left his skiff to rock on Tamars glmcnng
waves:

The rugged miners poured to war from Mendip’s sunless
caves:

O'er Longlczt'l towers, o’cr Cranbourne’s oaks, the fiery
hersld few:

He roused the shepherds of Stonchenge, the rangers of
Beaulicu.

Right sharp and quick the bells all night rang out from
Bristol town, .

And ere the day three hundred horse had met on Uifton
Down;

The seatinel on Whitchall gate looked forth into the

night,
And saw ocrhzngmg Richmond Hill the stzeak of blood-
red light;
Then bugle’s note and cannon’s roar the death-like silence

broke,

Aed ik rma .»:A:_l—-‘l- . e Il..: —k= 1y

- el L. .

sptres;

From all the batterics of the Tower pealed loud the voice
of fear;

And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a louder
cheer;

And from the furthest wards was heard the rush of hurrping
feet,

And the broad streams of pikes 2nd flags rushed down each
roating street;
Aod broader sull became the blaze, and louder stll the

dis,
As fast from every village round the horse came sputring 10
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And eastward straight from wild Blackheath the warlike
errand went,

And roused in many an ancient hall the gal]ant squires
of Kent.

Southward from Surrey’s pleasant hills flew those bright
couriers forth;

High on bleak Hampstead’s swarthy moor they started for
the north;

And on, and on, without a pause, untired they bounded
still:

All night from tower to tower they sprang: they sprang
from hill to hill:

Till the proud Peak unfurled the flag o’er Darwin’s rocky
dales,

Till like volcanoes flared to heaven the stormy hills of
Wales,

Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Malvern’s loncly
height,

_Till strcgamcd in crimson on the wind the Wrekin’s crest
of light,

Till broad and fierce the star came forth on Ely’s stately

fane,
And tower and hamlet rose in arms o’er all the boundless
fain; 70

Till Belvoir's lordly terraces the sign to Lincoln sent,

And Lincoln sped the mcssagc on o’cr the wide vale of
Treac;

Till Skiddaw saw the fire that burned on Gaunts em-
battled pile, .

Aod the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of
Carlisle,

Lonn Macauvray

)



MORTE D'ARTHUR

MORTE D’ARTHUR

So all day long the noise of batile roll’d
Among the mountains by the winter sea;
Until King Arthur’s table, man by man,
Had fall'n in Lyonnesse about their Lotd,
King Arthur: then, because his wound was deep,
The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him,
Sir Bedivere, the last of all his knights,
And bore him to 2 chapel nigh the feld,
A broken chancel with a brokea cross,
That stood on a dark strait of barren land. 10
Ou one side lay the Ocean, 2nd on one
Lay a great water, and the moon was full.

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedtveze:
*“ The sequel of to-day unsolders all
The goodliest fellowship of famous knights
Whereof this world holds record,  Such 2 sleep
They slecp—the men [ loved. I thunk that we
Shall never more, at any future time,
Delight our souls with talk of knightly deeds,
Walking about the gardeas and the halls 20
Of Camelot, as in the days that were.
1 perish by this people which I made,—
Tho' Merlin sware that I should come again
To sule once more—but ley what will be, be,
Iam so deeply smitten thro® the helm
‘That without help I canpot last ull morn,
Théu therefore take my brand Excalibut,
Which was my pride: for thou rememberest how
1n those old days, one summer noon, sn arm
Rose up from out the bosom of the lake,
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,
Holding the sword—and how I row'd across
And took it, and have worn it, like & king:
And, wheresoever I am sung ot told
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In aftertime, this also shall be known:

But now delay not: take Excalibur,

And fling him far into the middle mere:

Watch what thou scest, and lightly bring me word.”
To him replied the bold Sir Bedivere:

“Jt is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus,

Aidless, alone, and smitten thro’ the helm.

A little thing may harm a wounded man.

Yet I thy hest will all perform at full,

Watch what I sec, and lightly bring thee word.”
So saying, from the ruin’d shrine he stept

And in the moon athwart the place of tombs,

Where Jay the mighty bones of ancient men,

Old knights, and over them the sea-wind sang

Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He, stepping down

By zig-zag paths, and juts of pointed rock,

Came on the shining levels of the lake.
Thete drew he forth the brand Excalibur,

And o’er him, drawing it, the winter moon,

Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth

And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt:

For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks,

Myriads of topaz-lights, and jacinth-work

Of subtlest jewellesy.  He gazed so long -

That both his eyes were dazzled, as he stood,

This way and that dividing the swift mind,

In act to throw: but at the last it seem’d

Better to leave Excalibur conceal’d

There in the many-knotted waterflags,

That whistled stiff and dry about the marge.

So strode he back slow to the wounded king,
Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere:

* Hast thou perform’d my mission which I gave?

What js it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?
And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:

I heard the ripple washing in the reeds,

And the wild water lapping on the crag,”

I72
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To whom replied King Arthur, faint and pale:
*“Thou hast betray’d thy nature and thy name,
Not rendering true answer, as beseem’d
‘Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight:

Por surer sign had follow'd, cither hand,
Or voice, or ¢else 2 motion of the mere,
This is a shameful thing for men to lic,
Yet pow, I charge thee, quickly go again
As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing ®
1 bad thee, watch, and lightly bting me word,”
Then went Sir Bedivere the second time

Beme sle o™ dee T e Lot s s

. . . e, %
Which might have pleased the eyes of many

men.
What good should follow this, if this wete done?
What harm, undone? deep harm to disobey,
Cou® = -badamema‘eatal ad.r 1,
What record, or what relic of my lord
Should be to aftertime, but empty breath
And rumours of a doubt? but were this kepr, "
Stored 1n some treasure-house of nughty kings,
Some one might show it at 2 joust of arms,
Saying, ‘ King Arthur’s sword, Excalibur,
Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake,
Nine years she wrought it, siting 1n the deeps
Upon the hiddea bases of the hulls.”
So might some old man spezk 1n'the aftertime

by
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To all the people, winning revercnce. .
But now much honour and much fame were lost.”
So spake he, clouded with bis owa conceit, 110
And hid Excalibur the second time,
And so strode back slow to the wounded King.
Thea spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily:
“ What is it thou hast scen? or what hast heard?
_ And answer made the bold Sir Bedivete:
* I heard the water lapping on the crag,
And the long ripple washing in the reeds.””
To whom replied King Arthur, much io wrath:
** Ah, miscrable and unkind, untrue,
Unknightly, traitor-hearted! Woe is mel 120
Authority forgets a dying king,
Laid widow’d of the power in his eye
That bow’d the will. I sce thee what thou art,
For thou, the latest-left of all my knights,
In whom should meet the offices of ali,
Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt;
Either from lust of gold, or like a gitl
Valuing the giddy pleasure of theveyes,
Yet, for 2 man may fail in duty twice,
And the third time may prosper, get thee hénue: 130
But, if thou spare to fling Bxcalibur,
[ will arise and slay thee with my hands.”
Then quickly rose Sitr Bedivese, and 1an,
And, leaping dowan the ridges lightly, plunged
Among the bulrush-beds, and clutch’d the sword,
And strongly wheel’d and threw it.  The great brand
Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon,
And flashing round and round, and whirl’d in an arch,
Shot like a streamer of the northern morn,
Seen where the moving isles of winter shock
By night, with noises of the northern sea.
So flash’d and fell the brand Excalibur:
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

174

140



MORTB D’ARTHUR
And caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him
Three times, and drew him under in the mere.

Speak out: what 1s it thou hast heard, of seea? ™
And answer made the bold Sit Bedivere:
* Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gems
Should blind my purpose, for I never saw,
Not shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die,
Not tho’ I live three lives of mortal men,
So greata miracle as yonder hilt.
LNl pedi T8 -t ~tiling him

. - P I A
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; ’us time that [ 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,
Stowly, with pain, reclining on his atm,
And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes
As in a picture, Him Sir Bedivere
Remorsefully regarded thro” hus tears,
And would have spoken, but he found not words,
Then took with care, and kneeling oo one knee,
O’et both his shoulders drew the languid hands,
And rising bore him thro® the plzce of tombs.
But, as he walk’d, King Arthur panted hard,
Like onc thzt Fcels a mghumxe on his bed

But lhc othet sv:vif'dy sxx.od: from I:idg: to ndge,
s
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Clothed with his breath, and looking, as he walk'd,
Larger than human on the frozen hills.

He heatd the deep behind him, and a ety

Before.  His own thought drove him, like 2 goad.
Dry clash’d his harness in the icy caves

And barren chasms, and all to left and right

The bate black cliff clang’d round him, as he based
His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang
Sharp-smitten with the dint of arméd heels— 150
And on a sudden, lo! the level lake,

And the long glories of the winter moon.

Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge,
Datk as a funeral scarf from stem to steen,

Beneath them; and descending they were ware
That all the decks were dense with stately forms
Black-stoled, black-hooded, like 2 dream—by these
Three Queens with crowns of gold—and from them
rose
A cry that shiver’d to the tingling stars,
And, as it were one voice, an agony 200
Of lamentation, like 2 wing, that shrills
All night in a waste land, where no one comes,
Or hath come, since the making of the world.

Then murmur'd Arthur, “ Place me in the barge,”
And to the barge they came. There those three Queens
Put 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 cail’d him by his name, complaining loud, 210
And dropping bitter tears against his 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 a rising sun
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High from the dais-throne—were parch’d with dust;
Or, clotted into points and hanging Ioose,
% ! .

LY E KRN K

P e,

220

From spur to plume 2 star of tournamen
L R T IR

“ Ahl my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go?

Where shall I hide my forchead 2nd my cyes?

Por now I sce the truc old times are dead,

When every morning brought 1 noble chance, 130

And every chance brought out 2 noble knight.

Such times have been not since the light that led

The holy Elders with the gift of myzzh.

But now the whole ROUND TABLE is dissolved

Which was an image of the mighty world;

And 1, the last, go forth companionless,

And the days darken roupd me, and the years,

Among new men, strange faces, other minds.”

And slowly answer’d Arthut from the barge:

* The old order changeth, yielding place to fiew, 240

And God fulfils Himself in many ways,

Lest one good custom should corrupt the world.

Comfort thyself: what comfort is in me?

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.

31 - - F

Wherefore, let thy voice
ALeget aul
. e e e, L 150
I.f, knowing God, they Lift not hands of p'rayer
Both for themselves and those who call them friend ?
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For so the whole round earth is every way
Bound by gold chaigs about the feet of God.
But now farewell. I am going a long way
With these thou seest—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, 260
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 oar 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 270
Look’d one black dot against the verge of dawn,
And on the mere the wailing died away.

Lorp TENNYSON

THE LOTOS-EATERS

ouRAGEL" he said, and pointed toward the land,

** This mounting wave will roll us shoreward soon.”
In the afternoon they came unto a land
In which it seeméd always afternoon.
All round the coast the lanpuid air did swoon,
Breathing like one that hath a weary dream.
Full-faced above the valley stood the moon;
And like 2 downward smoke, the slender stream
Along the cliff to fall, and pause, and fall did seem.

v

A land of stteams! some, like 2 downward smoke,
Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go;
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Ard some thro® waveriag lights and skadows brote,
Rolling a slumbrous skeet of foam below.

They saw the gleaming river szaward flow

From the inrer land: far of, three countain-tops,
Three sileat pinnacles of aged snow,

Stood suaser-Lush’d: aad, dew’d with showery drops,
Up-clomb the skadowy pice above the woven copse.

Tte charmdd suaset linger’d low adown

In the red West: thro’ moustain clefts the dale
Was seen far inland, and the yellow down
Border'd with palm, 2nd many 2 winding vale

Ard meadow, set with slender galingale; -
A land where all things 2luays seem'd the sazel
And round about the keel with faces pale,

Dark faces pale 2zainst that rosy flame,

‘Tke mild-cyed melancholy Lotos-caters came.

Braoches they bore of that enchanted stem,
Laden with Bower and fruit, whereof they gave
To each, but whoso did receive of them,

And taste, to him the gushing of the wave

Far, far away did scem to mourn acd rave

Oa aticn shores; acd if his fellow spake,

His voice was thin, 21 voices from the prave;
Ard deepaslecp be seem’d, yet all awake,

And rusic in bis ears bis beaung beart dod make,

‘Tkey sat them down vpon the yellow sand,
Between the sun 20d moon cpon the shore;

Ard sweet it was to dream of Fatberland,

Of child, 2ed wife, 2ed slave; but everrore

Most weary seem’d the te2, weary the oar,

Weary the wandering fields of bazren foam.

Tten some one said, * We will retum £o more ;)
And all at once they sang, * Our island borme

s far beyord the wave; we will no lozger roam.”
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CHORIC SONG

1

Twere 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 2 gleaming pass;

Music that gentlizr on the spirit Lies,

‘Than ti’d eyelids upon tir'd eyes;

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful
skies.

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 sleeg

2

Why are we weigh’d upon with heaviness,

And uttetly consumed with sharp distress,
While all things else have rest from weariness?
All things have rest: why should we toil alone,
We only 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 harken what the inner spirit sings,

* There is no joy but calmi™

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of thin

3
Lol in the middle of the wood,
The folded leaf is woo’d from out the bud
With winds upon the branch, and thera
Grows green and broad, and takes no cate,
Sun-steep’d at noon, and ia the moon
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Nightly dew-fed; and tutning yellow

Falls, and floats adown the air.

Lo! sweeten'd with the summer light,

‘The full-juiced apple, waxing over-mellow,

Drops in 2 silent 2uturnn night.

All its allotted length of days, o
The flower ripens 1n its place,

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath so toil,
Fast-tooted in the frustful sod,

4
Hateful is the dark-blue sky,
Vazulted o’¢r the dark-blue sea.
Death 1s the end of Iife; ah, why
Should life all labour be?
Let us alone, Time driveth onward fast,
And in a little while out bips are dumb
Let us 2lone.  What is 1t that will Jast? 9
All things are taken from us, and become
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past.
Let us alone.  What pleasuse can we have
* To war with evil? Is there any peace
1n ever climbing up the climbing wave?
All things have rest, and upen toward the grave
In silence; nipen, fall and cease.
Give us long rest ot death, dark death, or dreamful ease,

b
How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream,
Wuh hzlf shux eyes ever to seem 100

wam g S

&ung zh: Lotos dzy by dzy
To watch the crisping nppl:: on the beach,
Hi 3




LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

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, s -

Than tir'd eyelids upon tir'd eyes; :

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful
skies,

Here are cool mosses deep,

And thro’ the moss the ivies creep,

And in the stteam the long-leaved flowers weep,

And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep,

2
Why are we weigh’d upon wit" “.~aviness,
And utterly consumed with sl - “stress,
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And tender curving lines of creamy spray;

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly

To the influence of mild-minded melancholy;

To muse and brood and live again in memory, 110
With those old faces of our infancy )
Heap’d over with a mound of grass,

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brassi

6

Dear is the memory of our wedded lives,

And dear the last embraces of our wives

And their warm tears: but all hath suffer’d change;
For surely now our household hearths are cold:
Our sons inherit us: our looks are strange:

And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy.

Or else the island princes over-bold 120
Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings
Before them of the ten years’ war in Troy,

And our great deeds, as half-forgotten things,

Is there confusion in the little isle? :

Let what is broken so remain,

The Gods are hard to reconcile:

"Tis hard to settle order once again.

There s confusion worse than death,

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain,

Long labour unto aged breath,

Sore task to hearts worn out with many wars

And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-s

- -
But, propt on beds of amatanth and moly,
How sweet (while warm airs lull us, blowing lo
With half-dropt eyelid still,

Beneath a heaven dark and holy,

To watch the long bright river drawing slowly
His waters from the pusple hill—
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Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring toil,

Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine and oil :

Till they perish and they suffer—some, ’tis whisper’d—
down in hell ‘

Suffer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys dwell,

Resting weary limbs at last on beds of asphodel. 170

Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the shore

Than labour in the deep mid-ocean, wind and wave and
oar; .

Oh, rest ye, brother mariners, we will not wander more.

Lorp TENNYSON

ANDREA DEL SARTO
(CALLED “ THE FAULTLESS PAINTER ")

uT do not let us quarrel any more,
No, my Lucrezia; bear with me for once:
Sit down and all shall happen as you wish., .
You turn your face, but does it bring your heart?
T'll work then for your friend’s friend, never fear,
Treat bis own subject after his own way,
Fix his own time, accept too his own price,
And shut the money into this small hand
When next it takes mine, Will it? teadery?
Oh, I'll content him,—but to-morrow, Lovel 1
I often am much wearier than you think,
This evening more than usual, and it seems
As if—forgive now—should you let me sit
Hete by the window with your hand in mine
And look a half-hour forth on Fiesole,
Both of one mind, as married people use,
Quietly, quietly, the evening through,
I might get up to-morrow to my work
Cheerful and fresh as ever.  Let us try.
To-morrow how you shall be glad for this!} 3
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ANDREA DEL SARTO

Your soft hand is 2 woman of itself,

And mine the man's bared breast she cusls inside.
Don't count the time lost, cither; you must serve
For cach of the five pictures we require—

Tt saves 2 model.  Sol keep looking so—

My serpentining beauty, rounds on rounds!
—How could you ever prick those perfect cars,
Even to put the pearl there! oh, so sweet—

My face, my moon, my everybody’s moon,
Which everybody looks on and calls his,

And, I suppose, is looked on by in turn,

While she looks—no one's: very dear, no less!
You smile? why, there's my picture ready made.
There’s what we painters call our harmony!

A common greyness silvers everything,~

All in 3 twilight, you 2nd I alike

—You, at the polat of your first pride in me
(That's gone you know),—but I, at every point;
My youth, my hope, my art, being all toned down
To yondcr siobcx plaszm Flcsole. .
At - .

‘The last monk lﬂvcs the g:nfcn, days decrease
And sutumn grows, autumn in everything.

Eh? the whole seems to fall into a shape

As if I saw alike my work and self

And all that I was born to be and do,

A twilight-piece.  Love, we are in God's hand.
How strange now, looks the life he makes us lead!
So free we seem, so fettered fast we are:

I fee he laid the fetter: let it liel

‘This chamber for example—turm yout head—
All that's behind us) you don’t understand
Nor care to understand about my art,

But you can hear at least when people speak;
Ard that eartoon, the second from the door
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LONGER ENGLISH POBMS

—1It is the thing, Love! so such things should be—
Behold Madonna, I am bold to say.
1 can do with my pencil what 1 know,
What I see, what at bottom of my heart
1 wish for, if I ever wish so deep—
Do easily, too—when 1 say perfectly
1 do not boast, perhaps: yourself are judge
Who listened to the Legate’s talk last week,
And just as much they used to say in France,
At any rate "tis easy, all of it,
No sketches first, no studies, that’s long past—
1 do what many dream of all their lives
—Dream? strive to do, and agonize to do,
And fail in doing. I could count twenty such
On twice your fingers, and not leave this town,
Who strive—you don’t know how the others strive
To paiot a little thing like that you smeared
Carelessly passing with your robes afloat—
Yet do much less, so much less, some one says,
(I know his name, no matter) so much less|
Well, less is more, Lucreziz! I am judged.
There burns a truer light of God in them,
In their vexed, beating, stuffed and stopped-up brain,
Heart, or whate’er else, than goes on to prompt
# This low-pulsed forthright craftsman’s hand of mine,
Their works drop groundward, but themselves, I kno
Reach many a time a heaven that’s shut to me,
Enter and take their place there sure enough,
Though they come back 2nd cannot tell the world.
My works are nearer heaven, but I sit here.
The sudden blood of these men! at a word—
Praise them, it boils, or blame them, it boils too.
1, painting from myself and to myself,
Know what I do, am unmoved by men’s blame
Or their praise cither. Somebody remarks
Morello’s outline there is wrongly traced,
His hue mistaken—what of that? or else,
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ANDREA DEL SARTO

Rightly traced and well ordered—what of thar?

Ah, but 2 man’s reach should exceed his grasp,

Or what’s 2 Heaven for? all is sulver-grey

Placid and pesfect with my an—the worsel

1 know both what I want 2nd whae might gain—

And yet how profitless to know, to sigh 190
** Had I been two, another 20d myself,

Our head would have o’crlooked the world1” No

doubt.

Yonder's 2 work, now, of that famous youth

The Urbinate who died five years ago.

(Tis copied, George Vasari sent it me.)

Wr_ll 1 can fancy how hc d.ld it all

That arm is wrongly put—:nd lh:rc :gzm— e
A fault to pardon 10 the drawing’s lines,

Tts body, so to speak! 1ts soul is nght,

He means nght—that, a cluld may uaderstand.

Sdll, what an arm1 20d T could aleer it.

But all the play, the insight and the stretch—

Onut of mel out of me!  And wherefore out?

Had you enjoined them on me, given me soul,

We might have risen to Rafael, I and you.

Nay, Love, yon did give all I asked, I think—

More than I ment, yes, by many times. 120
But had you—oh, with the same perfect brow,

And perfect eyes, and more than perfect mouth,

And the Jow voice my toul hears, 25 a burd

The fowler’s pipe, and follows to the snare—

Hzd you, with these the same, but brought 2 mind!
Some women do so.  Had the mouth there urged

** God and the gloryl never care for gan.

The present by the future, what 1s that?

Live for fame, side by side with Angelo—

Rafacl is waiting  Up to God all three!” 1350
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LONGEBR ENGLISH POEMS

1 might have done it for you. So it seems—

Perhaps not.  All is as God over-rules.

Beside, incentives come from the soul’s self;

The rest avail not. Why do I need you?

What wife had Rafael, or has Angelo?

In this world,‘who can do a thing, will not—
And’who would do it, cannot, I perceive:

Yet the will’s somewbat—somewhat, too, the powet—
And thus we balf-men struggle. At the end,

God, I conclude, compensates, punishes. 14a
»Tis safer for me, if the award be strict,

That I am something underrated here,

Poor this long while, despised, to speak the truth,

1 dared not, do you know, leave home all day, ’
For fear of chancing on the Paris lords.

The best is when they pass and look aside;

But they speak sometimes: I must bear it all,

Well may they speak! That Francis, that first time,
And that long festal year at Fontainebleau!

I sutely then could sometimes leave the ground, 150
Put on the glory, Rafael’s daily wear,

In that humane great monarch’s golden look,—

One finger in his beard or twisted cutl

Over his mouth’s good mark that made the smile,

One arm about my shouldes, round my neck,

The jingle of his gold chain in my ear,

I painting proudly with his breath on me,

All his court round him, secing with his eyes,

Such frank French eyes, and such a fire of souls
Profuse, my hand kept plying by those hearts,— 160
And, best of all, this, this, this face beyond,

This in the back-ground, waiting on my work,

To crown the issue with a last reward |

A good time, was it not, my kingly days?

And had you not grown restless—but I know—

"Tis dope and past; 'twas right, my instinct said;

Too live the life grew, golden and not grey—
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ANDREA DEL SARTO

And Pm the weak—cjed bat no sun sbould tempt
Qut of the grange whose four walls make his world.
How could it end in any other way?

You called me, 2nd 1 came home to your heast.
The triumph w2s to have ended there—then if

1 reached it ere the triumph, what is Jost?

Let my hands frame your face in your hair's gold,
You beautiful Lucrezia that are minel

* Rafael did this, Andtea painted that—

The Roman's is the better when you pray,

But sull the other’s Virgin was his wife——"

Men will excuse me. 1 2m glad to judge

Both pictures in your presence; clearer grows

My better fortune, 1 resolve to think,

Por, do you know, Lucreziz, as God lives,

S$aid one day Angelo, his very scif,

To Rafacl . . . T have known it 1l these years . . .
(When the young man was flaming out his thoughts
Upon 2 palace-wall for Rome to see,

‘Too lifted up in heart because of it}

* Friend, there's a certain sorry Lirtde serub

Goes up 20d down our Florence, none cares bow,
Who, were he set (o plan 2nd exccute

As you ate pnckcd on by your popcs and kings,

[ A

2. oo, et v,

Give the ehalk here—quick, thus the line should go!
Ay, but the soul} be's Rafaclt rub it outd

Sull, sl 1 caze for, if be spoke the truth,

(What he? why, who but Michael Angelo?

Do you forget already words like thase?)

If really there was such a chance, so lost,

1s, whether you're—not grateful—but more pleased.
Well, let me think s0. And you smile indeed!

‘This hout has been a0 hour]  Another snule?

If you would sit thus by me every night

1%
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I should work better, do you comprehend ?

1 mean that I should earn more, give you more.

See, it is settled dusk now; there’s a stat;

Morello’s gone, the watch-lights show the wall,

The cue-owls speak the name we call them by, - '

Come from the window, Love,—come in, at last, arc

Inside the melancholy little house

We built to be so gay with. God is just.

King Francis may forgive me. Oft at nights

When I look up from painting, eyes tired out,

The walls become illumined, brick from brick

Distinet, instead of mortar fierce bright gold, -

That gold of his I did cement them with!

Let us but love each other. Must you go?

‘That Cousin here again? he waits outside?

Must see you—you, and not with me? Those
loans! 220

More gaming debts to pay? you smiled for that?

Well, let smiles buy me! have you more to spend?

While hand and eye and something of a heatt

Are left me, work’s my ware, and what’s it worth?

I'll pay my fancy. Oanly let me sit

The grey remainder of the evening out,

Idle, you call it, and muse perfectly

How I could paint were I but back in France,

One picture, just one more~~the Virgin’s face,

Not yours this time! I want you at my side 230

To hear them——that is, Michael Angelo—

Judge all 1 do and tcll you of its worth,

Will you? To-morrow, satisfy your friend.

I take the subjects for his corridor,

Finish the portrait out of hand—there, there,

And throw him in 2nother thing or two

If he demuss; the whole should prove enough

To pay for this same Cousin’s freak. Beside,

What’s better and what’s all I care about,

Get you the thirteen scudi for the ruff, -~
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ANDREA DBL SARTO

Love, does that please you? Ab, but what docs ke,
The Couwsin? what docs Le to please you more?

1 am grown peaceful as old age to-night.
T segret littde, I wounld change sl less,
Since there my past life lies, why alter it?
The very wrong to Francis) it is true
1 took his coin, was tempted and complied,
And built this house and sinned, 20d all is s2id.
My father and my mothez died of w2at.
Well, had 1 riches of my own? you sec 250
How one gets richl  Let each one bear his lot.
They wete bom poor, lived poor, 2nd poor they died:
And 1 have laboured somewhat in my time
And got been paid profusely.  Some good son
Paint my two hundred pictures—let him try!
No doubt, there’s something strikes 2 balance.  Yes,
You Joved me quite enough, it seems to-night.
This must suffice me here.  What would one have?
In heaven, pethaps, new chances, one more chance—
Four great walls in the New Jerusalem 26
Meted on each side by the angel’s reed,
Fot Leonard, Rafacl, Angelo 2nd me
‘To cover—the three first without 2 wife,
While I have mine! So—sull they overcome
Because there’s sull Lucrezia,—as I choose.

Again the Cousin’s whistlel  Go, my Love.
RopErT Browraxg
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LONGER BNG_LISH POEMS

BY THE FIRE-SIDE

I
ow well I know what I mean to do
H When the long dark Autumn evenings come,
And where, my soul, is thy pleasant hue ?
With the music of all thy voices, dumb
In life’s November tool

I
T shall be found by the fire, suppose,

O’er 2 great wise book as beseemeth age,
While the shutters flap as the cross-wind blows,

And I turn the page, and 1 turn the page,
Not verse now, only prose!

i1

Till the young ones whisper, finger on lip,
“‘There he is at it, deep in Greek:

Now then, or never, out we slip
To cut from the hazels by the creek

A mainmast for our ship.”

v
I shall be at it indeed, my friends|
Greek puts already on either side
Such a branch-work forth as soon extends
To a vista opening far and wide,
And I pass out where it ends.

v
The outside-frame like your hazel-trees— -
But the inside-archway narrows tast,
And a rarer sort succeeds to these, .
And we slope to Italy at last
And youth, by green degrees.
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BY THE FIRE-SIDE °
I
1 follow whetever I am led,
Koowing so well the leader’s hand:
Oh, woman-country, wooed not wed,
Loved all the more by earth’s male-lands,
Laid to their hearts instead! *®

v
Look at the ruined chapel again
Half-way up in the Alpine gorge.
Is that a towet, I point you plain,
Or is it a mill o an iron forge
Breaks solitude in vain?

vim
A turn, and we stand in the heart of things;
‘The woods are round us, heaped and dim;
From slab to slab how it slips and springs—
The thread of water single 20d slim,
Through the ravage some torrent brings! 40

x
Does 1t feed the little lake below?
That speck of white just on its marge
Is Pella; sce, in the cvening glow,
How sharp the silver spear-beads charge
When Alp meets Heaven in snow.

x
Ou our other side s the straight-up rock;
And a path is kept *twixt the gotge and it
By boulder-stones where lichens mock
‘The matks on 2 moth, 2nd small ferns fit
Their teeth to the polished block. 0
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X1

Oh, the sease of the yellow mountain flowers,
And the thorny balls, each three in one,

The chestnuts throw on out path in showers!
—TFor the drop of the woodland fruit’s begun,

These eatly November hours, -

XII

That crimson the creeper’s leaf across
Like a splash of blood, intense, abrupt,
O'er a shield else gold from rim to boss,
And lay it for show on the fairy-cupped
Elf-needled mat of moss,

XTI

By the rose-flesh mushrooms, undivulged
Last evening—nay, in to-day’s first dew

Yon sudden coral nipple bulged -

. Where a freaked, fawn-coloured, flaky crew
Of toad-stools peep indulged.

i

XIv

And yonder, at foot of the fronting ridge
That takes the turn to a range beyond,
Is the chapel reached by the one-arched bridge
Where the water is stopped in a stagnant pond
Danced over by the midge.

XV

The chapel and bridge are of stone alike,
Blackish-grey and mostly wet;

Cut hemp-stalks steep in the narrow dyke.

* See here again, how the lichens fret

And the roots of the vy strikel

194



BY THE FIRE-SI1DE

Xxv
Poor litrle place, whese its one priest comes
On 2 festa-day, if he comes at al,
To the dozen folk from their scattered homes,
Gathered within that precinet small
By the dozen ways one roams— 30

xvit
To dtop from the charcoal-burners® huts,
Or clinb from the bemp-dressers” low shed,
Leave the grange where the woodman stores his nuts,
. Ot the watdled cote whese the fowlers spread
‘Their gear on the rock’s bate juts.

xvar
Jt has some pretension too, this front,
With 1ts bits of fresco half-moon-wise
Set over the porch, Axt’s early wont:
*Tis John in the Desert, I surmuse,
But has borne the weathes’s brune-=— L

XX
Not from the fault of the buslder, though,
For a pent-house properly projects
‘Where three carved bearmns tzke 2 certain show,
Dating—good thought of our archrteet’s—
’Five, s1x, ntne, he lets you know.

xx
And all day long a bird sings there,
And a stray sheep drinks at the pond at times;
The place is silent and aware;
It has had 1ts scenes, 1ts joys and cames,
But that is its own affait, 100
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LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

XX1

My perfect wife, my Leogor,
Oh, heart my own, oh, eyes, mine too,
Whom else could 1 dare look backwazd for,
With whom beside should I dare pusrsue
The path grey heads abhor?

XXIX

For it leads to a crag’s sheer edge with them;
Youth, Sowery all the way, there stops—

Not they; age threatens and they contemn,
Till they reach the gulf wherein youth drops,

One inch from our life’s safe hem! 110

XXIIL
With me, youth led . . . I will speak now,
No longer watch you as you sit
Reading by fire-light, that great brow
And the spirit-small hand propping it,
Mutely, my heart knows how-—

XXIV
When, if I think but deep enough,

You are wont to answer, prompt as thyme;
Asnd you, too, find without a rebuff

The response your soul seeks many 2 time

Piercing its fine flesh-stuff, 120

XXV
My own, confirm me! If I tread
This path back, is it not in pride
To think how little I dreamed it led

To an age so blest that by its side
Youth secems the waste instead?
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BY THE FIRE-SIDE

VI
My own, sec where the years conduct!
At first, "twas something our two souls
Should mix as mists do; each is sucked
Into cach now: on, the new stream rolls,
‘Whatever rocks obstruct, e

xxvn
‘Think, when our one soul understands
The great Word which makes all things new—
When earth breaks up and Heaven expands—
How will the change strike me 2ad you
Ia the House not made with hands?

XXV
O, 1 must feel your brain prompt mine,
Your heart znquare my heart,
‘ou must be just before, in fine,
See 20d make me see, for your part,
New depths of the divinel 14

X%
But who could have expected this,
When we two drew together first
Just for the obvious bliss,
‘To sausfy Life’s daily thirst
With a thing men seldom muss?

XX
Come back with me to the fisst of all,
Let us lean and love it over again—
Let us now forget and now recall,
Break the rosary 10 a peady min,
And gather what we let faill r
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XXX1

What did I say P—that a small bird sings
All day long, save when a brown pair
Of hawks from the wood float with wide wings
Strained to a bell: ’gainst the noon-day glare
You count the stieaks and rings.

XEXII

But at afternoon or almost eve

*Tis better; then the silence grows
To that degree; you half believe

It must get rid of what it knows,
Its bosom does so heave.

KXXIII
Hither we walked, then, side by side,
Arm in arm and check to cheek,
And still I questioned or replied,
While my heart, convulsed to seally speak,
Lay choking in its pride.

XXXV
Silent the crumbling bridge we ctoss, -

And pity and praise the chapel sweet,
And care about the fresco’s loss,

And wish for our souls a like retreat,
And wonder at the moss.

XXXV

Stoop and kneel at the settle under—-

Look through the window’s grated square:
Nothing to seel for fear of plunder,

The cross is down and the altar bare
As if thieves don’t fear thunder.
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BY THE FIRE-SIDE

XXXVL
‘We stoop and look in through the grate,
Sec the little porch and rustic door,
Read duly the dead builder’s date,
‘Then cross the bridge we crossed before,
Take the path again—but wml . 1P

XXXVTI
Oh, moment, one and 1nfinite |
The water slips o’er stock and stone;
The West is tender, hardly bright:
How grey at once is the cvenung grown— .
One stat, the cheysolite]

oKV
We two stood there with never 2 third,
But each by each, as each knew welf:
The sights we saw 2nd the sounds we heard,
The hights and the shades made up a spell
Till the trouble grew and stirred. 0

XXKIX
Oh, the little more, and bow much it is]
And the little less, and what worlds away!
How a sound shall quicken content to bliss,
Or a breath suspend the blood’s best play,
And life be 2 proof of this!

XL
Had she willed it, still bad stood the screen
So slight, so sure, *twixt my love and her:
1 could fix her face with 2 guard between,
And find ber soul as when fricnds confer,
Priends—lovers that might have been.
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X11

For my beart had a touch of the woodland time,
Wanting to slecp now over its best,

Shake the whole tree in the sumnier-prime,
But bring to the last leaf no such test:

“ Hold the last fast!” runs the thyme.

XLII .

For a chance to make your little much,

To gain a lover and lose 2 friend,
Venture the tree and a mysiad such,

When nothing you mar but the year can mend|
But 2 last leaf—fear to touch! 210

XLIII

Yet should it unfasten itself and fall

Eddying down till it find your face
At some slight wind—(best chance of all)

Be your heart henceforth its dwelling-place
You trembled to forestal |

XLIv

Worth how well, those dark grey eyes,
—That hair so dark and dear, how worth
That a man should strive and agonize,
And taste 2 very hell on earth
For the hope of such a prize!

XLV

Oh, you might have turned and tried a man,
Set him a space to weary and wear,

And prove which suited more your plan,

His best of hope or his worst despair,
Yet end as he began.
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BY THE FIRE-SIDE

XLv1
But you spazed me this, like the heart you are,
And filled my empty heart at a word.
If you join two lives, there is oft a scar,
They are one and one, with 2 shadowy third;
One near onc is too far. 350

xwvn
A moment zfter, 20d hands unseen
Wete hanging the night around us fast.
But we knew that a bar was broken between
Life and Itfe; we were mixed at last
In spite of the mortal screen.

xLvitl
‘The forests had done it; there they stood;
We caught for a second the powers at play:
They had mingled us so, for once and for good,
Their work was done—we might go or stay,
They telapsed to their ancient mood. 0

XLIx

How the wotld is made for each of us!
How all we pereetve and know io it
Tends to some moment’s product thus,
When 2 soul declares itsclf—to wit,
By its fruit—the thing it does!

L

Be Hate that fruit or Love that fruit,

It forwards the General Deed of Man,
Asnd each of the Maay helps 1o recruit

The Uife of the race by a general plan;
Each living Eis ows, to boot.
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4

I am named and known by that hour’s feat;
There took my station and degree:
So grew my own small life complete
As nature obtained her best of me—
One bota to love you, Sweet]

LI

And to watch you sink by the fire-side now
Back again, as yon mutely sit
Musing by fire-light, that great brow
And the spirit-small hand propping it
Yonder, my heart knows how| 260 .

L1

So, the earth has gained by one man more,
And the gain of earth must be Heaven’s gain too,
And the whole is well worth thinking o’er
When the autumn comes: which I mean to do
One day, as I said before.

RoBerT BROWNING

SOHRAB AND RUSTUM

ND the first grey of morning fill'd the east,
[\ And the fog rose out of the Oxus stream.
But al] the Tartar camp along the stream
Was hush’d, and still the men were plunged in sleep;
Sohrab alone, he slept not; all night long
He had lain wakeful, tossing on his bed;
But when the grey dawn stole into his tent,
He rose, and clad himself, and girt his sword,
And took his horseman’s cloak, and left his tent,
And went abroad into the cold wet fog,
Through the dim catup to Peran-Wisa’s tent.
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SOHRAB AND RUSTUM

Through the black Tastay teats he passed, which stood
Clustering Like bec-hives on the low flat strang
Of Oxus, where the summer-floods o'erfiow
When the sun melts the snows in high Pamere;
Through the black tents he pass'd, o’er that Jovr strand,
And ta a hillock came, a lit]e back
From the stream’s brink—the spot where first 2 boat,
Crossing the stream in SuDDer, scrapes the land,
Tke men of former times had crowned the to
With 2 clay fort; but that was fall’n, 204 now
‘The Tartars built there Peran-Wisa’s tent,
A dome of Iaths, and o’er jt

Felts were spread,
And Sohrab came there, and went in, 20d stood

Upon the thick piled carpets in the test,
And found the old man sleeping on his bed
Of rugs and felts, and nesr him lay his 2¢gms,
And Peran-Wisz heard hum, though the step
Was duli’d; for he slepe light, 20 old man’s sleep,
Acd ke ross quickly on oaz arm, and said; 3
“Whoart thou? for it is npt yet clear dawa,
Speakl is there gews, or any night alarmp »
Bat Sohrab came to the bedside, and said ;
“Thou know’st me, Peran-Wsa ! itis T
The sug is oot yec risen, and the foe
Steep; but I sleep not; all night fong I hye
Tosiing acd wakeful, 2nd 1 come 1o thee,
For 50 did King Afrasuab bid me geek
Thy ecuntel, and to heed thee g5 thy on,
L2 Samurcand, before the anTy march’d;
AT =l eo] thee whar my beast deriene,
Tios ko't i, since from Adertaiiaa £rir
loze amngy the Tartaes 20d bore 2o,
Thre e sorved Afrasiah well, 2zd showe,
%:jb:f: yeazs, the conmage of 2 e
3 to0 thon kcowst, tha:
T eomeding Tarrar e '1‘-‘9=€5,_‘f’ =odd
ted bt tte Perviges back exerery £52,
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1 seek one man, one man, and one alone—
Rustum, my father; who I hoped should greet,
Should one day greet, upon some well-fought field
His not unworthy, not inglorious son. .
So I long hoped, but him I never find.
Come then, hear now, and grant me what I ask.
Let the two armies rest to-day; but I
Will challenge forth the bravest Persian lords
To meet me, man to man; if I prevail,
Rustum will surely hear it; if I fall—
Old man, the dead need no one, claim no kin,
Dim is the rumour of a common fight,
Where host meets host, and many names are sunk:
But of a single combat fame speaks clear.”
He spoke; and Peran-Wisa took the hand .
Of the young man in his, and sigh’d, and said:
“ O Sohrab, an unquiet heart is thine!
Canst thou not rest among the Tartar chiefs,
And share the battle’s common chance with us
Who love thee, but must press for ever first,
In single fight incurring single risk, )
To find a father thou hast never seen?
That were far best, my son, to stay with us
Unmurmuring; in our tents, while it is war,
And when ’tis truce, then in Afrasiab’s towns.
But, if this one desite indeed rules all,
To seek out Rustum—seek him not through fight!
Seek him in peace, and carry to his arms,
O Sohrab, carry an unwounded son!
But far hence seek him, for he is not here.
For now it is not as when I was young,
When Rustum was in front of every fray:
But now he keeps apart, and sits at home,
In Seistan, with Zal, his father old.
Whether that his own mighty strength at last
Feels the abhors’d approaches of old age;
Ot in some quarrel with the Persian King.
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SOHRAB AND RUSTUM

There gol—Thou wilt not?  Yet my beart forbodes
Danger ot death awaits thee on this field.

Fain would 1 know thee safe and well, though lost
To us; fain therefore send thee hence, in peace

To seck thy father, not seck single fights

In vain;—but who mn kc:p lhc hou s cub

L S

His bed, and the warm rugs whercon he lay;
And o’ his chilly imbs his woollea coat

He pass’d, and tied his sandals on his feet,

And threw a white eloak round him, and he took
In his right hand a ruler’s staff, no sword;

Al el taJlogatioot

. ceL e
His berald to his side, and went abroad.

The sun by this had risen, and clear’d the fog
From the broad Oxus and the glittenng sands.
And from theit teats the Tartas horsemen filed
Into the open plan; so Haman bade—

Haman, who next to Perzn-Wisa ruled
The host, 2nd still was 1 hus lusty prime,

From their black tents, long files of hotse, they stream’d,

As when some grey November morn the files,

In marching otder spread, of long-necked cranes
Stream over Casbin and the southern slopes

Of Elburz, from the Araltan estnaties,

Ot some frore Caspian reed-bed, southward bound
For the warm Persian sea-board—so they stream’d.
‘The Tartars of the Oxus, the King's guard,

First, with black sheep-skin caps and with long spears;
Large men, large stceds; who from Bokhata come
And Khiva, and ferment the mifk of mares.

Next, the more tempetate Toorkmuns of the south,
The Tukas, and the lances of Salore,
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I seck one man, one man, and one alone—

Rustum, my father; who I hoped should greet,

Should one day greet, upon some well-foughe field

His not uaworthy, not inglorious son.

So I long hoped, but him I never find.

Come then, hear now, and grant me what I ask.

Let the two armies rest to-day; but I

Will challenge forth the bravest Persian lords

To meet me, man to man; if I prevail,

Rustum will surely bear jt; if I fall—

Old man, the dead need no one, claim no kin.
Dim is the rumour of a common fight,

Where host meets host, and many names are sunk:

But of a single combat fame speaks clear.”
He spoke; and Peran-Wisa took the hand
Of the young man in his, and sigh’d, and said:
O Sohrab, an unquiet heart is thine!
Canst thou not rest among the Tartar chiefs,
And share the battle’s common chance with us
Who love thee, but must press for ever first,
In single fight incurring single risk,
To find a father thou hast never seen?
That were far best, my son, to stay with us
Unmurmuring; in our tents, while it is war,
And when ’tis truce, then in Afrasiab’s towans.
But, if this one desire indeed rules all,
To seek out Rustum—seck him not through fight !
Seck him in peace, and carry to his arms,
O Sohrab, carry an unwounded son
But far hence seek him, for he is not here.
For now it is not as when I was young,
When Rustum was in front of every fray:
But now he keeps apart, and sits at home,
In Seistan, with Zal, his father old.
Whether that his own mighty strength at last
Pecls the abhorr’d approaches of old age;
Or in some quarrel with the Persian King,
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SOHRAB AND RUSTUM

There gol—Thou wilt not? Yet my heart forbodes
Danger or death awaits thee on this field.

Pain would ] know thee safe 2nd well, though lost
To us; fain therefore send thee hence, in peace

To seck thy father, not seck single fights

In vain;—but wha can keep the lion’s cub

From ravening, and who govern Rustum’s son?

Go, 1 will grant thee what thy heart desires.”

So said be, and dropp’d Sohrab’s hand, and left
His bed, and the warm rugs whereon he lay;

And o’er his chilly limbs his woollen coat
He pass’d, and tred hus sandals on his feet,

And thtew 2 white cloak round him, and be took
In his right hand a ruler’s staff, no sword;

And on his head he set his sheep-skin cap,

Black, glossy, curl’d, the fleece of Kara-Kul;

And rais’d the curuin of hus teat, and call’'d

His berald to hus side, 20d weat abroad.

The sun by this had misen, and clear’d the fog
From the broad Orus 2nd the glttering sands.
And from theit tents the Tartar horsemen filed
Into the opea plain; so Haman bade—

Haman, who next to Peran-Wisa ruled
‘The Host, and still was in his lusty prime.

From their black tents, long files of horse, they stream™d ;

As when some grey November morn the files,

In marching order spread, of long-necked cranes
Stream over Casbin and the southern slopes

Of Elburz, from the Araltan estuaries,

Or some frore Caspian reed-bed, southward bound
For the warm Persian sea-board—so they stream’d,
‘The Tartars of the Oxus, the King’s guard,

First, with black sheep-skin caps and with long spears;
Large men, latge steeds; who from Bokhara come
And Khiva, and ferment the milk of mares.

Next, the mote temperate Toorkmuns of the south,
The Tukas, 2nd the lances of Salote,
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1 seck one man, one man, and one alone—
Rustum, my father; who I hoped should greet, 50
Should one day greet, upon some well-fought field
His not unworthy, not inglorious son.

So I long hoped, but him I never find.

Come then, hear now, and grant me what I ask.
Let the two armies rest to-day; but I

Will challenge forth the bravest Persian lords

To meet me, man to man; if I prevail,

Rustum will surely hear it; if I fall—

Old man, the dead need no one, claim no kin.

Dim is the ramour of 2 common fight, 6o
Where host meets host, and many names are sunk:
But of a single combat fame speaks clear.”

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

* O Sohrab, an unquiet heast is thinel
Canst thou not rest among the Tartar chiefs,

And share the battle’s common chance with us

Who love thee, but must press for ever first,

In single fight incurring single risk, )

To find a father thou hast never seen? 70
That were far best, my son, to stay with us
Unmurmuring; in our tents, while it is war,

And when ’tis truce, then in Afrasiab’s towns.

But, if this one desite indeed rules all,

To seek out Rustum—seek him not through fight!
Seck bim in peace, and carry to his arms,

O Sohrab, carry an unwounded son!

But far hence seek him, for he is not here.

For now it is not 2s when 1 was young,

When Rustum was in front of every fray: fo
But now he keeps apart, and sits at home,

In Seistan, with Zal, his father old.

Whether that his own mighty strength at last

Feels the abhorr’d approaches of old age;

Ot in some quarrel with the Persian King,
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SOHRAB AND RUSTUM

There gol—Thou wilt not? Yet my heart forbodes
Danger ot death awaits thee on this field.

Fain would 1 know thee safe and well, though Jost
To us; fain therefore send thee hence, in peace

To scck thy father, not seck single fights

In vamn;—but who  can kc:p lhc hon s cub

LIS

His bed, and the warm rugs whercon he lay;
And o’er his chilly limbs his woollen coat

He pass’d, and tied his s2ndals on his feet,

And threw 2 white cloak round him, and he took
In his right band 2 ruler’s s:zﬂ' no sword;

PV CETUEES

P E-
His herald to his side, and weat 2broad.

The sun by this had risen, and clear’d the fog
From the broad Oxus and the glittenng sands.
And from their tents the Tartar horsemen filed
Into the open plan; so Haman bade—

Haman, who next to Peran-Wisa ruled
‘The Bost, and still was 1n hus lusty prime.

Prom their black tents, long files of hotse, they stream’d ;

As when some grey Novernber morn the files,

In marching order spread, of long-necked cranes
Stream over Casbin and the southern slopes

Of Elburz, from the Aralian estuanies,

Or some frore Caspian teed-bed, southward bound
For the warm Persian sea-boatd—so they steeam’d.
‘The Tartars of the Oxus, the King’s guard,

First, with black sheep-skin caps and with long spears;
Large men, large steeds; who from Bokhara come
And Khiva, and ferment the milk of mares.

Next, the more temperate Toorkmuns of the south,
The Tukas, and the lancey of Salore,
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1 seck one man, one man, and one alone—
Rustum, my father; who I hoped should greet,
Should one day greet, upon some well-fought field
His not unworthy, not inglorious son.
So I long hoped, but him I aever find.
Come then, bear now, and grant me what T ask,
Let the two armies rest to-day; but I
Will challenge forth the bravest Persian lords
To meet me, man to man; if I prevail,
Rustum will sutely hear it; if T fall—
Old man, the dead need no one, claim no kin,
Dim is the ramout of a2 common fight,
Where host meets host, and many names are sunk:
But of a single combat fame speaks clear.”
He spoke; and Peran-Wisa took the hand
Of the young man in his, and sigh’d, and said:
“ O Sohtab, an unquiet heart is thine!
Canst thou not rest among the Tartar chiefs,
And share the battle’s common chance with us
Who love thee, but must press for ever first,
In single fight incurring single risk, :
To find a father thou hast never seen?
That were far best, my son, to stay with us
Unmurmuring; in our tents, while it is war,
And when "tis truce, then in Afrasiab’s towns.
But, if this one desire indeed rules all,
To seek out Rustum~—seek him not through fight!
Seck him in peace, and carry to his arms,
G Sohrab, carry an unwounded son
But far hence seek him, for he is not here,
For now it is ot as when I was young,
When Rustum was in front of every fray:
But now he keeps apart, and sits at home,
In Seistan, with Zal, his father old.
Whether that his own mighty strength at last
Feels the abhorr’d approaches of old age;
Or in some quarrel with the Persian King,
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SOHRAB AND RUSTUM

“There gol—Thou wilt not?  Yet my heart forbodes
Danget or death awaits thee on this field.

Fain would 1 know thee safe and well, though lost
To us; famn therefore send thee hence, in peace

To seck thy father, not scek single fights

1n vain;—but who can keep the Lion’s cub .
Fr e
Gt . " - - - e "

His bed, and the warm rugs whereon he lay;
Aod o'er his chully limbs hus woollen coat

He pass’d, and tied his sandals on his feet,

And threw a white cloak round him, and he took
In his right hand a ruler’s staff, no sword;

And on his head he set his sheep-skin cap,

Black, glossy, curl’d, the flecce of Kara-Kul;

And rais’d the curtain of his tent, and call’d

His herald to hus side, 2nd went abroad.

‘The sun by this had risen, and clear’d the fog
From the broad Oxus and the glittering sands,
And from their tents the Tartar horsemen filed
Into the open plain; so Haman bade—

man, who next to Perzn-Wisa ruled
_Thc Ho_st,. and still was 1n hus lusty prime.

Of Elburz, from the Aralian estuares,

Or some frore Caspian reed-bed, southward bound
For the warm Persian sea-board—so they stream’d,
The Tatars of the Oxus, the King’s guard,

First, with black sheep-skin caps and with long spears;
Large men, large steeds; who from Bokhara come
And Khiva, and ferment the milk of mares,

Next, the more temperate Toorkmuns of the south,
The Tukas, and the lances of Salore,
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And those from Attruck and the Caspian sands;
Light men and on light steeds, who only drink
The acrid milk of camels, and their wells. B
And then 2 swarm of wandering hotse, who came
From far and a more doubtful service own’d;
The Tartars of Ferghana, from the baaks
Of the Jaxartes, men with scanty beards
And close-sct skull caps; and those wilder hordes 130
Who roam o’er Kipchak and the northern waste,
Kalmucks and unkempt Kuzzaks, tribes who stray
Nearest the Pole, and wandering Kirghizzes,
Who come on shaggy ponies from Pamere—
These 2l filed out from camp into the plain,
And on the other side the Persians form’d j—
First a light cloud of horse, Tartars they seem’d,
The Ilyats of Khorassan; and behind,
The royal troops of Persia, horse and foot,
Marshall’d battalions bright in burnish’d steel. - 140
But Peran-Wisa with his herald came, .
Threading the Tartar squadrons to the front, -
And with his staff kept back the foremost ranks.
And when Ferood, who led the Persians, saw
That Peran-Wisa kept the Tartars back,
He took his spear, and to the front he came, _ -
And check’d his ranks, and fix’d them where they stood.
And the old Tartar came upon the sand
Betwixt the silent hosts, and spake, and said:
* Perood, and ye, Persians and Tartars, hear| 150
Let there be truce between the hosts to-day.
But choose a champion from the Persian lords
To fight our champion Sohrab, man to man.”
As, in the country, on 2 morn in June,
When the dew glistens on the pearled cars,
A shiver runs through the deep corn for joy—
So, when they heard what Peran-Wisa said,
A thrill through all the Tartar squadrons ran
Of pride and hope for Sohrab, whom they loved.
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'SOHRAB AND RUSTUM

But as 2 troop of pedlars, from Cabool,
Cross underneath the Indian Cavcasus,
That vast sky-neighbouting mountain of milk snow;
Crossing so high, that, as they mount, they pass
Long flocks of travelling’ birds dead on the snow,
Choked by the air, and scarce czan they themselves
Shkc their pu:b’d thau wuh sugzr’d mu]bcmcs—

PLean

To counsel; Gudurz and Zoarrah came,
And Feraburz, who ruled the Persian host
Second, and was the unde of the King;
‘These came 2nd counsell’d, and then Gudurz said:

* Perood, shame bids us take their challenge vp,
Yet champion have we none to match this youth,
He has the wild stag’s foot, the Lion’s heart.

But Rustum came last night; aloof be sits

And sullen, and has pitched his teats apart

Him will T seck, and carry to his car

‘The Tartar challenge, and this young man’s name;
Haply be will forget his wrath, and fight.

Stand forth the while, 20d take their challenge up.”

So spake he; 2nd Ferood stood forth and cried @
“Old man, be 1t agreed 2s thon hast said1

- Let Sohrab arm, and we will find 2 man.”

He spake; and Peran-Wisa turn'd, and strode

Back through the opening squadrons to hus teat.

But through the 2nxious Persians Gudurz ran,

And cross’d the camp which lay behind, and reach’d,
Qut on thc sznds bcyond it, Rusmm s tents.
(\r.- LRt RN,

And Gudurz enter’d Rusrum’s 'lent, and found
Rustum; his morming meal was done, bu still
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The table stood before him, charged with food
A side of roasted sheep, and cakes of bread,
And dark green melons; and there Rustum satt
Listless, and held a falcon on his wrist,
And play’d with it; but Gudurz came and stoo
Before him; and he look’d, and saw him stand,
And with 2 cry sprang up and dropp’d the bird
And greeted Gudurz with both hands, and said
“ Welcome! these eyes could see no better si
What news? but sit down first, and eat and dri
But Gudurz stood in the tent-door, and said:
“Not now! a time will come to eat and drink,
But not to-day; to-day has other needs.
The armies are drawn out, and stand at gaze;
For from the Tartars is a challenge brought
To pick a champion from the Persian lords
To fight their champion—and thou know’st hit
Sohrab men call him, but his birth is hid. -
O Rustum, like thy might is this young man’s}
He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion’s heart;
And he is young, and Iran’s chiefs are old,
Or else too weak; and all eyes turn to thee.
Come down and help us, Rustum, or we losel”
He spoke; but Rustum answer’d, with a smi
“Go to!l if Iran’s Chiefs are old, then I
Am older; if the young are weak, the King
Errs strangely; for the King, for Kai Khosroo,
Himself is young, and honours younger men,
And lets the aged moulder to their graves.
Rustum he loves no more, but loves the young-
The young may rise at Sohrab’s vaunts, not I.
For what care 1, though all speak Sohrab’s fame
For would that I myself had such a son,
And not that one slight helpless girl I have—
A son so famed, so brave, to send to war,
And 1 to tarry with the snow-hair’d Zal,
My father, whom the robber Afghans vex,



SOHRAB AND RUSTUM
And clip his borders shon, lnd dnve lus hcxds,
v

TSR] “ae-

AU Spellu LI Boouy LICsuLes o Lave pot,
And rest my age, 2nd hear of Sohnab’s fame,
And leave to death the hosts of thankless kings,

240

And with these slanghterous hands draw sword no moxc.“

He spoke, and smuled; and Gudurz made reply:
“ What then, O Rustum, will men say o this,
Whea Schrab dares our bravest forth, and secks
Thee most of all, and thou, whom most he secks,
Hidest thy face? Take heed lest men should s2y:
Like some old raiser, Rustum boards bis fame,
And skuns fo peril it with younger men.”!
And, greatly moved, then Rustum made replys.
“ O Gudurz, wherefore dost thou say such words?
‘Thou knowest better words than this to say.
- What is one more, one less, obscure or famed,
Valiant ot ctaven, young or old, to me?
Are not they mortal, am not I myself?
But who for men of nought would do great deeds?
Come, thou shalt see how Rustum hoards his fame!
But I will fight unknown, acd in plain arms;
Let oot men say of Rustum, he was march’d
In single fight with any mortal man.”
He spoke, and frown’d; and Gudurz turn’d, and ran
Back quickly through the camp in fear and joy—
Fear at his wrath, but joy that Rustum came.
But Rustum strode to his tent-door, and call’d
His followers in, and bade them bring bis arms,
And dlad himself in steel; the arms he chose
Wete plain, and on his shield was no device,
Only his helm was rich, inlaid with gold,
And, from the fluted spine atop, 2 plume
Of horse-hait waved, 2 scatlet horse-hait plume,
So arm’d, he issued forth; 2nd Ruksh, his horse,
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table stood befote him, chatged with food—
de of roasted sheep, and cakes of bread,

- dark green melons; and there Rustum sate
less, and held 2 falcon on his wrist,

| play’d with it; but Gudusz came and stood
sre him; and he look’d, and saw him stand,

| with a cry sprang up and dropp’d the bisd,

| greeted Gudurz with both hands, and said:
Welcome! these eyes could see no better sight.
at news? but sit down first, and eat and drink.”
ut Gudurz stood in the tent-door, and said:

ot now! a time will come to eat and drink, ~
not to-day; to-day has other needs.

: armies are drawn out, and stand at gaze;

_ from the Tartars is a challenge brought

To pick a champion from the Persian lotds

To fight their champion—and thou know’st his name-

Sohrab men call him, but his birth is hid.

O Rustum, like thy might is this young man’s!
He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion’s heart;
And he is young, and Iran's chiefs are old,

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

He spoke; but Rustum answer’d, with a smile;

“Go tol if Tran’s Chiefs are old, then 1

Am older; if the young are weak, the King
Errs strangely; for the King, for Kai Khosroo,
Himself is young, and honours younger men,
And lets the aged moulder to their graves,
Rustum he loves no more, but loves the young—
The young may rise at Sohrab’s vaunts, not 1.
For what care I, though all speak Sohrab’s fame?
For would that I myself had such a son,

And not that one slight helpless girl T have—

A son so famed, so brave, to send to war,

And I to tarry with the snow-hair’d Zal,

My father, whom the robber Afghans vex,
. 208



SOHRAB AND RUSTUM
And clip his borders short, and drive his herds,
I R A R Y

And spenu tue guowy Lieastes 1 have got,
And rest my 2ge, and hear of Sobrab’s fame,
And leave to death the hosts of thankless kings,

And with these slaughterous hands drzw sword no moze.”

He spoke, and snuled; 20d Gudurz made reply:
* What then, O Rustum, will men say to this,
When Sohrab dares our bravest forth, and secks
Thee most of all, and thou, whom most he secks,
Hidest thy face? Take heed lest men should say:
Like some old rmiser, Rustum boards bis fame,
And shuns 1o peril it pith younger men”

And, greatly moved, then Rustum made reply:.
* O Gudurz, wherefore dost thou say such words?
‘Thou knowest better words than this to say.
What is one more, one less, obscute or famed,
Valiant ot craven, young or old, to me?
Are not they mortal, 2m not I myself?
But who for men of nought would do great deeds?
Come, thou shalt see how Rustum hoards his fame|
But § will fight unknown, and in plain arms;
Let not men say of Rustum, he was match'd
In single fight with 2ny mortal man.”
He spoke, and frown’d; and Gudurz turn’d, and raa
Back quickly through the camp in fear and joy—
FPear at bus wrath, but joy that Rustum came.
But Rustum strode to his tent-door, and aall'd
His followers in, 20d bade them bring his arms,
And clad himself in steel; the arms he chose
Were plain, 2nd on hys shield was no device,
Only his helm was rich, inlaid with gold,
And, from the fluted spinc atop, 2 plume
Of horse-bair waved, 2 scarlet borse-hair plume,
So arm’d, he issued forth; and Ruksh, his horse,
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The table stood before him, charged with food— .
A side of roasted sheep, and cakes of bread,
And dark green melons; and there Rustum sate
. Listless, and held a falcon on his wrist, 209
And play’d with it; but Gudurz came and stood
Before him; and he look’d, and saw him stand,
And with a cry sprang up and dropp’d the bird,
And greeted Gudurz with both hands, and said:
“ Welcome! these eyes could see no better sight.
What news? but sit down first, and eat and drink.”
But Gudurz stood in the tent-door, and said:
“ Not now! a time will come to eat and drink, ~
But not to-day; to-day has other needs.
The armies are drawn out, and stand at gaze; 210
For from the Tartars is a challenge brought
To pick a champion from the Persian lords )
To fight their champion—and thou know’st his name—
Sohrab men call him, but his birth is hid.
O Rustum, like thy might is this young man’s|
He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion’s heart;
And he is young, and Iran’s chiefs are old,
Or else too weak; and all eyes turn to thee.
Come down and help us, Rustum, or we lose!™
He spoke; but Rustum answer’d, with a smile: 220
“ Go tol if Iran’s Chiefs are old, then I
Am older; if the young are weak, the King
Errs strangely; for the King, for Kai Khosroo,
Himself is young, and honours younger men,
And lets the aged moulder to their graves.
Rustum he loves no more, but loves the young—
The young may tise at Sohrab’s vaunts, not 1.
For what care 1, though all speak Sohrab’s fame ?
For would that I myself had such a son,
And not that one slight helpless girl T have—
A son so famed, so brave, to send to war,
And T to tarry with the snow-hair’d Zal,
My father, whom the robber Afghans vex,
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And rest my age, and hear of Sohrab's fame,
And leave to death the hosts of thankless kings,
And with these slaughterous hands draw sword no me

He spoke, and smuled; and Gudurz made reply:
*What then, O Rustum, will men say to this,
When Sohrab dares our bravest forth, and seeks
‘Thee most of all, and thou, whom most he secks,
Hidest thy face? ‘Take beed lest men shonld say:
Liks some old miser, Rustune boards bis farme,
And sbuns to peril it with yourger men.t”

And, greatly moved, then Rustum made reply:.
“ O Gudorz, whesefore dost thou say such words?
Thou knowest better words than this to say.
What is one more, one less, obscure or famed,
Valiant or craven, young or old, to me?
Ase pot they mortal, am not 1 myself?
But who for men of nought would do great deeds?
Cotne, thou shalt see how Rustum hoards his famel
But 1 will fight unknown, and in phin arms;
Let not men say of Rustum, he was match’d
Ia single fight with any mortal man.”
He spoke, and frown'd; a0d Gudurz turn'd, and ran
Back quickly through the camp in fear and joy—
Fear at his wrath, but joy that Rustum came.
But Rustum strode to his tent-doot, and cali’d
His followers in, and bade them bring hus arms,
And clad himself in stecl; the arms he chose
Wese plain, and on his shield was no device,
Qaly his belm was rich, inl2id with gold,
And, from the fluted spine atop, 2 plume
Of borse-hair waved, a scarlet horse-hair plame,
So arm’d, he issued forth; and Roksh, his horse,
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The table stood before him, charged with food—
A side of roasted sheep, and cakes of bread,
And dark green melons; and there Rustum sate
. Listless, and held 2 falcon on his wrist, 200
And play’d with it; but Gudurz came and stood
Before him; and he look’d, and saw him stand,
And with a cry sprang up and dropp’d the bird,
And greeted Gudurz with both bands, and said:
“ Welcome!| these eyes could see no better sight.
What news? but sit down first, and eat and drink,”
But Gudurz stood in the tent-door, and said:
“ Not now! 2 time will come to eat and drink, ~
But not to-day; to-day has other needs.
The armies are drawn out, and stand at gaze; 210
For from the Tartass is a challenge brought
To pick a champion from the Persian lotds )
To fight their champion—and thou know’st his name—
Sohrab men call him, but his birth is hid.
O Rustum, like thy might is this young man’s|
He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion's heart;
And he is young, and Iran’s chiefs are old,
Or else toa weak; and all eyes turn to thee.
Come down and help us, Rustum, or we lose!”
He spoke; but Rustum answer’d, with 2 smile: 220
“ Go tol if Iran’s Chiefs are old, then 1
Am older; if the young are weak, the King
Errs strangely; for the King, for Kai Khostoo,
Himself is young, and honours younger men,
And lets the aged mouldes to their graves.
Rustum he loves no more, but loves the young—
The young may rise at Sohrab’s vaunts, not I.
For what care I, though all speak Sohrab’s fame?
For would that I myself bad such a son,
And not that one slight helpless girl I have—
A son so famed, so brave, to send to war,
And I to tarry with the snow-hair’d Zal,
My father, whom the robber Afghaas vex,
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And with my great name fence that weak old man,

And spend the goodly treasures 1 have got,

And test my age, and hear of Sohrab’s fame,

And leave to death the hosts of thankless kings,

And with these slaughterous hands draw sword no more.”
He spoke, and smiled; and Gudurz made reply:

* What then, O Rustum, will men say to this,

When Sohrab dares our bravest forth, and seeks -

Thee most of all, and thou, whom most he seeks,

Hidest thy face? ‘Take heed lest men should say:

Like some old miser, Rustum boards bi fame,

And shuns to pertl it with younger men”
And, greatly moved, then Rustum made reply:

“ O Gudurz, wherefore dost thou say such words? 250

Thou knowest better words than this to say.

What is one more, one less, obscure or famed,

Valiant or eraven, young or old, to me?

Are not they mortal, am not I myself?

But who for men of nought would do great deeds?

Come, thou shalt see how Rustum hoards his famel

But I will fight unknown, 2nd in plain arms;

Let fiot mea say of Rustum, he was match'd

In single fight with any mortal man.”

He spoke, and frown’d; and Gudurz turn’d, and ran 260

Back quickly through the camp in fear and joy—

Fear at his wrath, but joy that Rustum came.

But Rustum strode to his tent-door, 2nd call’d

His followers in, and bade them briag his arms,

And clad himself in stecl; the arms he chose

Wete plain, 20d on his shield was no device,
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So arm’d, he issued forth; and Ruksh, his hoxs.e,
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Followed him like 2 faithful hound at heel—

Ruksh; whose reoown was noised through all the earth,

The horse whom Rustum on a foray once

Did in Bokhara by the river find

A colt-beneath its dam, and drove him home,

And rear’d him; a bright bay, with lofty crest,

Dight with 2 saddle-cloth of broider’d green

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

Al beasts of chase, all beasts which hunters know.

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

And all the Persians knew him, and with shouts

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

And dear as the wet diver to the eyes

Of his pale wife who waits and weeps on shore,

By sandy Bahrein, in the Persian Gulf,

Plunging.all day in the blue waves, at night,

Having made up his tale of precious pearls,

Rejoins her in their hut upon the sands—

So dear to the pale Persians Rustum came. 290

And Rustum to the Persian front advanced,

And Sohrab arm’d in Haman’s tent, and came.

And as afield the reapers cut 2 swath

Down through the middle of a rich man™s corn,

And on each side are squares of standing corn,

And in the midst a stubble, short and bare—

So on each side were squares of men, with spears

Bristling, and in the midst, the open sand.

And Rustum came upon the sand, and cast

His eyes toward the Tartar tents, and saw 300

Sohrab come forth, and eyed him as he came,

As some rich woman, on a winter’s morn,

Eyes through her silken curtains the poor drudge

Who with numb blacken’d fingers makes her fire—

At cock-crow, on a starlit winter’s morn,

When the frost flowers the whiten’d window-panes—

And wonders how she lives, and what the thoughts
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Of that poor drudge may be; so Rustum eyed
The unknown adventurous Youth, who from afag
Came seeking Rustum, and defying forth 310
Al the most valiznt chicfs; long he pesused
His spirited air, and wonder’d who he was.
Yor very young he scem’d, tenderly rear'd;
Like some young cypress, tall, and dark, and straight,
Which 1n a queen’s secluded garden throws
PR O R . -
. B L Lt
And a deep pity enter’d Rustum’s soul
As he beheld hum coming; and he stood, 320
And beckon'd to hum with his hand, and said:
“0 thou young man, the aix of Heaven is soft,
And warm, aod pleasant; but the grave 1s cold!
Heaven's alr 15 bester than the ¢cold dead grave,
Behold mel 1 2m vast, and clad in iron,
And tried: and I have stood on many 2 field
Of blood, 20d T have fought with many a foewr
Never was that ficld lost, or that foe saved.
O Sohrab, wherefore wilt thou rush on death?
Be govern'd! quit the Tartar bost, and come 330
To Iran, and be as my son to me,
Asd fight beneath my banner ull I dict
‘Theze are no youths in Iran brave as thou.”
So he spake, muldly; Sohrab heard his voree,
The mighty voice of Rustum, and he saw
His guant figure planted on the sand,
Sole, like some single tower, which a chief
Hath budded on the waste in formes years
Apainst the robbers; and he saw that bead,
Streak’d with its first grey hairs, hope filled hfs soul, 340
And be ran forward and embraced hus knees,
And clasp'd his hand within his own, and said:
O, by thy father’s head | by thine own soul]
Ast thou pot Rustum? speak! ast thou ot he?
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But Rustum cyed askance the kneeling youth,
And turn’d away, and spake to his own soul: .
“ Ah me, ] muse what this young fox may meanl
False, wily, boastful, are these Tartar boys.
Tor if I now confess this thing he asfis,
And hide it not, but say: Rustum is bere 330
He will not yield indeed, nor quit our foes,
But he will find some pretext not to fight,
And praise my fame, and proffer courteous gifts,
A belt or sword perhaps, and go his way.
And on a feast-tide, in Afrasiab’s hall,
In Samarcand, he will arise and cry:
¢ I challenged once, when the two armies camp’d
Beside the Oxus, all the Persian lords
To cope with me in single fight; but they
Shrank, only Rustum dated; then he and I , 360
Changed gifts, and went on equal terms away.’
So will he speak, perhaps, while men applaud;
Then were the chiefs of Iran shamed through me.”
And then he torn’d, and steznly spake aloud:
“Rise! wherefore dost thou vainly guestion thus
Of Rustum? T am here, whom thou hast call’d
By challenge forth; make good thy vaunt, ot yield!
Is it with Rustum only thou wouldst fight?
Rash boy, men look on Rustum’s face and flee!
For well I know that did great Rustum stand
Before thy face this day, and were reveal’d,
There would be then no talk of fighting more.
But being what I am, 1 tell thee this—
Do thou record it in thine inmost soul:
Either thou shalt renounce thy vaunt and yield,
Or else thy bones shall strew this sand, till winds
Bleach them, or Oxus, with his summer-floods,
Ozus in summer wash them all away.”
He spoke; and Sohtab answer’d, on his feet :
““ Art thou so fierce? Thou wilt not fri

1 ght me sol 38
I am no gitl, to be made pale by words. )
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Yet this thou hast said well, did Rustum stand

Here on this field, there were no fighting then,

But Rustum is far hence, and we stand here,

Begial thou art mote vast, more dread than 1, - °

Axd thou art proved, I kaow, 2ad I am young—

But yet success sways with the breath of Heaven.

And though thou thinkest that thou knowest sure

Thy victory, yet thou canst not surely know.

For we ase all, like swimmers in the sea, 35¢

Poised on the top of a huge wave of fate,

Which hangs uncertain to which side to fall.

And whether it will beave us vp to land,

Or whether.it will coll us out to sez,

Back-out to ses, to the deep waves of death,

We know not, 2nd fo search will make us know;

Only the event will teach us in its hour.”

He spoke, 2nd Rustum answered not, but husl’d

His spear; down from the shoulder, down it came, .

As on some partridge ia the corn a hawk, 4

‘That long has tower'd in the airy clouds,

Drops like 2 plummet; Sohrab saw it come,
id ; the spea

ta

. ¢« orang,
The uon plztcs nng sharp, but mm’d the speat.

And Rustum scized his club, which none but he
PO R T T oo

. 410

Hyphasis or Hydaspes, when, high up

By their dark springs, the wind 1n winter-time

Hzth made 1n Himalayan forests wrack,

And strewn the chanacls with toto boughs—so huge
‘The club which Rustum lifted now, 2ad struck

One stroke; but agzin Sohrab sprang aside,

Lithe as the glancing snake, 2nd the cdlub came
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Yet this thou hast s2id well, did Rustum stand
Here on this ficld, thete were no fighting thea.
But Rustums is far hence, and we stand here,
Beginl thou 2rt more vast, more dread than 1, -
And thou art proved, I know, and 1 2m young—
But yet success sways with the breath of Heaven.
And though thon thinkest that thou knowest sure
‘Thy victory, yet thou canst not surely know,
Por we are all, like swimmers in the sea, 190
Poised on the top of a huge wave of fate,
Which hangs uncertain to which side to fail.
And whether it will beave us up to land,
Or whether.it will roll us out to sea,
Back-out to sea, to the deep waves of death,
We know not, 2nd no search will make us know;
Only the event will teach us in its hour.”
He spoke, and Rustum answered not, but burl’d
His spear; down from the shoulder, dowan it cane,
As on some partridge 1o the corn 2 hawk, 4
That long has tower'd io the ity clouds,
Drops like 2 plummet; Sohrab saw it come,
And sprang aside, quick as 2 flash; the spear
Hiss'd, 20d went quivering down into the sand,
Which it sent flying wide;—then Sohrab theew
In turn, apd full struck Rustum’s shicld; sharp rang,
The iron plates rang shatp, but turn’d the spear.
And Rustum seized hts club, which aone bl::‘_h:
o e e Lot ome et teos

' 410

Hyphasts or Hydaspes, when, bigh up
By their dark springs, the wind 1o winter-time

Hath made in Himalayan forests wrack,

And strewn the chanaels with totn boughs—so buge
The club which Rustum Lifted now, and struck

Oge stroke; but agatn Sohrab sprang aside,

Lithe 25 the glancing saake, 2ad the club came
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Thundering to earth, and leapt from Rustum’s hand.
And Rustum follow’d his own blow, and fell 420
To his knees, and with his fingers clutched the sand;
And now might Sohrab have unsheathed his sword,
And pierced the mighty Rustum while he lay
Dizzy, and on his knees, and choked with sand;
But he look’d -on, and smiled, nor bared his sword,
But courteously drew back, and spoke, and said:

“ Thou strik’st too hard] that club of thine will

float

Upon the summer floods, 2nd not my bones.
But rise, and be not wroth! not wroth am 1;
No, when I see thee, wrath forsakes my soul. - 430
Thou say’st, thou art not Rustum; be it so!
Who art thou then, that canst so touch my soul?
Boy as I am, I have scen battles too—
Have waded foremost in their bloody waves,
And heard their hollow roar of dying men;
But never was my heart thus touch’d before.
Ate they from Heaven, these softenings of the heart?
O thou old warrior, let us yield to Heavenl
Come, plant we here in earth our angry spears,
Aod make a truce, and sit upon this sand, 440
And pledge each other in red wine, like friends,
And thou shalt talk to me of Rustum’s deeds.
There are enough foes in the Persian host,
Whom I may meet, and strike, and feel no pang;
Champions enough Afrasiab has, whom thou
May’st fight; fight them, when they confront thy spear:
But oh, let there be peace *twixt thee and mel”

He ceased, but while he spake, Rustum had risen,
And stood erect, trembling with rage; his club’
He left to lie, but had regain’d his spear,
Whose fiery point now in his maiPd right-hand
Blazed bright and baleful, like that antumn.star,
The baleful sign of fevers; dust had soil’d
His stately crest, and dimm’d his glittering arms. . -
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His breast heaved, his lips foam'd, and rwice his voice
Was choked with rage; at last these words broke

wayi—

“ Guyll nimble with thy feet, not with thy handst

Cur’d minion, dancer, coiner of sweet words}

Fight, let me hear thy hateful voice oo more!l

‘Thou art not 1z Afrasab’s gardens now 460
With Tartar garls, with whom thou a1t wont to dance;
But on the Oxus sands, and in the dzace

Of batile, 20d with e, who mzke no play

Of war; 1 fight it out, and hand to band.

Speak not to me of truce, 2nd pledge, and winel
Remember all thy valour; try thy feints

And cunning! all the piry 1 had is gone;

Because thou bast shamed me before both the hosts
With thy light skipping tricks, and thy gul’s wiles,”

He spoke, and Sohrab kindled at bus taunts, 4
And he too drew tus sword; at once they rush’d
Together, as two cagles on one prey
Come tushing down together from the clonds,

One from the east, one from the west; thets shuclds
Dash'd with a clang together, and 3 dig

Rose, such as thar the sinewy wood-cutters

Make ofren 1n the forest's heart at morn,

Of hewing axes, crashing trees—such hlows

Rustum and Sohrab on each other ha'd.

And you would say that sun and stars took part 4%
In that unnatural confhcr; for a cloud

Grew suddenly in Heaven, and dark’d the sun

Over the fighters’ heads: and 2 wind rose
erooa s + PRSI

For both the anlooking hosts on either hand

Stood in broad daylight, and the sky was puse,

And the sun sparkled on the Oxus stream,

But in the gloom they fought, with bloodshot eyes 40
a1y
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Thundeting to earth, and leapt from Rustum’s hand.
And Rustum follow’d his own blow, and fell ‘
To hus knees, and with his fingers clurched the sand;
And now might Sohrab have unsheathed his sword,
And pierced the mighty Rustum while he lay
Dizzy, and on his knees, and choked with sand;
But he look’d on, and smiled, nor bared his sword,
But courteously drew back, and spoke, and said:

“ Thou strik’st too hard! that club of thine will

float

Upon the summer floods, and not my bones.
But rise, and be not wroth{ not wroth am I;
No, when { see thee, wrath forsakes my soul. - ‘
Thou say’st, thou art not Rustum; be it sal
Who art thou then, that canst so touch my soul?
Boy as I am, I have seen battles too— ’
Have waded foremost in their bloody waves,
And heard their hollow roar of dying men;
But never was my heart thus touch’d before.
Are they from Heaven, these softenings of the heart?
O thou old warriot, let us yield to Heaven]
Come, plant we here in earth our angry spears,
And make a truce, and sit upon this sand,
And pledge cach other in red wine, like friends,
And thou shalt talk to me of Rustum’s deeds.
There are enough foes in the Persian host,
Whom I may meet, and strike, and feel no pang;
Champions enough Afrasiab has, whom thou
May’st fight; fight sbers, when they confront thy spear:
But ob, let there be peace "twixt thee and me}”

He ceased, but while he spake, Rustum had risen,
And stood erect, trembling with rage; his club’
He left to lie, but had regain’d his spear,
Whose fiery point now in his mail’d right-hand
Blazed bright and baleful, like that avtumn-stat,
The baleful sign of fevers; dust had soil’d
His stately crest, and dimm’d his glittering arms. . -
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His breast heaved, his lips foam’d, and twice his voice
Was choked with rage; at last these words broke
way:—

# Girl! nimble with thy fect, not with thy hands!
Curl’d nunion, dancer, coiner of sweet words!

Fight, let me hear thy hateful voice no morel
Thou art not tn Afrasiab’s gardens now 460
With Tartar guls, with whom thou art wont to dance;
But on the Oxus sands, 2nd in the dance

- Of bartle, and with me, who make no play
Of war; 1 fight it out, and hand to haad,
Speak not to me of truce, and pledge, 2nd winel
Remember all thy valour; try thy feints
And cunning! all the piry I bad is gone;
Because thou hast shamed me before both the hosts
With thy light skipping tricks, and thy girl's wiles,”

He spoke, and Sohrab kindled at his taunts, Pl
And he too dfew hus sword; 2t once they rush’d
Togethet, 2s two eagles on one prey
Come rushing down together from the clouds,

One from the east, one from the west; thei shiclds

Dash’d with 2 clang together, 2nd a din

Rose, such as that the sinewy wood-cutters

Make often in the forest’s beart at morn,

Of hewing axes, crashing trees—such blows

Rustum and Sohrab on each other hail’d.

And you would say that sun and stars took part 4t

In that unpatural conflict, for a doud

Grew suddenly 1o Heaven, and dark’d the sun

Over the fighters® heads, and 2 wind rose

Under thetr feet, and moaning swept the pliin,

And in 2 sandy whirlwind wrapp’d the pair.

In gloom they twam wete wrapp'd, and they alone;

Fot both the onlooking hosts on etther hand

Stood 10 broad daylight, and the sky was pure,

And the sun sparkled on the Oxus stream.

But 1a the gloom they fought, with bloodshot eyes 430
213



LONGER ENGLISH POBMS

Thundeting to earth, and ledpt from Rustun?’s hand.
And Rustum follow’d his own blow, and fell 42¢
To his kaees, and with his fingers clutched the sand;
And now might Sohrab have unsheathed his sword,
And pierced the mighty Rustum while he lay
Dizzy, and on his knees, and choked with sand;
But he look’d on, and smiled, nor bared his sword,
But courteously drew back, and spoke, and said:

“ Thou strik’st too bard! that club of thine will

float

Upon the summer floods, and not my bones. -
But rise, and he not wroth! not wroth am I
No, when I see thee, wrath forsakes my soul. - 43¢
"Thou say’st, thou art not Rustum; be it sol
Who art thou then, that canst so touch my soul?
Boy as I am, I have seen battles too— :
Have waded foremost in their bloody waves,
And heard their bollow roar of dying men;
But never was my heart thus touch’d before,
Atrc they from Heaves, these softenings of the heart?
O thou old warrior, let us yield to Heaven!
Come, plant we here in earth our angry spears,
And make a truce, and sit upon this sand, 44¢
And pledge each other in red wine, like friends,
And thou shalt talk to me of Rustum’s deeds.
There are enough foes in the Persian host,
Whom I may meet, and strike, and feel no pang;
Champions enough Afrasizb has, whom thou
May'st fight; fight them, when they confront thy spear:
But oh, let there be peace "twixt thee and mel”

He ceased, but while he spake, Rustum had risen,
And stood erect, trembling with rage; his club
He left to lie, but had regain’d his spear,
Whose fiery point now in his mail’d right-hand
Blazed bright and baleful, like that autumn-stat,
The balefu} sign of fevers; dust had soil’d
His stately crest, and dimm’d his glittering arms, - -
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His breast heaved, his lips foam’d, and twice his voice
Was choked with rage; at last these words broke
wayi—

" Guyll nimble with thy fect, not with thy hands!
Cuirl'd minion, dancer, coiner of sweet words |
Fight, let me hear thy hateful voice no more!

Thou art not in Afrastab’s gardens now 460
With Tartar giels, with whom thou art wont to dance;
But on the Oxus sands, and in the dance

Of battle, and with me, who make no play

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

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

And cunning! all the pity 1 had is gone;

Because thou bast shamed me before both the hosts

With thy light skipping tncks, and thy gul’s wies,”

He spoke, and Sohmab kindled at hus taunts, 40
And he too dtew his sword; at once they rush’d
Together, 23 two cagles on one prey
Come rushing down together from the clouds,

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

Rose, such as that the sincwy wood-cutters

Make often in the forest’s heart at morn,

- Of hewing axes, crashing trees—such hlows

Rustum and Sohrab oo each other hail’d.

And you would say that sun and stars took part 4%
In that unnarural conflict; for a clond

Grew suddenly 1 Heaven, and dark’d the sun

Over the fighters* beads; and a wind rose

Undex theie fect, and moaning swept the plain,

And in a sandy whittwind wrapp'd the par.

Ia gloom they twain were wrapp'd, and they alone;
Bactoa, vy s o
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But la the gloom they fought, with bloodshot eyes 490
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And labouring breath; first Rustum struck the shield
Which Sohrab held stiff out; the steel-spiked spear
Rent the tough plates, but fail’d to reach the skin,
And Rustum pluck’d it back with angry groan.
Then Sohrab with his sword smote Rustum’s helm,
Nor clove its steel quite through; but all the crest
He shore away, and that proud horse-hair plume,
Never till now defiled, sank to the dust;
And Rustum bow’d his head; but then the gloom .
Grew blacker, thunder rumbled in the air, . 500
And lightnings tent the cloud; and Ruksh, the horse,
Who stood at hand, utter’d a dreadful cry;— :
No horse’s cry was that, most like the roar
Of some pain’d desert-lion, who all day
Has trail’d the hunter’s javelin in his side,
And comes at night to die upon the sand—
The two hosts heard that cry, and quaked for fear,
And Oxus curdled as it cross’d his stream.,
But Sohrab heatd, and quail’d not, but rush’d on.
And struck again; and again Rustum bow’d st
His head; but this time all the blade, like glass,
Sprang in a thousand shivers on the helm,
And in the hand the hilt remain’d alone.
Then Rustum raised his head; his dreadful eyes
Glared, and he shook on high his menacing spear,
And shouted: Rystum —Sohrab heard that shout,
And shrank amazed: back he tecoil’d one step,
And scanped with blinking eyes the advancing form;
Ana then he stood bewilder’d, and he dropp’d
His covering shield, and the spear pierced his side. 520
He reel’d, and staggering back, sank to the ground;
And then the gloom dispersed, and the wind fell,
And the bright sun broke forth, and melted all
The cloud; and the two armies saw the pair;—
Saw Rustum standing, safe upon his feet,
And Sohtrab, wounded, on the bloody sand.
Then, with a bitter smile, Rustum began:
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Or clse that the gteat Rustum would come down
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’fhzn to thy friends, and to thy father old.”
And, with a fearless mien, Sohrab replied :

“ Unknown thou art; yet thy fierce vaunt is vain.

‘Thou dost not slay me, proud and boastful man}
They should be lying here, I standing there,
But that beloved name vancrved my arm—
That name, and something, I confess, in thee,
Which troubles all my heart, 20d made my shield
Fall; 20d thy spear transfix’d an unarm’d foe,
And now thou boastest, and insult’st my fate.
But hear thou this, fierce man, tremble to hear;
The mighty Rustum shall avenge my deathl
My father, whom I seck through all the world,
He shall avenge my death, and punish thee!”

As when some hunter in the spring hath found
A breeding eagle sitting on her nest,
Upon the craggy isle of a hill-lake,
And pierced her with an arrow as she rose,
And follow"d her to find her wheze she fell
Fat off;—anon her mate comes winging.bzck
From bunting, and a great way off descries
His huddling young left sole; at that, he checks
His pinion, and with short uncasy sweeps _
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Circles above his eyry, with loud screams
Chiding his mate back to ber nest; but she
- Lies dying, with the arrow in her side,
In some far stony gorge out of his ken,
A heap of fluttering feathers—never mote
Shall the lake glass her, flying over it; s
Never the black and dripping precipices ;
Echo her stormy scream as she sails by—
As that poor bird flies home, nor knows his loss,
So Rustum knew not his own loss, but stood
Over his dying son, and knew him not.
And with a cold, incredulous voice, he said:
“ What prate is this of fathers and revenge?
The mighty Rustum never had a son.”
And, with a failing voice, Sohrab replied:
“ Ah yes, he had! and that lost son am L 580
Surely the news will one day reach his ear,
Reach Rustum, where he sits, and tarries long,
Somewhere, 1 know not where, but far from here;
And pierce him like 2 stab, and make him leap
To arms, and cry for vengeance upon thee,
Fierce man, bethink thee, for an oaly sonl
What will that grief, what will that vengeance be?
Oh, could I live till I that grief bave seen|
Yet him I 'pit‘y not so much, but hert,
My mother, who in Ader-baijan dwells’ 590
With that old king, her father, who grows grey ’
With age, and rules over the valiant Koords.
Her most I pity, who no more will see
Sohrab returning from the Tartar camp,
With spoils and honour, when the war is done,
But a dark rumour will be bruited up,
From tribe to tribe, untl it reach her ear;
And then will that defenceless woman learn
That Sohrab will rejoice her sight no more
But that in battle with a nameless foe, 600
By the fas-disrant Oxus, he is slain.”
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He spoke; aad as he ceased, he wept aloud,
Thunkung of her he Ieft, and his own death,
He spoke; but Rustum bsten’d, plunged in thought,
Nor did he yet belicve it was his son
Who spoke, although he call’d back names he kanew;
For he had had surc tidings that the babe,
Which was 1n Ader-baijan born ro him,
Had been a puny gizl, no boy at zll—
So that sad mother sent lum word, for feat
Rustum should scek the boy, to train in arms,
And 30 he deern’d that etther Sohrab took,
By a false boast, the style of Rustum’s son;
Or that men gave 1t lum, to swell hus fame.
€ damatA bl e Lo Fdoas?d ot fo st o 1.,
a . - e '
At the full moon; tears gather'd 10 hus eyes;
For he remember’d his own early youth

And all its bounding rapture; as, at dawg,
Tbe shepherd from his lodge descries
[P N DI,

And that old king, her father, who loved well
His wandering guest, and gave hum bis farr chld
With joy; aod all the pleasant Life they led,
‘They three, in that long-distant summer-time-—
The castle, and the dewy woods, and huat

And hound, 2nd morn on those delightful hulls
In Ader-bayan.  And he saw that Youth,

Of age and looks to be hus own dear son,
Piteous and lovely, Iying oo the sasd,

Like some nich hyacinth which by the scythe
Of 20 unskilful gardener has been cut,

Mowing the garden grass-plots near 1ts bed,
And lics, a fragrant tower of purple bloom,

On the mown, dytng grass—so Sohrab by,

219

610

L5}



LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

Lovely in death, upon the common saad.
And Rustum gazed on him with grief, and said: 64
“ Oh, Sohrab, thou indeed art such a son
Whom Rustum, wert thou his, might well have loved!
Yet thou errest, Sohrab, or else men ’ .
Have told thee false—thou art not Rustum’s son.
For Rustum had no son; one child he had-—
But ope—a girl; who with her mother now
Plies some light female task, nor dreams of us—
Of us she dreams not, nor of wounds, nor war.”
But Sohrab answer’d him in wrath; for now
The anguish of the deep-fix’d spear grew fierce, 65
And he desired to draw forth the steel, :
And let the blood flow free, and so to die—
But first he would convince his stubborn foe;
And, rising sternly on one agm, he said:
* Man, who art thou who dost deny my words?
Truth sits upon the lips of dying men,
And falsehood, while 1 Yived, was far from mine.
I tell thee, prick’d upon this arm I bear
That seal which Rustum to my mother gave,
That she might prick it on the babe she bore.” 6
He spoke; and all the blood left Rustum’s cheeks,
And his knees totter’d, and he smote his hand
Against his breast, his heavy mailed hand,
That the hard iron corslet clank’d aloud;
And to his beart he press’d the other hand,
And in a hollow voice he spake, and said:
‘“ Sohrab, that were a proof which could not liel
If thou show this, then art thou Rustum’s son.”
Then, with weak hasty fingers, Sohrab loosed
His belt, and near the shoulder bared his arm, -6
And show’d a sign in faint vermilion points
Prick’d; as a cunning workman, in Pekin,
Pricks with vermilion some clear porcelain vase,
An emperor’s gift—at early morn he paints,
And 2}l day long, and, when night comes, the lamp
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But Sohrab saw bis thought, 22d Bald his bands,
Asnd with 2 soothing 7oice be epake, 20d £2id:
“ Father, forbeast for bt meer to-day
The doom wkhich 2t roy Einh wy wrirten down
In Heaven, 2ad thou 2t Heavea’s naconscions banc
Sutely oy bearr ¢ried ot that it was thou,
When first 33w thee; and thy beare spoke too,
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1 know it! but fate trod these promptings down
Under its iron heel; fate, fate enpaged
The strife, and hurl'd me on my father’s spear.
But let us speak no mote of this! I find
My father; let me feel that I have found!
Corme, sit beside me on this sand, and take
My head betwixt thy hands, and kiss my cheeks,
And wash them with thy tears, and say: My son/ 720
Quick! quick! for numbered are my sands of life,
And swift ; for like the lightning to this field
I came, and like the wind I go away—
Sudden, and swift, and like a passing wind; .
But it was writ in Heaven that this should be.”
So said he, and his voice released the heart
Of Rustum, and his tears broke forth; he cast
_His arms round bis son’s neck, and wept aloud,
And kiss'd him. And awe fell on both the hosts,
When they saw Rustum’s grief; and Ruksh, the hotse, 730
With his head bowing to the ground and mane
Sweeping the dust, came pear, and in mute woe
First to the one then to the other moved
His head, as if inquiring what their grief
Might mean; and from his dark, compassionate eyes,
The big warm tears roli’d down, and caked the sand.
But Rustum chid him with stern voice, and said:
*“ Ruksh, now thou grievest; but, O Ruksh, thy feet
Should then have rotted on their aimble joints,
When first they bore thy master to this field]” 740
But Sohrab look’d upon the horse, and said:
“TIs this, then, Ruksh? How often, in past daye,
My mother told me of thee, thou brave steed,
My terrible father’s terrible horse! and said,
That I should one day find thy lord and thee,
Come, let me lay my hand upon thy manel
O Ruksh, thou art more fortunate than I;
For thou hast gone where I shall never go,
And snuff’d the breezes of my father’s home. .
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Have peves known my grandsire’s furrow’ d face,
Nor seen his lofty house in Seistan, .
Nor slaked my thirst at the clear Helmund streard;
™t eene - - fibaste £ee 70d see0

And the black Tootkmua teats; and ou‘ly drunk
The yellow Oxns, by whose brink T die.””
Then, with 2 heavy groan, Rustum bewail'd:
 Oh that jts waves were flowing over mel
Gh that I saw its grains of yellow silt
Roll twmbling in the current o’er my head1”
But, with a grave muld voice, Sohrab replied:
“ Desite not that, my father| thou must live.
For some are born to do great deeds, and live,
As some are born to be obscured, and die,
Do thou the deeds I die too young to do,
And reap a second glory in thine age;
‘Thou art my father, and thy gain ts mine.
But comel thou scest this great host of men
Which follow tme; 1 pray thee, slay aot thesel
Let me ttreat for them what have they done?
They follow'd me; my hope, my fame, my stat.
Let them all cross the Oxus back 1 peace.
But me thon must beat heace, ot send with them,
But catry me with thee to Seistan,
And place me on a bed, and mourn for me,
Thou, and the snow-har'd Zal, and al} thy frieads.
223
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And thou must lay me in that lovely earth,
And heap a stately mound above my bones,
And plant a far-seen pillar over all.
That so the passing horseman on the waste 750
May see my tomb a great way off, and say—
Sobrab, the mighty Rustuns's son, lies there,
Whom bis great father did in ignorance kill—
And I be not forgotten in my grave.”
And, with a mournful voice, Rustum replied:
“ Rear not; as thou hast said, Sohrab, my son,
So shall it be; for I will burn my tents,
And quit the host, and bear thee hence with me,
And carry thee away to Seistan,
Aaqd place thee on 2 bed, and mourn for thee, 800
With the snow-headed Zal, and all my friends. -
And 1 will lay thee in that lovely earth,
And heap a stately mound above thy bones,
And plant 2 fac-seen pillar over all,
And muen shall not forget thee in thy grave.
And T will spare thy host; yea, let them go!
Let them all cross the Oxus back in peacel
What shall T do with slaying any more?
For would that all whom I have ever slain
Might be once mote alive; my bitterest foes, 810
And they who were call’d champions in their time,
And through whose death T won that fame I have—
And I were nothing but a2 common man,
A poor, mean soldier, and without renown,
So thou mightest live too, my son, my son!
Or rather would that I, even I myself,
Might now be lying on this bloody sand,
Near death, and by an ignorant stroke of thine,
Not thou of minel a0d I might die, not thou;
And 1, not thou, be borne to Seistan;
And Za) might weep above my grave, not thine;
And say: O son, I weep thee not too sore, ’
For willingly, 1 know, thou mef st thine end—~—
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Bot £ow i Bood and kariles was my youth,
Ard £l of Blood 2od Tettles is ey ags,
Ard 1 shall never eod this life of Hoad™ |
Then, at the point of dexth, Sohabd replindt
« A life of Nood indeed, thou dreadful mmunl
Bet thou shale yet bave pexce; only rot how,
Not yet! but thou shalt bave it on that ay S
When thou skalt sail in a high-maeted ship-
Thou and llh= other peers cf‘ Kt‘i Khosroo,
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He spoke; and Sohmb smiled on him, and took
The spear, and drew it from his side, and eased
His wound's imperious aoguish; butthe blood &4
Came welling from the open gash, and life
Flow’d with the streamj—all down his cold white side
The critnson tottent ran, dim now and soil'd,
Like the soil'd tissue of white violets,
Left, freshly gather'd, on theie native bank,
By childten whom their nutses call with haste
Indoors from the sun’s eye; his head droopd low,
His limbs grew slack; motionless, white, he lag—
White, with eyes closed; only when heavy gasps,
Deep heavy gasps quivering through all kit frame, 830
Convulsed him back to life, he open’d them,
And fixed them fecbly on his father’s face;
Till oow all strength was cbb'd, and from his limbs
Uawillingly the spirit fied away,
Regretting the warm mansion which it left,
And youth, and bloom, and this delightful world.

So, on the bloody sand, Sohrab lay dead;
And the great Rustum drew his horseman’s dloak
Down o’er his face, and sate by his dead son,
As those black granite pillars, once high-tear'd 6
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By Jemshid in Persepolis, to bear

His house, now mid their broken flights of steps
Lie prone, enormous, down the mountain side—
So in the sand lay Rustum by his son.

And night came down over the solemn waste,
And the two gazing hosts, and that sole pai,
And darken’d all; and a cold fog, with night,
Crept from the Oxus. Soon a hum arose,

As of a great assembly loosed, and fires
Began to twinkle through the fog; for now 870-
Both armies moved to camp, and took their meal;
The Persians took it on the open sands
Southward, the Tartars by the river marge;
And Rustum and his son were left alone.
But the majestic river floated on,
Out of the mist and hum of that low land,
Into the frosty starlight, and there moved,
Rejoicing, through the hush’d Chorasmian waste,
Under the solitary moon ;—he flow’d
Right for the polar star, past Orgunje, 880
Brimming, and bright, and large; then sands begin
To hem his watery march, and dam his streams,
And split his currents; that for many a league
The shorn and parcell’d Oxus strains along
- Through beds of sand and matted rushy ic'~-
Oxus, forgetting the bright speed he bad
In his high mountain-cradle in Pamere,
A foil’d circuitous wanderer—till at Jast
The long’d-for dash of waves is heard, and
His luminous home of waters opens, brig}
And tranquil, from whose floor the new-b:
Emerge, and shine upon the Aral Sea.

Marrp S
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THERE IS A HILL

THERE IS A HILL BESIDE THE
SILVER THAMES

Tuzluz is 2 hill beside the silver Thames,
Shady with bitch and beech and odorous pine:
And bulliant underfoot with thousand gems
Steeply the thickets to s floods decline,
Straight teees in every place
‘Their thick tops interlace,
And pendant branches trail their foliage fine
Upon his watery face.

Swift from the sweltering pasturage be fows:
His stream, alest to seck the pleasant shade, 10
Pictures hus gende purpose, as he goes
Straight to the caverned pool his toil has made,
His wintes floods lay bace
The stout roots 1 the air:
His summer streams are cool, when they have played
Among their fibrous hair,

A rushy island guards the sacred bower,
And hides it from the mecadow, where 10 peace
The lazy cows wrench many 2 scented flower,
Robbung the golden market of the bees: 10
And laden barges float
By banks of myosote;
And scented flag and golden Aower-de-lys
Delay the loitering boat.

And on this side the ssland, whese the pool

Eddies away, are tangled mass on mass

The water-weeds, that net the fishes cool,

And scarce allow 2 narrow stream to pass;
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Where spreading crowfoot mars

The drowning senuphars, T 10
Waving the tassels of her silken grass

Below her silver stars,

But in the purple pool there nothing grows,
Not the white water-lily spoked with gold;
Though best she loves the hollows, and well knows
On quiet streams her broad shields to unfold:
Yet should her roots but try
Within these deeps to lie,
Not her long-reaching stalk could ever hold
Her waxen head so high. 40

Sometimes an angler comes, and drops his hook
Within its hidden depths, and *gainst a tree
Leaning his rod, reads in some pleasant book,
Forgetting soon his pride of fishery;

And dreams, or falls asleep,

While curious fishes peep
About his nibbled bait, or scornfully

Dast off and rise and leap.

*

And sometimes a slow figure "neath the trees,

In ancient-fashioned smock, with totteting care s0
Upon 2 staff propping his weary knees, s
May by the pathway of the forest fare:

As from a buried day .

Actoss the mind will stray
Some perishing mute shadow,~—and unaware
He passeth on his way.

Else, he that wishes solitude is safe,

Whether he bathe at morning in the stream:

_Oflead his love there when the hot hours chafe

The meadows, busy with a blurring steam; 6o
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Or watch, as fades the light,
The gibbous moon grow bright,

Until her magic rays dance in 2 dream,
Acd glorify the night.

Whete is this bower beside the silver Thames?
O pool and flowery thickets, hear my vow!
O trees of freshest foliage and straight stems,
No sharer of my secret I allow:
Lest cre I come the while
Strange fect your shades defile;
+ Ot lest the burly oarsman turn his prow
Within your guardian isle.

Rozpert BRIDGES

THE CHILD AND THE MARINER

[OOSR A RO,
Theu fmh was gever dupcd by Doubt "to them
Death wasa mnbow E(ermty,

Thc wmd for sailors® wnvcs. and told what ships
Enjoyed fair weather, and what ships had storms;
He watched the sky, and he could tell for sure
What afternoons would follow stormy motans,

If quiet nights would end wild afternoons,

He leapt away from seandal with a roar,

And 1f a whisper still possessed his mind,

He walked about and cursed 1t for a plague,

He took offence at Heaven when beggars passed,
And sternly called them back to give them belp,
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In this old captain’s house I lived, and things 20
That house contained were in ships’ cabins once;
Sea-shells and charts and pebbles, model ships;

Green weeds, dried fishes stuffed, and coral stalks;

Old wooden trunks with handles of spliced rope,

With copper saucers full of monies strange,

That seemed the savings of dead men, not touched

To keep them warm since their real owners died;

Strings of red beads, methought were dipped in blood,
And swinging lamps, as though the house might move;
An ivory lighthouse built on ivory rocks, . 30
The bones of fishes and three bottled ships.

And many a thing was there which sailors make

In idle hours, when on long voyages,

Of marvellous patience, to no lovely end.

And on those charts I saw the small black dots

That were called islands, and I knew they had

Turtles and palms, and pirates’ buried gold.

Thete came 2 stranger to my grandad’s house,

The old man’s nephew, a seafarer too;

A big, strong able man who could have walked 40
Twm Barlum’s hill all clad in iron mail;

So strong he could have made one man his club

To knock down others—Henry was his name,

No other name was uttered by his kin,

And here he was, in sooth ill-clad, but oh,

Thought I, what secrets of the sea are his!

This man knows coral islands in the sea,

And dusky girls heart-broken for white men;

This sailor knows of wondrous lands afar,

Morse tich than Spain, when the Pheenicians shipped 30
Silver for common ballast, and they saw

Horses at silver mangers eating grain;

This man has seen the wind blow up 2 mermaid’s hair,
Which, like a golden serpent, reared and stretched

To feel the air away beyond hér head.
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The sea his home, though it was always roused
By such wild storms as never leave Cape Hornj;
Happy to hear the tempest grunt and squeal
Like pigs heard dying in a slaughter-house.
A true-born mariner, and this his hope—
His coffin would be what his cradle was,
A boat to drown in and be sunk at sea;
To drown at sea and lie 2 dainty corpse
Salted and iced in Neptune’s larder deep. 100
This man despised small coasters, fishing-smacks,
He scorned those sailors who at night and morn
Can see the coast, when in their little boats
They go a six days’ voyage and are back
Home with their wives for every Sabbath day.
Much did he talk of tankards of old beer,
And bottled stuff he drank in other lands,
Which was a liquid fire like Hell to gulp,
And Paradise to sip.

And so he talked;
Nor did those people listen with more awe 1to
To Lazarus—whom they had scen stone-dead—
Than did we urchins to that seaman’s voice. '
He many 2 tale of wonder told: of where,
At Argostoli, Cephalonia’s sea
Ran over the earth’s lip in beavy floods;
And then again of how the strange Chinese
Conversed much as ous homely Blackbirds sing,
He told us how he sailed in one old ship
Near that volcano Martinique, whose power
Shook like dry leaves the whole Caribbean seas; 120
And made the Sun set in a sea of fire
Which only half was his; and dust was thick
On deck, and stones were pelted at the mast,
So, as we walked along, that seaman dropped
Into my greedy ears such words that sleep
Stood at my pillow half the night perplexed.
He told how isles sprang up and sank again,
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Between short voyages, to his amaze;
How they did comeand go, and cheated charts;
Told how a crew was cursed when one man killed

[RLRNEDOUPRRGIN T DIV SON TR

Under bez dripping keel.
Oh, it was sweet
To hear that seaman tell such wondrous tales:
How deep the sea in parts, that drownéd men
Must go 2 long way to their graves and sink
Day after day, and wander with the tides.
He spake of his own deeds; of how he sailed
One summet’s night along the Bosphorus,
And he—who knew no music like the wash
Of waves against a ship, or wind in shrouds—
Heard then the music on that woody shore
Of nightingales, and feared to leave the deck,
He thought "twas sailing into Paradise.

To hear thesc stones all we urchins placed

Our pennies in that seaman’s ready hand;

Until one morn he signed for 2 long cruise,

And sailed away—we never saw him more.
Could such 2 man sink in the sea unknown?
Nay, he had found a land with something rich, -
‘That kept his eyes turned inland for his life.

“ A damn’ bad sador and a landshark too,

No good in port or out "—my grandad s2id.

AW. H. Davies
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THE LAST COACHLOAD
TO COLIN

rAsHEED through the woods that lumbering Coach,
The dust
Of fiinted rozds bepowdering felloe and hood.
1ts gay paint cracked, its axles red with rust,
Tt lunged. lusched, toppled through a solitude

OFf whispering boughs, and feathery, nid-nod grass.
PModded the fetlocked horses.  Glum and mum,
tts wicient Coachman recked not where he was,
Not finto what strange haunt his wheels were come.



THB LAST COACHLOAD

Tt emcee g malbTad e la —tadte oz-~a] o3
- . P
ekt tame e R
But now—a verd height with hade swect;
Far, far to West the Delectable Mountaias glowed. 5

Above, Night’s canopy; at the horses” feet
A sea-like honicd waste of flowers flowed.
There fcll a pause of utter quiet. And—
Qut from one murky window glanced 2n eye,
Stole from the other a lean, groping hand,
The padded door swung open with 2 sigh.

And—Extunt Omnes! None to ask the fare—

A myriad humas Odds in a last release

Leap out inconunent, souff the incensed aic;

A myriad parched-up voices whisper, * Peace.” 4

On, on, and on—a stream, a flood, they flow.

O wondrous vale of jocund buds and bells!

Like vanushing smoke the rainbow legrons glow,
Yet still the enravished concourse sweeps and swells.

All joutneying done,  Rest now from lash and spur—
Laughing and weeping, shoulder and elbow-—"twould scem
That Coach capacious all Infinity were,

And these the fabulous figments of a dsezm.

Mad fot escape; frenzied each breathless mote,

Lest touse the Old Enemy from his death-stil swoen, 1o
Lest crack that whip again—they fly, they float,

Scampet, breathe—"* Paradise!” abscond, are gooe. . . .

WALTER DE 1A MARE
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THE HARE

¥ hands wete hot upon a hate,
MHalf~'stranglcd, struggling in a snare,
My knuckles at her warm windpipe—
When suddenly her eyes shot back,
Startled and staring, big and black,
And, ere I knew, my grip was slack
And I was clutching empty air,
Half-mad, half-glad at my lost luck . . .
When I awaked beside the stack.

*Twas just the moment when the snipe,
As though clock-wakened on the stroke,
An hour ere dawn, dart in and out,
Mist-wreaths in every syke asoak,

And Butter wheeling round about

And drumming out the summer night.

1 lay star-gazing yet a bit,

Then, chilly-skinned, I sat upright

To shrug the shivers from my back,
And, drawing out a straw to suck,

My tecth nipped through it at a bite. . . .
The liveliest lad is out of pluck

An hour ere dawn—a tame cock-sparrow,
When cold stars shiver through his martc
And wet mist soaks his mother-wit,

But as the snipe dropped one by one,
And one by one the stars blinked out,
I knew "twould only need the sun

To send the shudders right-about;
And, as the clear Bast faded white,

I watched and wearied for the sun—
The jolly, welcome, friendly sun,

236



THE HARE

The sleepy sluggard of 2 sun
That still kept snoozing out of sight,

Though well he knew the night was done. .. .

And after all be caught me dozing,
And leapt up laughing in the sky

Just as my lazy eyes were closing;
And it was good 2s gold to lie
Full-length 2mong the straw and feel
The day wax warmer every minute
As, glowing glad from bead to hecl,

I soaked and tolled rejoicing init. . . .
When from the corner of my eye
Upon 2 beathery knowe hard-by,
With long lugs cocked ard eyes astare,
Yet, all Serene, I saw 2 hare.

Upon my belly in the straw
1 1y 2nd watched her sleek her fur
As, dainuly, with well-licked paw,
She washed her face 2nd neck and ears;
Then clean and comely in the sun
Ske kicked her heels up full of fun,
As if she didn’t c2te 2 pin
Though she should jump out of her skin,
And leapt and lolioped free of fears,
Until my heart frisked round with her.
And yet of 1 but Iift ey bead
You'll scamper off, yosmg Puss, T s2id.
Stsll 1 can’t lre and watch yox play,
Upon riy belly, balf the dzy.
The Leord alone knows where I'my goirg,
But I bad best be gesting there.
Last night I loosed you frors she snare—
Aslesp or paking, who's for knozing P—
So I will thank you row for shosing
Whkich art 10 take 1o bring rme 5 bere
My luck azasts me.  When yoil're ready
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To start I'll follow on your track,

Though slow of foot, I'ms sure and steady. . . .
She pricked her ears, then set them back,
And like 2 shot was out of sight;

. And with a happy heart and light
As quickly I was on my feet -

And following the way she went
Actzoss the heather and the bent,
Across the quaking moss and peat.
Of course I lost her soon enough,
For moorland tracks are steep and rough,
And hares are made of nimbler stuff
Than any lad of seventeen,
However lanky-legged and tough, .
However kestrel-eyed and keen:
And I’d at last to stop and eat

The little bit of bread and meat

Left in my pocket overnight.

So in a hollow snug and green

I sat beside a burn and dipped

The dry bread in an icy pool,

And munched a breakfast fresh and cool. . .«
And then sat gaping like a fool .. .
For, right before my very eyes,
With lugs acock and eyes astare,

I saw again the selfsame hare,

So up I jumped and off she slipped,

And I kept sight of her until

I stumbled in 2 hole and tripped

And came a heavy headlong spill :

And she, ere I’d the wit to rise,

Was o’er the hill and out of sight;

And sore and shaken with the tambling,
And sicker at my foot for stembling,

I cursed my luck and went on, grombling,
The way her flying heels had fled.
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The sky was cloudless overhead

And just alive with Jarks asinging;

And in 2 twinkling T was swinging

Across the windy hills, lightheasted,

A kestre] at my footstep started,

Just pouncing on a frightened mouse,

And hung o’cthead with wings ahover; e
Through rustling heath an adder darted;

A hundred rabbits bobbed to cover;

A wease), sleck 2nd rusty red,

Popped out of sight as quick as winking;

1 saw 2 grizzled vixen shinking

Behind a clucking brood of grouse

‘That rose and cackled at my coming;

And all about my way were Bying

The pecwit with their slow wings creaking
And little grey snipe darted drumming; 10
And now and then a golden plover

Or redshank piped with reedy whistle:

But never shaken bent or thistle

Betrayed the quarry 1 was secking,

And got an instant anywhere

Did I clap cyes upon a hare,

So travelling still the rwilight eaught me,
And as I stumbled on I muttered:
A deal of luck the bare bas brought me

PERIOY 908 e

. . L

The hare just bofting twitt Wy scenr
She slipped my clutch, and I stood thete
And cursed that devil-hittered hare

‘That left me stranded in the dark

I that wide waste of quaggy peat
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Beneath black night without a spark; 140
When, looking up, I saw a flare :
Upon 2 far-off hill and said:

By God, the beather is afirel

I¥'s mischief at this time of year. . . .

And then, as one bright flame shot higher,
And booths and vans stood out quite clear,
My wits came back into my head,
And I remembered Brough Hill Fair:

And as I stumbled towards the glare .

I knew the sudden kindling meant 150
The Fait was over for the day,

And all the cattle folk away,

And gipsy folk and tinkers now

Were lighting supper-fires without

Each caravan and booth and tent, _

And as I climbed the stiff hill-brow

1 quite forgot my lucky hare.

T’d something else to think about;

For well I knew there’s broken meat .
For empty bellies after fair-time, 160
And looked to have a royal rare time,

With something rich and prime to eat,

And then to lie and toast my feet

All night beside the biggest fire.

But even as I neared the first
A pleasant whiff of stewing burst
From out a steaming pot abubble;
And as T stopped behind the folk
Who sprawled around and watched it seething,
A woman heard my eager breathing 170
And, turning, caught my hingry eye,
And called out to me: Draw in nigher,
Unless you find it too much trouble,
Or you've a nose for better fare
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Ard go to supper with the Squire—
You've gat the bungry parsen's airl
And all Jooked up and taok the joke,
As T dropped gladly to the ground
Among tem where they 2ll ay gazing
Upon the bubbling and the blazing.
My eyes were dazzled by the fire
At first, and then I glanced around,
And in those swarthy fire-lit faces—
‘Thongh drowsing in the glare 2nd heat
And snuffing the warm savour in,
Dead certain of their fill of meat—
I felt the bit between the tecth,
The fying hecls, the broken traces,
And heard the high-road ring beneath
The trampling hoofs, and knew them kin.
Then for the first time, standing there,
Behind the woman who had hailed me,
I saw a gisl with cyes astare
‘That looked in terror oet my head—
And all at once my coursge failed me .
For now again, and sore adread,
My hands were hot upon a hate
That struggled, strangling in 2 snare . . o
‘Then once more, as the girl stood clear
Before me, quaking cold with fear,
1 saw the hare look from her cyes.

And when at last I turned to see
What held her scared, I saw a man,
A fat man with dull cyes aleer,
‘Within the shadow of the van;

AndI was on the pomt to nsc
mamd Lim g e,

And would bzvc donc itina tlck'
241

Lo

200

e



‘ LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

When, suddenly alive with fright,
She started with red parted lips,

As though she guessed we’d come to grips,

And turned ber black eyes full on me. . ..
And as 1 looked into their light

My heart forgot the lust of fight,

And something shot me to the quick

And ran like wildfire through my blood,
And tingled to my finger-tips—

And in a dazzling flash I knew

T’d never been alive before . . .

Aqd she was mine for evermore,

While all the others slept asnore

In caravan and tent that night,

I lay alone beside the fire

And stared into the blazing core,

With eyes that would not shut or tire,
Because the best of all was true,

And they looked still into the light

Of her eyes, burning ever bright
Within the brightest coal for me. ., .
Once more I saw her, as she started
And glanced at me with red lips parted;
And as she looked, the frightened hare
Had fled her eyes, and merrily

She smiled with fine teeth flashing white,

As though she too were happy-hearted. . . .

Then she had trembled suddenly

And dropped her eyes, as that fat man
Stepped from the shadow of the van
And joined the citcle as the pot

Was lifted off 2nd, piping hot,

The supper steamed in wooden bowls.
Yet she had hardly touched a bite,
And never raised her eyes all night
‘To minc again, but on the coals,
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As I sat staring, she kad stared—

The black curls shining round her bead
From under the red kerchief tied

So nastily beneath ber chins

And she had stolen off to bed

Quite early, Jooking dazed and scared.
‘Then, all agape 2nd sleepy<cyed,

Eze long the others had turned in;
And 1 was tid of that fat pan

Who slouched away to bis own van.

And now befote the v2a I Lay,

With sleepless eyes awaiting day,

And 25 I gazed into the glare

1 heard behind 2 gentle stir,

And, turning round, I Jooked on her
Whete she stood on the little stair
Outside the van with listening air—
And i her eyes the hunted hare, . . .
And thea I saw her slip away,

A bundle underneath her arm,
Without 2 single glance at me,

1 lay 2 morent wondering,

My beast athump like anything,

Then, fearing she should come to harm,
1 sose and followed speedily

Whete she had vanished in the mght.
And 2s she heatd my step behind,

She started and stopped dezd with fright,
Then blundeted on as if struck blind:
And now as I caught up with ber,

Just a8 the tock the moorland track,

1 saw the hare’s eyes big and black . ..

She made as though she’d double back . . .

But, when she looked into my eyes,
She stood quite stull and did not stit ..«
Acd picking up her fallen pack
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1 tucked it *neath my atm, and she

Just took her luck quite quietly.

As she must take what chance might come
And would not have it otherwise,

And walked into the night with me
Without a word across the fells,

And all about us through the night

The mists were stealing, cold and white, 290
Down every rushy syke and slack:

But soon the moon swung into sight,
And as we went my heart was light

And singing like a buta ia flood,

And in my ears were tinkling bells;

My body was a rattled drum,

And fifes were shrilling through my blood
‘That summer night to think that she

Was walking through the world with me.

But when the 2ir with dawn was chill,” 100
As we were travelling down a hill

She broke the silence with low sobbing,

And told her tale, her bosom throbbing

As though her very heart was shaken

With fear she’d yet be avertaken. . . .

She’d always lived in caravans—

Her fathet’s gay as any man’s,

Grass-green picked out with red and yellow

And glittering brave with burnished brass

That sparkled in the sun like flame, 310
And window-cuttains white as snow. . . ,

But they had died ten years ago,

Her parents both, when fever came;

And they were buried side by side,

Somewhere beneath the wayside grass . . o

In times of sickaess they kept wide

Of towns and busybodies, so
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No parson’s of policeman’s tricks
Should bother them wheninafix...
Her father never could abide

A black coat or 2 blue, poot man. ...
And so Long Dick, a kindly fellow
When you could keep him from the ean,
And Meg, his easygoing wife,

Had taken her into thetr van

And kept her since her parents died. . . .
And she had lived a happy Life

Until Fat Pete’s young wife was taken ...
But, ever since, he'd pestered her, . o
And she dared scarcely breathe or stic
Lest she should sec his eyes aleer. . . %
And many a night she'd laio and shaken,
And very nearly died of fear,

Though safe enough within the van
With Mother Meg and her good man;
Fot, since Fat Pete was Long Dick’s fiiend,
And they weze thick 2nd sweet as honey,
And Dick owed Pete a pot of money,
She knew too well how it must end . ..
And she would rather lte stone-dead
Beneath the wayside grass than wed
With leering Pete, and live the Iife,

And die the death of his first wife. . . .
And so last night clean-daft with dread
She'd bundled up a pack and fled. . . o

When all the sobbing tale was out

She dried ker eyes and looked about

As though she’d left all fear behind,

And out of sight were out of mund. -
‘Then when the dawn was burning red,

D' bungry as a bas k 1 she sad,

And from the bundle took out bread:

And at the happy end of night

{
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We sat together by 2 burn
And eat a thick slice turn by turn, )
And laughed and kissed between each bite.

Then up again and on our way

We went and tramped the livelong day
The moorland trackways steep and rough,
Though there was little fear enough

That they would follow on our fight.

And then again a shiny aight
Among the honey-scented heather,

" We wandered in the moonblaze bright
‘Together through a land of light,
A lad and lass alone with life:
And merrily we laughed together
When, starting up from sleep, we heard
The cock-grouse talking to his wife—
And O/d Fat Pete she called the bird.

Six months and more have cantered by,
And, winter past, we’re out again—
We've left the fat and weatherwise

To keep their coops and reeking sties
And cat their fill of oven-pies,

While we win free and out again

To take potluck beneath the sky

With sun and moon and wind and tains
Six happy months . . . and yet at night
P've often wakened ia afitight

And looked upon her lying there
Beside me sleeping quietly,

Adread that when she waked I’d see
The hunted hare within her eyes,

And only last night as I slept
Beneath the shelter of a stack , .,
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THE BARREL-ORGAN

HERE’S a barsel-organ carolling across a golden street
In the City as the sun sinks low;

With a silvery cry of linnets in its dull mechanic beat,

As it dies into the sunset-glow;
And it pulses through the pleasures of the City and the pain

That surtound the singing organ like a large eternal light;
And they’ve given it a glory and a part to play again

In the Symphony that rules the day and night.

And now it’s marching onward through the realms of old

romance,
And trolling out a fond familiar tune, 10
And now it’s roaring cannon down to fight the King of
France,

And now it’s prattling softly to the maon,

And all around the organ there’s a sea without a shore
Of human joys and wonders and regrets;

To remember and to recompense the music evermore
For what the cold machinery forgets. . . .

Yes: as the music changes,
Like a prismatic glass,
It takes the light and ranges
Through all the moods that pass;
Dissects the common carnival
Of passions and regrets,
And gives the world a glimpse of all
The colour it forgets.

ao

And thete La Trariata sighs
Another sadder song;

And there I/ Troratore cries
A tale of deeper wrong;
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And then the troubadour begins to thill the golden street,
In the City as the sun sinks low;
And in all the gaudy buses there are scores of weary feet
Marking time, sweet time, with 2 dull mechanic beat,
And a thousand hearts are plunging to a love they’ll new
meet, N
Through the meadows of the sunset, through the poppi
and the wheat,
In the land where the dead dreams go.

So it’s Jetemiah, Jeremiah,
What have yow to say :
When you meet the garland girls -
Tripping on their way?

All around my gala hat
1 wear a wreath of roses
(A long and lonely year it is
T've waited for the May 1)
If anyone should ask you,
‘The reason why 1 wear it is—
My own true love, my true love is coming home to-day. 70

And it’s buy a bunch of violets for the lady

(I¥’s lilac-time in London I 1t's lilac-time in London I)
Buy 2 bunch of violets for the lady

While the sky buras blue above,

Oa the cther side of the street you'll find it shady

" (I¥'s lilac-time in London | It's lilac-tinse in London I)
Buy a bunch of violets for the lady,
And tell her she’s your own true love. -

There’s a barrel-organ carolling across a golden street

In the City as the sun sinks glittering and slow 8o
And the music’s not immortal; but the word has made it
sweet
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THE FISH ‘

12 cool curving world he lics

And ripples with dark ecstasies.
“The kind luxurious lapse 2nd steal
Shazpes all his universe to feel
And know and be; the clinging stream
Closes his memory, glooms his dream,
Who lips the roots o’ the shore, and glides
Supesb on unreturning tides.
Those silent waters weave for him
A fluctuant mutable world and dim,
Where wavering masses bulge and gape
Mysterious, and shape to shape
Dies momently through whorl and hollow,
And form 2nd line 2nd solid follow
Solid and line and form to dream
Fantastic down the eternal stream;
An obscure world, a shifting world,
Bulbous, or pulled to thin, or curled,
Or serpentine, or driving arrows,
Or serene slidings, or March narrows.
There slipping wave and shore are one,
And weed and mud.  No ray of sun,
But glow to glow fades down the deep
(As dream to unknown dream in sleep);
Shaken translucency llumes
The hyaline of drifting glooms;
The stranpe soft-handed depth subdues
Drowned colour there, but black to hues,
As death to living, decomposes—
Red darkness of the heart of roses,
Blue brilliant from dead starless skies,
And gold that lies behind the eyes,
The unknown unnameable sightless white
That is the esseatial flame of nighe,
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Lustreless purple, hooded green,
The myriad hues that lie between
Darkness and Darkaess! . . .

And all’s ore,
Gentle, embracing, quiet, dun,
The world be rests in, world he knows,
Perpetual curving, Oaly—grows
An eddy in that ordered falling,
A knowledge from the gloom, a calling
Weed in the wave, gleam in the mud—
‘The dark fire leaps along his blood;
Dateless and deathless, blind and still,
‘The intricate impulse works its will;
His woven world drops back; and ke,
Sans providence, sans memory,
Uacoascious 2nd directly driven,
Fades to some dank sufficient heaven,

O world of lips, O world of laughter,
‘Where hope 13 fieet and thought flies after,
Of lights in the clear night, of cries

That dnft along the wave and tise

‘Thia to the glittering stars above,

You know the hands, the eyes of love!
The strife of limbs, the sightless clinging,
The infinite distance, and the singing
Blown by the wind, 4 flame of sound,
The gleam, the flowers, and vast around
The horizon, and the heights above—
You know the sigh, the song of lovel

But there the night is close, and there

Darkness is cold and strange 20d bare;

And the secret deeps are whispesless;

And thythm is all deliciousness;

And joy is in the throbbing tide,

Whose intricate fingers beat and glide
233



LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

THE FISH ‘

a cool curving world he lies

And sipples with dack ecstasies,
"The kind luxurious lapse and steal
Shapes all his universe to feel -
And know and be; the clinging stream
Closes his memory, glooms his dream,
Who lips the roots o’ the shore, and glides
Superb on unreturning tides.
Those silent waters weave for him
A fluctuant mutable world and dim,
Whete wavering masses bulge and gape
Mysterious, and shape to shape
Dies momently through whosl and hollow,
And form and line and solid follow
Solid and line and form to dream
Fantastic down the eternal stream
An obscure world, a shifting world,
Bulbous, or pulled to thin, or curled,
Or serpentine, ot driving arrows,
Or serene slidings, or March narrows.
There slipping wave and shore are one,
And weed and mud.  No may of sun,
But glow to glow fades down the deep
(As dredm to unknown dream in sleep);
Shaken translucency illumes
The hyaline of drifting glooms;
The strange soft-handed depth subdues
Drowned colour there, but black to hues,
As death to living, decomposes—
Red darkness of the heart of roses,
Blue brilliant from dead starless skies,
And gold that lies behind the eyes,
‘The unknown unnameable sightless white
That is the essential flame of night,
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Lustreless purple, hooded green,
The myrad hucst:t licl between
od Darkness{. . .
Darkness a And sl one,
Gentle, embracing, quict, don,
The w(,nld he tests in, world he knows,
Perpetual curving. Qnly—grows 4
An eddy in that ordered falling,
A knowledge from the gloom, # calling
Weed in the wave, gleam in the mud-—
‘The dark fire leaps along his blood
Dateless znd deatbless, blind 20d still,
The intricate impulse works its will;
His woven world drops back; and he,
Sans providence, sans memory,
Unconscious and directly driven,
Fades to some dank sufficient heaven. 0

O wotld of lips, O wo1ld of laughter,
Where hope is fleet and thought flies after,
Of lights in the dleat night, of cries

That drift along the wave and sise

‘Thin to the glittering stars above,

You know the hands, the eyes of lovel
The strife of limbs, the sightless clinging,
The infinite distance, and the singing
Blown by the wind, a flame of sound,

The gleam, the flowers, and vast around 6o
‘The horizon, and the heights above—
You know the sigh, the song of lovel

But there the night is close, and there
Darkaess is cold and strange and bare;
And the secret deeps are whisperess;
And thythm is all deliciousness;

And joy is in the throbbing tide,
Whose intricate fingers beat a0d glide
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In felt bewildering harmonies

Of trembling touch; and music is
The exquisite knocking of the blood.
Space is no more, under the mud;
His bliss is older than the sun.

Silent and straight the waters run.
The lights, the cries, the willows dim,
And the dark tide ate one with him.,
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NOTES AND EXERCISES

PROTHALAMION
Epwrwp Seessen (13352 7-99)

m commemotates those days preceding 2 wedding, for it
aT‘;“rmp:ﬁa!y be called 2 weddingsong.  Spenser calls 1t * a Spousall
wene” It shows both hig love of beauty and the beauty of lovf.
Warten In hodiour of the Ladies Elizabeth and Kstbatine Somerset, it
s metody snd that rematkable sense of beauty found in all Spenser’s
B 0§ ThPamne— basan hze ha wga hoen *in merry London,

. . . o
* Lke s wounded snake, drags its slow length along.”

Nores
16, paramours, lovers,
26, flasket, 8 large basket, The word 1s sull used 1n Devonshire,
17, frateonsly, neatly.
$3. eftsoons, soon sfter, smmeduately.  Cf. Ancent Mariner, line 13,
78, Peness,  viver nsing in Thessaly.
19. Temps was the shore,
131, shend, shame, outshine.
I]z. xma‘;‘fg Eart of Leicester, with whom Spenser had Lived.
6. sex, who fed wn expedition 3 t 5 6.
148. Tbe Strats of Gibralear e et S n 139
174 baldric, belt.
Exercuses
,z'. zhk:cz*d‘fud; &i Spenser's e ate given in Protbalamion?
rom the poem (o) three examples of bea i
) thre  piccures” g 5 of exprson,
3. Why bas Prosbolamion retained & place in our literatare ?
* 237



LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

LYCIDAS
Joun Mo (1608-74)

. Milton wrote this elegy for a Cambridge collection of thirty-six
poems in memory of Fdward King, a promising poet and a fellow-
student at Cambridge. It is a pastoral elegy, in which the poet speaks
as a shepberd, Lyridas is not marked by any deep sense of pessonal
_ loss, but shows the poet’s regret at the loss of a young man who might
Iater have been of much value to poetry.

There are many romantic lines in this pastoral poem, as well as an
exposure of the ills of the time, particularly in regard to the clergy.
Lycidas, Milton reflects, is not dead, for he was 2 true son who lived a
goodly life. This triumph over death is * steeped in romantic beauty.”
Tennyson said “ Lysidas is 2 touchstone of poetic taste,”

“Strict pastoral was first written ot perfected by the Dorian Greeks
settled in Sicily. . . . The mettical strucrure of this plotous elegy is
partly detived from Italian models” (Palgrave). .

. Notes
9. peer, equal,

20. destined wrn, destiny.

33. oaten flute, seed pipe referred to in pastoral poetsy.

40. gadding, wandering, -

54. Mona, Anglesea. ’

5. Dera, tiver Dee.  King was drowned off the Welsh coast.

§8. Mue berself, Calliope, the Muse of epic poetry. She was the
vother of Orpheus, who was torn to pieces by the Thracian women.
}is head and his lyre were washed ashore ar Lesbos,

€3. Hebras, the siver in Thrace where Orpheus met bis death,

68~Gg. Names of shepherdesses,

88. 1y oat, pastoral poetry.

89. berald of the sea, Triton, who, at Neptune’s command, blew a
born to still the sea. ’ '

96. Hippotades, {Eolus, son of Hippotes, the ruler of the winds.

99. Panopz, daughter of Nereus, The Nereids dwelt in the Meditet-
fancan Sca,

101. A ship built during an eclipse was said to be ill-fated.
103. Camus, genius of the Cam,

109. A reference to St Peter,

111, amain, with force,

124, serenned, lean.

128, grim polf, the Church of Rome.

130, This may mean the executioner’s axe,
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Alsdeay, the tirergod, .

3? n;)x‘:;. Sition, the dog-star, wus bl 09 be e e of B,
thus tmaking people swanhy or browa

142, T3tbe, aatly. .

1:; :v;val!:w, 2 plase whose fowzn Ist bocg withooe f23ing,

131. kereat beorse, the poet’s graTe.

6o. Bellerns, 2 fabled Cormush ghant,

163. St Michael's g!wnx was guarded by 20 a5zl

152, 13 Northera Spain. 3 .

1. A drowned person was sopposed 10 become the grardaa spinit
of the shors near Which be was . A

189, Dotse Ly, Tbeocstus, Biog, aad Moschus srote in the Dode
dalect.

Exzrciszs

3. “ Lpcids is the loveliest clegy in our langoage” Discuss this
sttement.

3. What does Milton say about the clergy ia thus poem?

3. Whach elegy do you ptefer, Lyadas ot Adnas? Why?

4 “Lyndss 13 3 touchstone of poctic Bue”  What did Teangson
meanbythat? s the sratement jusnfied ?

3. Give cramples of melody and of barshaess ta this poers.

&, How do the classical references befp the posm?

L'ALLEGRO ano IL PENSEROSO
Joson Mivyone (1608-74)

Thae two potms are stwdies of the fame man in different tnoods,

mum e p:;ﬂ;} pocs. u?uq{_o ( The Cheerful Man ™) moves with
tapl aroso (" The Thoughtfid Man'™) does.

ooty Lo P emere T Thoghifd Mex™) dos.” Bach poen

et s wur siguage!  Thers ta s bor t.. fors

;Allmum ‘lPd thele lm;_llmml nature 13 typical :f‘fg?‘un!:mﬁ’;g:;:

h;‘;e:‘:ﬂ r;:\ Buron’ ;’;juwum; of almiboly, 1t was 2 custor of his
#metre, except for the H it

i ot ke o Fo g BT cosplr,
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L' Allegro
Notes

2. Cerberns, a dog with three heads, He dwelt oa the river Styx
and guatded the gates of Hades. .
12, yelep'd, named.
Euphrosyne, “ the light-hearted one,” one of the three Graces.
16. Barchus, the god of wine, to whom ivy was sacred.
24, buxom, lively.
debonair, clegant.
27. wanton wiles, playful ways.
2g. Hebe, goddess of youth.
43. in spite of, in order to defy,
48, twirted eglantine, honeysuckle,
62, dight, dressed.
G7. tale, number. . Cf. Sobrab and Rustum, line 288,
8o. Cynosure, centre of interest.  The Cynosura, the stars composing
the tail of the Lesser Bear, helped sailors to steer their courses,
83. Names of shepherds in pastoral poetry, as is Thestylis in line 88,
94. rebecks, fiddles with three strings.
toz, Foery Mab, She sent dreams,  Sce Romeo and Juliet, 1, .
104. Friar's lantern, will o' the wisp.
103§, drudging Goblin, Puck or Robin Goodfellow, who did the work,
113, erop-full, with well-filled stomach. Cf. Browning, “Irks cate
the crop-full bird.”
12§. Hymen, god of marriage.
132, Ben Jonson (1594~1637), the learned playwright.
sock, the symbol of comedy.  Cf. I Peseroso, line 102,
136. Lydien airs, tender music,
145. Orphens.  His music moved Pluto, the god of Hades, to set
frec his wife Eurydice. Orpheus was to Jead her out of Hades without
lookin} back., But he turned, and she had to go back to Plato.

147. Elysian.  Elysiuom was a place of beauty where the blessed
spirits dwelt, .

1T Penseroso
Nores
1o, Morpheus, the god of dreams.
18. Mermor’s sister, Hemera, noted for her beauty. The Ethlo-
pians were dark-skinned, .
. 19. starr’d Ethiop queen,  Cassiopeia, wife of Cepheus, an Ethiopian
king, boasted that she and ber daughter Andromeda wete mote beautifn)
than the sca-uymphs.  They were both tumed into stars,
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23, Virts, goddess of the home.
24. Saturn, supposed to have Introduced clvilized life. The name
is connceted with melancholy.
129, Ids, Mount 1da, in Cm: whcxt Jupiter was reared.
$0. Satum was deposed by bis tons.
36. Phlomel, the nightngale,
§7. plight, melody. -
59. Cynllm: the moon.
83. The watchman uttered charms to drive danger sway.
a8, Hermes, an Egyptian philosophcr held to be the source of sl
knowledge.
99- Tbtbu, a city of ancient Greece, celebraced in bivtory and drama,
Pelops.  Hs descendants were often ealled after him by the
poets, and their history forms the theme of much Greek trapedy,
toz. bushsn, the hugh-heeled boot uied by tragic acton to
their beight.
109. A reference 1o Chaucer’s unfinithed Squires Tale,
159. 2iored mindows, senroed glass.

Exrxcrses

1. * These two pocemns arz stud.es of the 272 fran in d ferent monde”
Drscuss thys stazement.

2. Gire three panallels from these poerms

3. From L‘AL’: descnbe * Morung,” and from I Peuirece
desenbe * Evmmg i

4 Wit references ate there 1 the pocms 10 (¢) Shakapare,
(8) Ben Jonson, () Orpheus?

1. Explun the narare of Milton's Puntnca) pa.z

£, Which poem stnkes y0u 13 brirg nearer 1 e prct’s bezt?

MAC TLECOE
Jero: Davoen (1451-1730)

Dryden, the leading Tory poet of Ls day, wrose Bl Flabnes in
1612 31 34 2ttack o1 Shadwell, e kadop Wby prer I the P
D1<‘a prn rdanle o Stadwela gup b e -r:;)m‘r-—-c:,zr

that Deplen's tyenry.eizhs glaps a1z oo §75 adued, once
toe frend {qu:;’ i ufm Ben Jorve n  bos miel, 22 bad et
¥55 prase fox Dryden,

For lige sdes 324 3 £om g 772

Fires o6 vt tms 2 ek 5% 3 B
Teoey chanpe: den bad ,x:—.n—rl}ry—' 2t Ceadel s
reis geacked g?acu thay AAwes Zibe. S0 = ¥ &, = iy,

2 — J




LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

Shadwell found himself the central figure of Mar Flecknoe and also as
Og in Absalor: and Achitophel. :

Mac Flecknoe means “ the son of Flecknoe,” a dabbler in poetry and
drama. One of his plays, Lore’s Kingdorm, is mentioned in this poem,
which, like most of Dryden’s work in poetry, is satirical. ** Satire is
a sort of glass wherein beholders do generally discover everybody’s
face but their own,” wrote Swift. *Dryden is a master of the heroic.
couplet, His pen can pour forth invective, but little tendemess, a
characteristic of his age. Not till he was fifty years of age did Dryden
take to poetry, and then he produced works such as Absalom and Achi-
tophel, which will never die. 1t was Aar Fleeknor that Pope took as
the model for the Dunrisd. As might be expected, Mar Flecknoe has
much topical matter in its lines, but as a piece of satire it is represehtative
of the satirical poetry of the Augustan period.

Norzes

3. Asgustns. He became master of Rome at thirty-three,

29. Heywood and Shirley, dramatists whose merits Dryden failed to see.

31, dwnce, from Duns Scotus, a man of great leaming, whose name
later beeame a byword for ignorance.

33. Norwich drugget, cloth or worsted made in Norwich.

42. ** Such a scene was not even played in your plays,” Shadwell
wrote a play called Epsonr Wells. . ]

49. Ariel was supposed to have chatmed the fishes with music.

$1. St André, a French dancing-master,

§2. Psycke, an opera by Shadwell,
b (51 5. Singleton, musician and actor, was leader of the King’s private
and.

37. Villerius, a character in D’ Avenant’s Siege of Rhodes.

62, Augusta, the Roman town on the site of which’ London arose.
Chzxglcs (I:I:1 wn; ;ontxgtimcs called Augustus,

3. Cause e Plague, Fire, Popish plots,

6s. bight, ca[lZd. B PP e

68. ;{x;r.re(y, training school for actors,

71, Maximins. Maximin was hero of Dryden’s Tyrannic 3

g2, Fletcher, the dramatist, £ydenfs Tyrannic Love

73. Jonson,  CE. L' Allegro, * Jonson’s learned sock.”

74 Simkin, cobbles. Shoemaking was called *“ the geatle craft.”

96, ¢linches, puns,

77. Panton, a noted punster.

8o. gd‘hfr,nthc Elizabethan dramatist.

83, Hete follow names of Shadwell’s plays and

93. Oglby. He translated the Iiad. Py charcrers.
96. Herringman, a bookseller,
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. Losdu Kir, dom, a plry by Feckoo N

lx?x. Gaﬂ: lerﬂ. Sie ?‘:!orze Ebaridre, g 225 ST
{rom s plays follo=s, L N ; .

Q:Tfﬁ?ﬂq, Sie Chatles Sedley, 4 wit, w59 ¥ =2 g R

Shadw:ll‘? l_iprzm.lfrl{l.- ez Y

. . LIS ‘

. Write 8 thort esay oa “ Satlre”
lz. What 1t the mestta and Ecferxs of s poas? . .
3. Which do you prefer, Acgzstan or lnc:ﬁ:;rf.:y”r !j:‘ .
2 Compure Dryden and Poge 23 poe=x. How 2 Sy aeliom Sz
pe?

THE RAYE OF THE LO
Asrsasvex Poye (15531540

De Quincey describes The Pape of the Lack 2z # S monr exoiche
monument of plasful faacy thar wrivenal Eremrzrs ofery” o fle
ol it * vhe most exquate prete of £me ek o ymret Tw
37 berviccomucal premn, bringy wperrariesl dovea wrs, e 1
10d ginng ¢ srange brllasey e vlenatie, Toval 2fim mune
¢ impornce.

m‘l:m w07y aronod wb . tte prees B wuven B dhag Loed Taree Yad
oot of 3 bock of Mata $ntels Fermrds baw. & S0y mogerl i
wrove. A Mo Cang (e rame 3 wmele S e 17 o2 fie 2rem o
sclied Pope abeazt e patver,  Fops Rermns wine g srmm AF vvn
canror, which ws vo wel rerirad pg? 2o aGied 0 09 i 2t Ayt
. 5 adlel Le gt af arnes
wd e Cave of Seme. 1= g, be nade w2 cxortof o, o 3 rE
1oox reavn (ot ke kxdumee: of immeraeredl Sungn. B 3 ovoea et
of bisant, g myaditiaan sy v Dssorm of s ante
The riducvn of fe ofghe, peries, Guarrsc ey, wot avmne
fromthe Ror crcac Savevscd v fe tomueal afem, bodver et
10 they, 1 @0t &z Vit woxrs o ssemerk. S g8 2t f
Sapp plae s Baonien? e Latleleids, v B un et Aiey eney or
Gen e Tiep be slonien 30 Seae v mvarien oA 4
Mab erpe wne Cemmy I ar T ne” Frel x i mrevna

of ﬂi‘n;un/ s Soell G Lexle Sreshen s duas Tor bz of 20
Leck " exzromey 22 2 mear Erushed i da seme
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LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

influences, but yet one in which arts of converse represent a very high
development of shrewd sense refined into vivid wit.”

Pope knew his powers and uscd them. He could always express
his thought clearly and concisely. He aimed at being a cotrect poet,
and his work shows the careful preparation of a conscientious crafts-
man. ‘The story he tells was just suited to his pen and his vehicle, the
heroic couplet,

Norzss

Caonto 1

20. Sylph, earth, air, water, and fire were,. respectively inhabited
by gnomes, sylphs, nymphs, and salamanders.
23. birth-night, anpiversary ball on a royal birthday, noted for its
clegance. i
32. JSilver foken, the fairies’ payment.
44. box, at the opera,
the ring, where charms and graces wete shown off on horseback,
s6. onbre, a card game originating in Spain,
115, Skock, a dog. Cf. Marbetd, 111, 1, 94, “ shoughs.”

Canto II
25, springes, snares,
38, vast French romances.  One consisted of ten volumes, each of
cight hundred pages,
79. wandering orbs, meteors.
103. slight, sleight.
10§. Diand’s law, chastity.
113. drops, pendants. "~
131. Jiyptics, substances that stop bleeding.
133, Icion. He was bound by Jupiter to a revolving wheel as a
punishment, | !
139. thrid, thread.

Canto IIT

3%. Mzg‘m;’org{ C_l{. B(r;wcr: “In the game of ombre, Spadille (the
ace of spades), Manille (the seven of trumps), and Bast
clubs}) are called < Matadores.’”” ps), and Basto (the ace of
4%, swecinet, girded,
42. balbert, pole-axe,
61, Pom, knave of clubs,
62. Loo, a card-game in which Pam is the highest card,
oz, Codille, . . . when those who defend the pool make more tricks
éganld)xosc who defend the game, which is called winning the codille”
oyle).
106, mill, coffec-mill.
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LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

influences, but et one in which arts of converse represent a very high
development of shrewd sense refined into vivid wit.”

Pope kaew his powers and used them. He could always express
his thought clearly and concisely. He aimed at being a correct poet,
and his work shows the careful preparation of a conscientious crafts-
man, ‘The story he tells was just suited to his pen and his vehicle, the
heroic couplet,

Norss

Canta I

20. Sylph, earth, air, water, and firc were,. respectively inhabited
by gnomes, sylphs, nymphs, and salamanders.

23. birth-night, anniversary ball on a royal birthday, noted for its
clegance,

32. silver foken, the fairies’ payment,

44. box, at the opera,

2be ring, where charms and graces were shown off on horseback,
56. ombre, a card game originating in Spain.
115, Sdock, a dog.  Cf. AMacbesh, 111, 1, 94, “ shoughs.”

Canto IT
25. springes, snares.
38, vast French romances. One consisted of ten volumes, each of
cight hundred pages.

79. wandering orbs, meteoss.
103. slight, sleight,
tas. Diand's law, chastity.
t13. drops, pendants. e
131. sfpptirs, substances that stop bleeding.

133, Ixion. He was bound by Jupiter to a revolving wheel as a
punishment,

139. thrid, thread.
Canto 111

33 Matadore.  Cf. Brewer: “In the game of ombre, Spadille (the
ace of spades), Manille (the seven of trumps), and Basto (the ace of
clubs) are calfed < Matadores.> >

43« suerinet, girded.

42. balbert, pole-axe.

61. Pam, knave of clubs,

62. Loo, a card-game in which Pam is the highest card.

92. Codille,* . . . when those who defend the pool make more tricks

zlgnn{l;ose who defend the game, which is called winning the codille”
oyle).
106, mill, coffec-mill,
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gg_M,xbﬂ“& sczmdaly, wED e memes of Ering pecgle
ocly aTphely dagied.

Ces [V
15, Sa%rt, Seliochaly, Do
13, Thelesiz, M ) ley, Sir Pizze’s sismen,

111, J;PH.S‘JG:':?EW wbo tock the roaver seSonCy,
124 chmid, prcled.
Cen V'
136, Pracatuz. He dloce 1w Pocsds tikes to the b ea B
deah L.
u;.w‘“':dl’:ocymdﬁg Ber lair, given s sz
c‘.::-:gmt.:ng)i,mw‘c,md e groap of stass et
e coesrelizea Leo.
135, Pusswesads's Liky, 23 ofd bie in Loodce, £7ed a0 1770, whese
Tany o wocde,
x)7.Parn.’;véex..,. ke, 2 favousts buz of e wint,
138, Gakler's ryes, the teleseope.
Exeycoees
1. W 2 tbor: auy oo “ The Agz of Pope,” with this poem as
yost basis.
1. O=Une the e2ory of Tée Pape of 130 Lack.
5. “ A meckberow e Discons € 25 3ppled © T2e Rafesf
Lack.

4 Coompars the bermic cocplet with lync metrmy.
3. Dscoxs the valday of the vee of the supermatzad in this poem
& Gire Eve web-known goorasions froe Tée Raze of f5¢ Lack.

ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCHYARD
Tuowas Grar (s716-71)

Few rmen with such 3 store of keamung #3d si3ch pomens of axpresica
E:v:l:ﬁsoﬁ:kvn-mgbr.md:bmu(}nybsdcm. *He tas
marched in20 fame with 3 few preces of poczry.” It tmay be thay be was
bom s the wrorg 2ze, for be is 2 poct of srong Rocwmtic tendencies,
lhaczhbel:r:ﬂyhvndntb;‘rnm.aﬂ! penod.  He md thar any
cxselencesin *5 poctry were .:mxber‘md’bvydc:.

The Flr - ‘-“r-—l—v [N}




LUNGER ENGLISH PUEMS

. has a simple philosophy and a calmness of emotion. *To what
reatness might these villagers bave aspired?” is the pocts theme.
round this he has built a word-perfect poem which has become
part of our language, full of sympathy, sincerity, and simplicity.
it Johnson, whose Life of Gray is one of the weakest in his Lires
r the Poets, admitted that the FElegy “abounds with images which
nd 2 mirror in every mind and with sentiments to which every bosom
sturns an echo,” and that is why the Elegy is read to-day.

Nores
1. eurfew, the bell giving the signal to extinguish fires and lights.

- was introduced by the Normans.,

12. reign, tealm.

13f. In Gray’s time the rich were buried in elaborate tombs inside
ie church. It is not on these that Gray reflects.

57. John Hampden, in 1636, sefused to pay the ship-money tax
wvied by the King without Parliamentary authority.

73. Gray had intended ending the Elegy with this stanza:

No more with reason and thyself at strife
Give anxious thoughts and endless wishes room §
But through the cool sequestered vale of life
Pursue the silent tenour of thy doom.

ExEercises

1. What are the leading thoughts in the Elegy?
2. Discuss Gray’s affinity with Romanticism.
3. Write an appreciation of the Elegy.

4 Give six well-known quotations from the Elegy, What novel
as words from this poem as its title ?

5> “In the Elrgy mediocrity said its own true wotd,”” Discuss this
riticism,

'61) Compate the theme of the poem with that of The Cotter’s Saturday
vight,

THE BARD

Tromas Gray (i7r6—7 )

Gray was the first of our poets to speak of Welsh poetry. W,

g been noted for her bards, and ;t’:day the chiff czycmonya}iﬁ ?ﬁ:
7elsh National Eisteddfod is the crowning of the bard.

The Bard, published in 1757, is based on the tradition that the Welsh
wrds were murdered in Anglesea. The poem is constructed on the
seck model of Pindar’s odes (see Livingstane’s Pageans of Gresz).
indar’s odes were elsborate choral pieces in honour of athletic victories
bere are three parts in the ode, a structure that Gray, unlike many
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x Lay heerred b T Bod The sirivhe gves the £
%z’a{f:m; e atarrrie stemy b B iy agTse
Enstl;de ol Fvmapritery of the gie] o oA

Graps et mems 2% Wil cocraed, bring docdared cbury 2ol 100
o for e Bk ey 20d ear 00 appresies. Ty tbow Gay's
eooed of Pomaenera,

. .

g, bk, g oz ef wal, OcgimTy i vrt 2 corer for sk aad
tonllens.

w2 Iz asly,

5. G¥'rior, Gy & Caaz, Eaed of G 3izt, wio condoared
e Sk Wk .

18 Morzower, Foger de Moieer, con of e Kingsbelmm b Nomh
wilen

1. Lleweliys serms bere to be taken fora bazd. The orber ey
2% of barks, cxmrx Moded, wio aypmans B0 Artuan kped
Mor2md

17, Sheoulf of Frem, Inbela, dmghter o P25 IV of Frooen,
Qe d Edn2l
dl%Cmrnqxﬂ;dmbnb:“;:z:deﬁ:pmdégTarc

o
131, Teresrm, s busd of Be 2% comrety.

Expoos
1. Docns e sereres of in ode,
. From Tl Eerd a=d the By wvitien is ¢ Ceontvy Curebyerd oy
22 Gy Wiz 3 Vraonaric io eempanimene
3. Gy el thae e o' te 2med 37 92 ~ temne concmeness o
g;-:ch.mm;:s;mx,zzﬂ eonal”  [Lasze i from

THE DESEATED VILLAGE

O Grmrmerrn (1728075)

Goiiemih bromgs 1 23 4 whek bad Ik oreemBcg
rsive el 3 teagry fon bad Vg bt e B Gy
tzhzr‘acm;’,'cu.ﬂ-‘az‘!é:tdac:tcu of camee 20d wame
éb-;;:nda:mvéammapu:bzﬂzmmd:ﬁg’:w—;ﬁ

Yie & voe Phe the prowed of eowme, 20d conpesamgeny 3
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[osing their glamout, and his sortow is mixed with indignation at the
extinction of ** a bold peasantry, their copntry’s pride.” .

He modelled the poem on Johnson's Lendon, but it has more life and
emotion than that poem, and certainly has a wider appeal.

Nortzs

1. .Aubiurn, probably Lissoy, Goldsmith’s native village in Ireland.
. s3. Bums was influenced by this poem. Cf, The Cotter's Saturday
Night, line 165. .

140 f. This famous portrait might have been suggested by his father
and bis brother, to whom be dedicated The Trareller. The words
“ with an income.of forty pounds a year™ appear in the ““ Dedication
to the Rev. Henry Goldsmith.”

209. tides, times.

210. gage, measute vessels,

232, Tbe twelve gosd rules, according to Hales, were: 1. Urge go.

bealths, 2. Profane no divine ordinances, 3. Touch no State matters.
4. Reveal no seerets. 5. Pick no quarrels. 6. Make no companions.
7. Maintain no ill opinion. 8. Keep no bad company. 9. Eacourage no
vice. to. Make no long meals. 11, Respect no grievances, 12. Lay
no wagers. hd
game of goose. This was played on a board on which at every

fourth and fifth compartment a goose was depicted.

305, The Enclosure Acts cut off the land from the peasants, * Seven
bundred such Acts were passed from 1760 to 1774 (Whiteford).

Exercises

« Quote the lines describing (a) the preacher, (b) the schoolmaster.
. Give an account of the country as Goldsmith saw it.

. Quote three similes, and paraphrase them.

. " Goldsmith’s couplet is more pleasing than Pope’s becanse of its
humaneness.” Discuss this,

Ns.b Compare the themes of Tés Deserted Village and The Cotter's Saturday
fgbt.

6. Write an appreciation of The Desersed Village,

E R ]

THE COTTER’S SATURDAY NIGHT
Rosert Burns (1759-96)
This poem was inscribed to Aikcn; a warm friend of the poet, who
wrote of bim: “ A warmer heart death ne’er made cold.,” It is of the

same mood 35 Gray’s " short but simple annals of the poor,” but it is a
fresh and original poctic achievement, with sincesity ringing through it.
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Tels & record of 8 pious race who revere bome-life.  Not is the plorure
orerdrawn,  * The household Life of Burns's parents is represented in
The Cotter' s Saturday Night, and the origin of those stanzas finely exhibits
15 continued presence of early salurary influences smd the tumultuous
pscings of the poct's beare.”

Burns is & poet of the people, simple and sincere,  The language of
this poem is partly English and pardy the dialeet of Ayrshire, the poem
being written 10 Spenseran stanzas.

Nores
A corter Is 2 small farmer, often 3 sub-tenant, senting g cottape snd

# few acres of land.

10, sugh, sigh of the wind.

13, ¢rass, Crows,

15, ward, drudBery.

1, siarber, sapper,

2z, ficdeerin’, futtering,

3. ngle, fire,

8, Eelyry, so0n.

9. a2, drive,

tentie vin, diligently run,

31, comme, easy.

35. der sar-gon penny fee, her bard.-won wages, fi, hire,

3. 1prere, wsks

42, smror, things not known, ncws.

44. gare, makes,

amaist, slmont,

A1, youmbers, youngstesy,

8. pdent, delighr,

4y fab, veifie

13 sy, knowing,

€1, bafTin, half and half, panly,

64, ben, the inner part of the house.

67, erocks, talks,

g blare, bashfit,

Tt dare, rest
93 sowpe, mulk.
Harkse, cow with & white face.
94 dallan, pasurion,
86 Beelbomed, carcfully preserved.
kebbuck, cherse,
Jell, vasty,
99 How 1t was a twelvemonth since the fax was in flower,
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103. bo'-Bibls, lazge Bible kept in the ha' or chief room.
10§, fyars, grey. )
haffets, temples.

107. wales, chooses, .

111~-113. Diordee, Martyrs, Elgin, names of Scottish psalm-tunes.

133-135. This line refers to St John the Divine, who wrote the Book
of Revelation. . o

166. Pope, Essay on Man, Epistle IV, line 248,

Exzrrcises

1. Outline the argument of The Cotter’s Saturday Nighi.

1. Describe the cotter’s home-life.

3. “ From scences like these, old Scotia’s grandeur springs.” Discuss
this in relation to the Scottish character, .

4. “Itis as a post of humanity that we remember Burns.”  Write a
short essay on this theme,

.

LINES COMPOSED A FEW MILES ABOVE
TINTERN ABBEY

WitriAx WonbsworTH (1770-1850)

The Lines composed a Few Miles above Tintern Abbey 1s Wordsworth's
most important contribution to the Lyrical Ballads of 1958. 1n this poem
be ignores his theory that poetry should be written “in a selection
of language actually used by men.” He proves to us that nature gives
him an ecstasy, a sublime fecling of the almighty power. He is a lover
of the meadows and the woods. Nature is able to give solace to the
soul and to foster tenderness: she can lead us nearer the divine.
The sights and sounds of nature give the poct memories that will serve
him in solitude and cheer him in sadness. * The older he grows the
deeper grows his intense joy in the beauty of the universe, for
’ Nature never did betray

The heart that loved her.

Wordsworth belicved that poetry should instruct. “ Bvery great
poct is a teacher: I wish either to be considered as a teacher, or as
nothing,” he wrote in a letter to Beaumont. It is the religious aspect
that js emphasized in his interpretation of nature. He is s=ldom
fanciful, for in 2ll his work be aims at reality. He is essentially a poet
of the open air. I Hart-Leap Well he expresses the character of his
wotk in a few fincs:

The moving accident is not my trade :
Ta freeze the blood I have no ready artss
*Tis my delight, alone in summer shade,
To pipe a simple sang for thinking hearts,
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Nores
Tintern Abbey fies amid grand and pictaresque scenery on the banks
of the river Wye, in Monmoathshire.
11, orvberd-1xfts, clusters of fruiterces.
(7% -réav_g;on, an oxymoron,  Cf. ™ bt
93-101. Impomant Lines showing bty beLd‘x
9. & setse sublimy, 8 deep fecling.
114. #how, Dorothy Woniswonh bis sister, whbo was his constant
companion, and, Lke hex brmbu, 2 lover of mature,  In 1832 a serious
sllness affected bes intel
Exexcises
1. How docs thus poem show Wordsworth's ideas on pature?
2. Write an appreciation of the poen.
3. Quote and explan the lines :
And 1 have [elt

A presence that duturbe me with the JoF v o0
And rolls through sl thusgs.

LAODAMIA
Witriax Worpswortit (1770-1850)

The Greek legend about Laodamia, the daughter of Acastus and
wife of Protesilfus, is the basts of this poem.  Her husband way slain
before Troy, thus fulfilling the prophecy that the fint to &t foot on
“Trojan sod should insundy be slain She bepped the gods that she
might be permrtted to scc bim once more, and was given permission o
talk to him for the space of three hours, Hermes, when the request
was granted, brought Protesilaus back to the upper world Protesilus,
after the allosted ume, died agamn, and wath him died Laidamia

The poem was inspired by Virgil, and Wordsworth sand, " Te cost
me tnore trouble than almost anything of equal lenprh 1 have cver
written,” Tt has a Stote moral, and is severe 1n 1ts philusopby  Selt
must be annulled, and we must

Learn by a mortal gearrung to scend —

Seeking s hugher object.
Bug, amid failure, * tears to human suffening are due ™ By furunude
only can we scck the higher thungy of Lfe.

Nores
9. Hermes, called Mercunus by the Romans, was the herdi! o

gods.  He was able to travel with the rapidity of wind
43 Delptse Orale, 18 the temple of Apolio was the Delptin O
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which was consulted by a pricstess named Pythia, She exhaled the
vapour which arose from a hole in the ground, and her words contained
the revelations of Apollo.  » _

65. Parce, the Fates. . . .

66. Sngian. The Styx was the principal river in Hades, across
which Chaton ferried the dead. Hence “stygian hue® means the
“hue of death.” i

71. Erebus signifies darkness. Tt is the space through which the
shades pass into Hades.

Exmrcises

1. What are Wordsworth's main ideas in Laodamia?

2. Which poem do you prefer, Tinfern Abbey ot Laodamla? hy?

3. Describe the legend of Laodamia. How far has Wordsworth
used it in this poem? ..

THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER
Samuen Tavior CoLERIDGB (1772-1834)

The Lyrical Ballads of 1798, which included The Ancient Mariner,
marked the starting-point proper of the Romantic Revival, Coleridge
was to teeat of ** characters supernatural or at least romantic ” ;3 Words-
worth was to “ give the charm of novelty to things of everyday life,”
and to call attention to *“ the loveliness and the wonders of the world
before us.”

The Anrient Mariner was founded on a deeam, but much is of Cole-
ridge’s own invention. He says that he gained some of the ideas from
Shelvocke’s Voyages. Poetry was but one of Coleridge’s pursuits, and
his work is often fragmentary and (like Christebel) unfinished. His
mind was ever giving him decp thoughts, but it was, said Southey,
“eternal activity without action.”  He can feel deeply and give you
word-pictures full of melody and foree.

The metre of The Ancient Moriner is the common ballad stanza of
four lines, of which the second and the fourth rhyme. Sometimes the
verse is extended to six lines, the sixth thyming with the second and
the fourth. One verse has nine lines. Thougb the poem is in ballad
form, there are differences from the ordinary ballad. It is longer than
a ballad, and possesses mote psychological intetest than a baflad; it
has much natural description,

The poem begins in the uncanny and ends in the uncanny. One of
the few great sea-poems we possess, it aims at displaying the psycho-
logical development of the mariner rather than at telling 2 story. You
will note that Caletidge docs not attempt the impossible task of describ-

ing the mariner, but suggests a picture, and you certainly have him in
your mind’s eye all the time.
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Norey
31, bon, Yow feMow, €L Aackerd, “ Thou eream-faced loon
13 gfuoms, soon afier, immedutely, Spenser uses the word,
which is now urchaic, in Procbalamion, line 35,
61. mvond, 1woon, 5
64. thorough, through. Cf. Puek’s * Thorough bush, thotough briae”!
15, sespers mimt, nine evenings. L
o8, wpriat,uprose,  Cf, Canserbury Tales (in the Knight's Tali),* And
fn the gardyn, at the sonne up-riste.”™
131, deatb-fires, corpre-candles ot dead men’s candles foretelling death.
These were phosphorescent lights scen 1n the tropical seas.
152, 3ut, knew,  Anglo-Saxon »i/an,  to know."
178, Hoaren's protber, the Virgaa Maty.
143, or, eoe, before,
297 nlly, uscless,
489. boly rood, the Cross,
$33. iny-tod, bush of ivy.
Exzncrses
1. Show bow Coleridge sustaing opr interest in the supernatural o
¢his poem.
.;nmm is the monl of the ballad? Does it help or hinder the

?
3. Grve six well-known quotations from the poem,
4 Name Ehﬁc great supematural poems 18 out languaage,  Compare
PRI P G D A

Al 1MV UE LAY
Lorn Brron (1788-1824)

This poem was written In 1816, when Byron knew very birle aberss
. "y ty] 2
Bornivard, It was inspieed by the night of the dungmrz wl::r:. for
1y years, Bonntvard had been impnsoned for a political matrer, Thery
Is utle resemblance berween Dyron's bere and the histonca) e,
lrmr were there any brmhchdwlll;'lhs apuve,  Later Byron wm& h}
on A

wout soonct on Bonnuvasd, T Couse of Chlon, which opea v

Ererasl Spinit of the ehainless Mind |

Lrightert in dungeons, Liberty, thou ant,
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The Prisenzr of Chillen is not one of Byron's greatest works, having
several lapses, but it shows his vigour and force. Hete is seen, as
well, the influence of Scott, Wordsworth, and Coleridge, whom Byron
desided when he thought fit. William Morris called Byron *the
greatest literary power of this century.” However much we disagree
with that nineteentb-century criticism, one thing is certain—he is a
fighter, loving conflict, and loving liberty, for which he ultimately gave
his life. * Who would be free, themselves must strike a blow.”

Notes

45. score, count—a notch or matk for keeping count. .
251. Just as the Ancient Mariner is saved by the play of the fishes,
50 is the Prisoner’s heart awakened by the song of the bird.
294. Cf. Wordsworth, The Daffodils.
331. A typical Wordsworthian line.

Exxercises

1. “ Byron is a poet of liberty.” Discuss this.

2. Relate the story of the poem.

3. Compare the ideas of The Castle of Chillon and The Prisoner of
Chillon,

4. In what ways does Byron use nature in this poem?

5. Does Byron succeed in picturing the wretchedness of the
Prisoner?

ADONAIS
Percy Byssae Suerimy (1792-1822)

Keats died at Rome in 1821, and Shelley, who was then living at Pisa,
lamented his early death in this beauriful elegy, the name of which be
adapted from Adonis. Shellcy was indignant because he had beard
that Keats was “snuff’d out ™ by the critics, to. whom he refers several
times in Adonais. Keats himself wrote, “ My own criticism has given
me pain without comparison beyond what Blacksved or the Quarterly
could possibly inflict; and also, when I feel I am right, no external
praise can give me such a glow as my own solitary reperception and
tatification of what is fine.”

The poem, written in Spenserian stanzas, is full of emotion, beauty,
and grandeur, and is used by Shelley to express his thoughts on ife and
death. Melody joins bands with deep thought, crearing a lovely poeme—
so Javely, indecd, that it is hard for the mind to encompass its charm,

Death?

Peacel peace! he is not dead, he doth not sleep—
He hath awakened from the dream of life.
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The throb of cmotion, the sorrow for & great lover of beauty, mark
this 3 great poem.  Where imagination could lead Shelley, there be

Shelley bad close acquaintance with the epitzph on Bion attribated
o Moschus, and this infuenced Admais, The pwodd did n:;t under-
:I?ndLShdl fz'w poets five vl they bave been dead a cestury. In

- - u . A .

*"1ts dymng last monotony,™

Norrs h

2. Urania, the spttitual goddess deseribed by Plato, not the Muse
of Asttonomy.  Milcon makes ber the spunt of poetry,

32. ibertude, slayes of Lberty,

36. The others may be Homer and Virgd or Homer and Dante.

43. A reference to Keats’s Irchells.

94, amadem, & beadband,

97- reeds, arrows.

107, clips, cobraces.

141. Narassus fell 1n love with his own reflection, and after death
was tansformed tato 2 Aower.

160, brere, briar.

179. ske intense afont, the mund.

191, Mother, Uranua,

238, A reference to the cniics,

264. Pdgrim of Etenity, Byron, who, however, was not present at
the death of Kears ; only Joseph Sevem, a panter, who had accome
pacied Keats to Inly, was there.

267. Shellcy thought Byron a grander g than be was, for Byron
1aid of Kears,

“Tis strange the mind, that fiery partide,

Should Let itself be ¢auf'd out by an arnde
(De# Juzs, Canto XIT, Stanza fx). Thers are ako the incs beginning,
= Who killed John Keats ?”

263. Irrne, Ireland, a reference to Moore.

176, Actzon-fiks  The hunter Actxon was changed into 2 stag and

by his own bounds.

397-315. Thus stanza refers to Letgh Hant, who was one of Keats’s
closest friends.

399-4a4. Chatterton, Sidney, and Lucan all died young, Keats dedi-
cated Erdymon to Chatterton’s memory
439 . Keats was buned 1 the Protsstant cemetery at Rome
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BxercIsES

1. Show how Shelley gives his views on life and death in Adonais.

2. To what various things is Keats compared ?

*3. Compare the central thought of Adonais with that of Lyrides.

3. * Adonais is an imaginative flight rather than an intellectval per-
formance.” Discuss this.

5. Wiite a few lines on cach of the poets mentioned in the poem.

6. Select three striking passages and paraphrase them,

THE EVE OF ST AGNES
Joum Kears (1795-1821)

The festival of St Agnes, 2 Roman maiden who was martyred at
the age of twelve in A.D. 303, during the rule of Diocletianeis on
January 21." Her symbol is 2 lamb (Latin, egrmus). It was believed
that on the eve of her festival maidens who carried out certain rites
would see their future husbands in dreams,

As with most of Keats’s poetry, we look through “magic case-
ments.”” Romance is around us in this medieval atmosphere. The
poem is adorned with richness of colour, though it lacks vigour. It
shows the influence of Speaser, and shows, too, that Keats is an artist
in wards and tdeas, Here be is the creator of things of beauty, which
he found at one with truth, Throughout the poem it will be noticed

that the cold and the storm are contrasted with the warmth and comfort
of Madeline’s chamber.

Norzs

§. Beadsman, * prayers-man.” °
12, meagre, weak,
31. chide, utter cries,
37. argent, gleaming,
revelry, revellers,
$2. supine, lying on the back,
J0. amort, unconscious,

117, §f Agnes’ mool.  Two lambs were blessed annually on $t Aéncs'
Day, and their wool was then offered up.

| 120, witel’s sieve. It kept out water. CE. Macbeth, ¥, 111, “ But in a
sieve I’ll thither sail.” :

126, mickle, much.
133. brook, refrain from,
173. ¢ates, cholce food.

174. Jambour frams, circular frame for stretching material for eme
broidery.
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216, ‘shieded seutcheon. This Is, ntrictly, tautological, for a scutcheon e
an heraldic shield. _

218, gules, red, un heraldic term,

237. poppred. Opwm 1s obtained from the poppy.

241, #1s5al, Roman Catholie book of prayess.

sogrt Payums, datk beathens

251, The mention of carpet Is an anachronism,

257. Morpbean amules, sleep charm of Morpheus, the god of dreams.

277. dremie, hermut, Cf. Kears's “Like Nature's patent, sleepless
eremite.”

1288, woqfid, interwoven,

292, La bellt dame sane merey. A fiftcenth-century French poem by

Chartier. Keats wrote his poem of the same name ia 1315,
377. aves, prayers to the Virgin,

Exencises

1. What is a Spenserian stan2a? Quote one. What other poems
In this book are in the same metre }

2. Say whether you think Lha! this pocm tustains Keats’s theme
“ Beauty is truth, truth beauty.

3 Write a short cssay on U The Medseval Atmospbete in Tée Bur of
St Agnes?

4. Give an account of the opening and the close of the poem.

5. What u the storv of the poem? Doxs it agree with the Jegend
connccted with St Agnes’ Eve

6 Desenbe (¢) Madeline, (8) " the aged creature.”

THE ARMADA "
Lorp Macavrar (1800-36)

Every one knows the story of the Spanish Armada. Macaulzy here
puts it Inta verse, md a s uury-:ell:r 1n verse * he had no supcrior
i bus genersuon His Layr of Ancuns Rom, like this poem, carry
the reader along. There is Lttle philosophy or deep thought in the
oem ; there should be none.  You move along with the thythm and
jotn in the story, and that is the mark of greatacss in ballad poctry

Exeacises
1. Account for the popularity of Mzuuhy s pocty.
1n thus book.

2. Compare the tea-poems you find
3. Relate, with quotations, the story of the poem,

m
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MORTE D’ARTHUR
Lorp TeENNTYSON (1809~92)

The Arthurian legend figures prominently in our literature, Sit
Thomas Malory’s prose version of the legend (1472) was used by
Tennyson for his sources ; Malory in tum had help trom the work of
Geofirey of Monmouth. It is well to read the Morte &’ Arshar side by
side with Malory. Here are two examples from Malory :

What saw you there ? said the King. Sir, he said, I saw nothing
but the waters wappe and the waves wange,

Then he threw thesword as far into the water as he might: And
there came an arm and an hand above the water and met it and caught
it and so shook it thrice and brandished and then vanished away the
band with the sword into the water.

King Arthur is supposed to have lived about the sixth ceatury and -
to have formed a band of knights of equal ank who sat at the Round
Table. The knights vowed themselves to honour and chastity and
“¢o ride abroad redressing human wrongs.”” They searched for the
Holy Grail, the cup used by the Lord at the Last Supper. Only Sit
Galahad achieved the quest.  The knights fell from grace,  the latest
left of all the knights *” being Sir Bedivere, In the last battle Arthur
received a mortal wound, and was carred to the lake, whenee he was
taken *“ to the island-valley of Avilion.”

This poem is a fine example of Tennyson’s powers. He himself
believed firmly in the moral and spiritusl power of poetry. He said:
* There is something better than art for art’s sake, and that is art for
man’s sake.”

Nortes -
4. Lyonnesse, a submesged land (traditional) between Land’s End
and the Scilly Isles.
21. Cemelot, the capital town of King Acthue,
23, AMerlin, the wizard and enchanter,

139. @ streamer of the northern morn, the Aurora Botealis, streamers of
light sometimes seen in the northern skies,

140. moving isles of winter, icebergs.

21§, greares, cuisses, armour for the legs and thighs.

259, Avilion, or Avalon. This may be Glastonbury in Somerset or
some western isle. ¥t means ** the island of apples.”

Exercises

1. Describe (a) Bxcalibur, (6) the departure of Asthur,

2. Give examples from the poem of () similes, (5) onomatopeei
(¢) descriptive adjectives, © » @ ope

3+ Relate the story of the poem and compare it with Malory's version.
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THE LOTOS-EATERS
Loxp TennTson (1809-92)

The incident upon which Tennyson bases this poem accurs in the
Odyssey of Homer, Doak IX. The ship of Odysscus reached the land
of the Lotophagi, where grew the lotos-tree.  Two of the crew were
given the fruit of the lotos to eat by the natives, but Odysseus got
them away 5o that all his men should not be infected, for all who ate
of this fruit entered into forgetfulness, lost all their aspirations, zad
dufted along in dreamful ease.

These lotos-caters bave had enough of acuon.  Why should they try
to progress?

Death is the end of Lfe; ab, why
Should Lfe all labour be 2

The poem is in strong contrast to Ulysser, the bero of which will
“drink bfe to the lees.” With him ** same work of noble note may yet
be done,” 3 much truer phi hy than that of the ] , wha
would ruin eny world. .

The Lofas-saters is 4 splendid example of Tennyson’s power of word-
music and melody, snd shows how suscepuble he was to patral
beauty.

Nores

1. “ A wonderful sense of melody 13 shown in Tde Lotor-eaters”
Doyou agree? Guve reasans for your optnion.

2. How does Tenngson give pictures of dreamful easc? Give
quotations to tllustrate your answer.

3. What reflections on Lfe and death do you find bere ?

ANDREA DEL SARTO
Ronexr BrowNmNG (1812-89)
Andrea del Sarto (“ Son of the Tailor™) was 2 famous painter who lived
from 1486 0 1331, He marned Lucrezia i ty12. He had spent money

entrusted to him for the purchase of pictures for the King of France
on his wife, with whom he was infatuated. She deserted hum lates,
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In this poem he is shown a3 a painter whose disposition is the cause
of his failures. He has no passionate energy, and is without that fire that
burns in artistic souls. His wife tolerates him for his money, and one
can only feel sotrow for this artist who could bave done much if he
bad had some one to direct his gaze to the stars.

Kenyon wrote to Browning asking for a copy of a painting by
Andrea, and Browning, not being able to get a copy, wrote ‘this porm
instead. He took the story from Vasar’s Lives of the Ilustrions
Painters, where the writer pictures Lucrezia as a mean, selfish, and
subtle woman. She was of great physical beauty, but Browning
paints her as sensual and garish, Browning was intensely interested
in aet, and in his poems he takes 2 moment in the life of the artist and
from it deduces the whole life. It is not enough to have sensuous
beauty, you must have soul besides—that is the teaching of the poem.

Nores

15. Fiesole, a small town near Florence.

78, The higher the ideal, the Jess the certainty of attainment, Cf.
The Grammarion's Fimeral,

93. Morello, a hill of the Apennines.

96-97. A man must always strive; one can touch higher than one
can grasp.
104. Urbinate, Rafael Santi (1483-1520), usually known as Raphael, 2
great painter and 2 man of a lovable narure.

. 129. Angelo, Michelangelo (1475-1564), painter, sculptor, and archi-
ect.

149. Fontaineblean. Here was one of the chief residences of the
French kings. )

172, Love was to be the greatest triumph.

177. Rafacl painted mostly in Rome; hence * the Romaa’s.”

209. cuc-owls, common birds in the Mediterranean lands,

240, soudi, crowns. -

262, Leonard, Leonardo da Vinci (1452-1 519), painter and sculptor.

Exercises

1. What has Browning to say on * Life ” in this poem?

2. Write an essay on “ Ideals and Achievem ' givi i
from Andrea del Sarto, R BITing quotadons

3. Explain:
(a) Ah, but 2 man"s reach should i
Or what's 2 Heaven for ? xcesd B graspy

%bg And thus we half-men struggle,
¢) Love, we are in God's hand.,
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BY THE FIRESIDE
Rovear Browwms (1812-15)

In Browning's work there is a constant reminder that triumphs and
glories are all very well, but “ Love 13 best”” In this poem there
crecps the Iife of Mr and Mn Browning, pedect 1 1ts love u:d
inumacy. Nothing could mar their happiness.

O thou satl of my soul, T ehall clarp thee again,
And mith God be the rest !

be concludes one poem. Throughout By t& Fire-side memonu of
days when they bad wandered 1 the woods come back to the poet in
the wmm evenung  His wife must be with him in a}) his hfc, emotonal
and in:
And I must feel your brain prompt miae,
and eo they can belp each othet to feel “new depths of the divine.”
Man has *“two soul sides”; onc to show the world and ope, the
nobler, for his own fire-sde, Few greater tubutes bave been pad
to 2 woman than Browning pays hi wife bere,
Nores

84. freaked, Cf Muton, Lyodar, ine 144, ““the pansy freak’d with
P
73+ The soft part rotted away from the hemp-stalks. .
95, The year 569,
101, Leoror, possibly suggested by Beethoven's opers Fidelo,
110. bem, the end of Life
185. chrysolite, a precous stone varying in eologr from pale yellow to
dark green ‘

230, Nearness is not enongh ; you tmust * join two Lves.”
262. The Lfe of love makes a gamn for earth and heaven.

Extzcrses -

1. Quote three tnbutes to Mu Bmwmm’; from By the Fire-side.

What do you know of Mrs Brownin,
2. * Life, I know not what thou m" said 2 poet. How would

Browning answer that remark ?
5. 13 Brownuag’s opunusm evideat 10 By tbe Fire-nids?
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SOHRAB AND RUSTUM
MarrHew Arxond (1822-88)

This poem is based on an episode in the Skab Nameb, or Book of
Kings, a Persian epic written by Firdausi toward the end of the tenth
gentury. The story unfolds itself as the poem moves along. Amold
said that he had taken a great deal of trouble to Orientalize the similes,
because * T thought they looked strange and jarred, if western.”” It is
not necessary to attempt to identify the Oriental names, which are in-
cluded to give the Bastern atmosphere. One should try to appreciate
the beauty of the poem, direct in its simplicity and lightened by similes.

Amold as a poet is “ more classical in form than any other English
poct except Milton.” His chief modcls were the Grecks and Goethe
and Wordsworth, Sobrab and Rustum is written in blank verse of
much dignity, and is onc of the most popular of English poems.

Norzs

115, frore, frozen.

268. spine, crest or peak.

288, fale, number. Cf. “And cvery shepherd tells his tale®
(L' Allegro, line 67).

452, autumn-star, Sirius, the dog-star, reputed of evil influence.

497. shore, cut, sheared. :

§70. glass, reflect,

$96. breited up, reported.

679. griffin, a fabulous monster with the body of a lion and the head
and wings of an eagle. ’

Exzrcisns

. Describe the fight between Sohrab and Rustum.

. Give six examples of the Eastem atmosphere of the poem.
. “ A wonderful selection of similes.”  Justify this statement,
. Give your reasons for liking or disliking this poem.,

. Wherein rests the greatness of this poem ?

. Write an appreciation of Sebrab and Rusium,

WA DU N

THERE IS A HILL BESIDE THE SILVER THAMES
Rosery Brinoces (1844-1930)

Before be produced The Testament of Beanty in his cighty-6ifth year,
Dt Bridges was most widely known by some immortal lyrics. He has
always loved beauty in the lives of men and in nature. He has sought
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nd found beanty everywhere. He can 2lso face the problems of bfe,
nd is closely in touch with the things that matter. He has his own
tandards of poctry, and has 2dded glory to the office of Poet Laureate.

The poem we have selected is 2 lovely example of bis Iyvical work in
n wnusual metre, It explans jrsclf, with its atmosphere of calm and
nature-love.  Solitude rules inthis bower, with Beauty as her mate.
What greater expression could one have than * odorons pine ™ ?

Nores
22. mysofe, the forget-me-not.
30, nemuphars, water-liltes.

Exercises

1. Write 2 short account of the mood of this poem.
2. Give a word-picture of () the angler, (b) the shep
3. What Sowers are mentioned here ?

THE CHILD AND THE MARINER
W. H. Davies (b 1871-1940)

“W. H. Davies has told us his exciting adventures in his Aurobingraply of
a Sper-tramp ; in Tke Child and the Marsner there is more autobiography.
The poem is 1 fine example of character-study of an mtensely interest-
10g pature. There 15 the delight that is found in all Daviess work,
though at times sorrow laims a place in his poetry, for hus Life was for
Jong 2 hard struggle, and only courage brought him through

He 12 best known 28 2 Ivnie noet. and it ie elear that Wardewarth

and imagnaton, but none the less real. And the grandfather is oo
uncommon soul, for be exists, and we have gl met him,

Exercises

1. Describe, with quotation, the grandfather and his possessions,
2. Describe, with quotauon, the character of the Manner,
3. What tales did the Manser relate ?
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THE LAST COACHLOAD
WarLrer pE LA Mare (b 1873)

Mr de la Mare is 2 poet with a wonderful sense of melody, and,
besides, be is a thinker., His poems are not the expression of a theme
of the passing moment, but are concerned with the permanent things,
for he believes that poetry is not a pretry embroidery on the bem of
life, but is life itself. He loves to dwell amid dreams, ghosts, problems
of lifc and death, facts and fancies, He is * saturated with youth and
poetry.”” Children claim a special place in his heart, and be has some-
thing for the child and the older child who bas not lost his sense of
beauty. His work shows intensc imagination, and is the product of a
deep thinker.

Ths Last Coachload is a poem with beautiful phrasing ; you can see
each picture clearly defined. Every line tells its own tale, then, after
you have pondered over the poem, another light begins to dawn on you.
Who is this ancient coachman and what the coach?

Nores

. ? Jelloe, felly, the part between the spokes and the tire of a cart-
wocei.

20, yafffe, the green woodpecker, an onomatopeic word.

ExErcrses

1. What is the theme of The Last Coochload?
2, Give six examples of ¢ pictures* from this poem.
3. How do the pictutes of nature and animals help the poem?

THE HARE
WiLrrip Gusson (b, 1878)

One cannot miss the beauty and the force of Mr Gibson’s poetry,
nor can one miss his love of beauty. * Beauty dies not, though you
blast and lay it waste.” Life is a thing to enjoy is the poet’s message,
and 'bc finds his enjoyment in nature, which he knows so intimately,
and in human nature, in which he can always find, beneath a rugged
exterior, the soul of beauty and glory.

Mr Gibson finds his themes everywhere, in the mill, the mine, on the
moor, or in the dell.  Mankind in all its moods interests him intensely,
and his poems have the great mesit of being very readable 2ad interest-
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ing. sastaining the dramatic intercst from beginning to end. Many
poems concern * the fnendly folk ™ be knew in bis beloved Nonbum-
berland, and be bas taken them 1s they are, and from their apparently
humdrum lives be ha¥ gathered the materials from w hich be bas woven
poems,  He will not mercly hope m future things.  Joy i now,
Erery dawn's  golden bey .
To unleck my trrasury—
Heaven here and now far me.

Tn Thr Hare the atmospbere is created 1n the opening lines.  Then
the story moves on, nature giving wiy to human nature. The fear of
the hare puts the reader into the correct frame of mind to realize the
fear that follows. One is struck in Mx Gibson’s verse with the ease
of the thythm: it seems o natural, and just what should follow surely
follows.  The characters say what you would expect them to say.
Underneath the pasrative hes tis message. Mr Gibsons love of
humanity will show many readees for years to come ghimpses of those
emotions that govern the workaday world.

Exrreses

1. Deseribe the story of ThaHore,

2. * Wifnd Gibson 13 a lover of nature and buman nature.”” Discust
this statement.

3. What examples of expressions which seem to come of their own
accord can be found in The Hore?

THB BARREL-ORGAN
Arrzep Nores (b, 1880)

Ms Noyes is well known as & writer of musical verss.  Some of his
poems go with 2 swing and fine thythm, and yet give the reades some-
thing 10 ponder over.  In other poems thought predorminates, though
we are sull charmed by the mustcal language 1n which 1t 15 othed
The Torch-beorers is 2 semies of poems which dlustrates this, 'scieace
forming the theme of the poems. Limmrur 13 o particulatly fine
example from this series.

In The Barrelorgan—s0 ordinary an wstrament, yet the bringer of
welcome music to some souls—-one Rotes how the thythm changes

hk:ul prismatic glass” and glides away wto the melody of thar lovely
fyne Come down to Kew,” This 1 2 happy poem, through which
yOu can swing your way with esse and great pleasure. Not ) poets
an give you a melodiously told story as Me Noyes can—read Tis

28y



LONGER ENGLISH POEMS

Highwayman., Note in The Barrel-organ the diffesent moods, the.subtle
changes to suit the sense,

ExErcises

1. Show how the poct uses differént metres in The Barrelorgan
Quote examples.

2. Quote (4) melodious lines from the poem, (5) the refrain,

3. What does the poet say of life and people in the city?

THE FiSH
Rurert Brookr (1887-1915)

The early death of Rupert Brooke, one of those ** buds nipp’d by an
envious worm,” took away 2 singer and a lover of beauty, He died on
War service, at Seyros, in 1915, but he left behind him more than the
mere signs of poctic promise. The War took toll of fine men like Edward
Thomas, who prophesied that Rupert Brooke would be * not a little
poet.” Though these men have reached their joumey’s end, they have
left plimpses of their thoughts and feelings. No nation can afford to
lose such men as Rupert Brooke, of whom it has been finely said, “ only
the echoes and the memory remain, but they will linger.”

In The Fish the poet tries to look at things from the point of
view of a fish, He deseribes its “fluctwant mutable wordd.” It is
a difficult task. Another poem, named Heaven, where fish * ponder
deep wisdom,” should be compared with this poem.

Norrs

26, kyaline, transparency. b

Exercises

1. Hoyv does the poct depict the life of a fish ?
. :.?Wntc n criticism of the poem. Does The Fish succeed in jts
aim : ’

3. Give an account of the life of Rupert Brooke,

3. Give an : - What, in your
opinion, is his greatest poetic achievement? -

SPECIMEN -
SMITTED FOR THE YEAR 760






