


Longer Poems

of the

Nineteenth Century

Second Series. 1850—1900

SELECTED
AND WITH AN INTRODUCTION AND NOTEs
BY
EDWARD PARKER,
MA,PAD, DipEd
Elghmstone College, Bombay

HPROIIIEN.

BLACKIE & SON LIMITED
LONDON AND GLASGOW
1932



& SoN LIMITED

17 Stankope
BLACKIE & SoN (IND!
Warwick House, F
Brackie & Sox (CANADA

‘Toronto

Printed

on
Glasgore

A) LIMITED
art Street, Bombay

) LIMITED

in Great Britain by Black

ie €& Son,

Ltd., Glasgow



CONTENTS

IntroDUCTION - - - - -
TENNYSON—

In MryoRiaM, xxi-xxvit . -

TitHoNts = -« . - -
MATTHEW ARNOLD—

Tie Scnouar Giesy - -
ROBERT BROWNING—

Fra Liero Liept « - - -
CHRISTINA ROSSETTI—

Tue Prince’s Procress -« -
WILLIAM MORRIS~

‘Tie SLayinG oF Kiurran Orarson
SWINBURNE—

Hermuss - - - - -
LORD DE TADLEY—

‘Tue Count OF SeNu1s at s Toner
DANTL GABRIEL ROSSCTTI-—

Tue Wite Sme - - - -
FRANCIS THOMPSON—

‘Tue Houap or HEAVEN - - .

Notet - = -« = =« =+ =

Page
i

21

6

59

82

88



NOTE

The Editor and Publishers desire to acknotledge kind permission i1
respect of the following poems:

Hertha, Messrs, Willinm Heinemann Lid,

The Count of Senlis at his Toilet, Mr. Leicester Warren,
The White Ship. Measrs. Ellis.

The Hound of Heaven. Mr. Wilfrid Meynell,



INTRODUCTION

In 1850 Wordsworth died and Tennyson became
Poet Laureate in the stead of one whom he himsell
described as having * uttered nothing base ™. This
event and the moral tag attached to it usher in the period
and spirit of Victorianism at once. It is the age both
of Tennyson and of a high moral tone. Even the
shockers of this moral tone—with Swinburne at their
head—subscribe to the doctrine of its predominance by
the violence of their resistance.

But, und: h this eminentl; pectable exterior
there is going forward an immense work of destrucuon
and reconstruction. For the poets it is a time of intense
fears, of spiritual agonizings, and of heresies; it 1s 2
time also of more or less complete denial of the con-
temporary world and of flight into the medizval and
ancient ages for relief.

The trouble came in two waves, an earlier agitation
created by rationalistic theology in Germany and a later
caused by new theorics in biology in England itself.
The former movement, taking nse in the eighteenth
century, first affected England powerfully in 1846 when
George Eliot published anonymously her translation of
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viii INTRODUCTION

David Strauss’s Life of Jesus, a characteristically cold
and clear analysis of the inconsistent and irrational
elements in the received evangelical life of Christ. The
Jatter disturbance took its rise mainly from the publica-
tion of Darwin’s Origin of Species in 1859. More than a
decade lies, therefore, between the two impulses, repre-
sented by these books, towards the revision of long-
accepted dogmas in the spiritual and natural worlds.

The nineteenth century is, then, the period of gradual
acceptance and application of historical principles and
an historical view-point in theological, scientific, and
artistic studies. The leaven of Bacon, calmly disregarded
by the Elizabethans with their anachronisms, had by
now permeated the whole Western European mind, and
a thinking man must, in the latter half of the century,
accept the scientific historical standpoint or be labelled
a reactionary.

The English mind of 1830 into which these new ideas
irrupted was, however, strongly charged with religious
fervour. On the one hand, the eighteenth - century
work of the Wesleys and Whitefield, though conducted
mainly among the lower classes, had borne fruit in a
strong evangelical sentiment in religious worship and
preaching, and, on the other, the Romantic return to
the Middle Ages had cncouraged a taste for ritual
splendour and a new understanding of the subtlety and
power of the medival religious mind which came
out strongly in the Oxford Movement of the early ’30’s.
Thus were both Low Church and High Church re-
newcfi and fortified, while the Dissenting bodies grew
steadily in adherents and interested themselves in-

c.reasingly in education from the primary to the univer-
sity stage.
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All the stronger must the conflict rage round the
question as to what the truth was that must be pro-
mulgated through the pulpit and taught through the
schools, whether a literal interpretation of the word
of the Authnnzed Versmn of the English Bible with all
that depend ded the 2ge of the
carth (zccordmg to Archbuhop Usher) and the Fall
of Man from an estate ** a little lower than the angels ,
or a trust in the new sciences of the Higher Cri!icism
in theology and of geology and the Ascent of Man from
a position but httle removed from the anthropoid ape;
whether of Orthodox Faith or of Scientific Scepticism.

For some few minds there were other courses open
than either the rejection or the aceeptance of old theology
or new science. There was the possibility of reversion
to old pagan faiths, pre-Christian and pre-scientific, but
brushed up to suit a modern mind and outlook; there
was also the possibility of throwing aside the whole
dispute as an insoluble problem, of brushing away the
noisy disputants as though they were flies infesting the
otherwise screne beauty of pure art. Howmever it be,
the poets of 1850 to 1900 all array themselves on one
side or another of these central debates of their age,
all have their say or state their denial, all have to be
approached as combatants in the stricken field of
Modernism v. Medixzvalism which has decided the in-
tellectual map of present-day Europe.

One other aspect of English hife with 1ts reflex on the
English mind there is which needs mention 1 order
to gain 2 completer picture of the intellectual struggle
which produced Iterature in the second half of the
century. This is the phenomenal growth of trade and
commercial wealth in England since the onset of the

(z134) Az




x INTRODUCTION

Industrial Revolution which arose from the application
of steam in industry and the invention of a number of
machines for the woollen and cotton industries in the
second half of the eighteenth century. This application
and these inventions gave England nearly half a century’s
start over other European countries in the industrial
race of competition and also forced a huge growth of the
cities at the expense of the countryside, driving the
workers at the old cottage-industries with their hand-
worked machines into the new power-driven mills.
Hence arose the beginnings of Trade Unionism, a time
of terrible struggle for the working classes and the
debating up and down and the practice of Free Trade
and unrestricted competition, the testing in the fire of
actual experience of the economic principles of Adam
Smith, Bentham, Malthus, and Ricardo. The intellec-
tual reflection of these strugples is, however, to be
found much more in the prose of the period, in Carlyle,
Ruskin, and the Social Novel of Charles Kingsley and
George Eliot, than in poetry, though the latter is by
no means untouched by the strife. The following
selections contain, however, no example of a poem
dealing with social conditions of the time, and this

aspect of English life may, therefore, be left with bare
mention and no more.

TENNYSON

The three volumes of poetry which Tennyson had
published before his accession to the Laurcateship had
proved him not only a master of technique equal to
any predecessor in his office but a man deeply in-
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terested and competent in the main intellectnal studies
and problems of his day, The classical literatures,
history, and natural science were already favourite
pursuits of the young poet when he entered Cambridgc
University in 1828. The University was then gx\cn
over entirely to b ics, so far as dis-
tinction was concerned, but Tennyson spent his four
years there in further classical studies, in which no
Euglxsh poet smcc \Ilhon hzs bccn hxs equal, and in
the i 1 y of a
group of fellow-students who, from their number. were
known as the * Apostles ” and who nearly all achieved
high distinction 1n later life in various fields of public
life and of scholarship. His closest intis by far was
Arthur Hallam, 2 man for whose ability and character
no encomium seemed too high. In the summer of
1830 the two men travelled to the Pyrenees to aid some
Spanish rebels, 2 sign that thcu' activities were not
merely fined to bl intellec-
tually, Hallam would have been more closely altied
to Tennyson by marriage with the poet's sister Emily,
but his life was suddenly cut short by illness in 1833
while he was in Vienna. Tennyson's first expression
of his grief is to be found in Ulysses, perhaps the greatest
of his early poems; the maturer expression, fruit of
seventeen years’ painful debate with himself, is In
Memoriam, published 1 1830.

The whole poem is a string of 130 lynes connected
together both by 2 sense of passage of tume and by
the thcmes treated. The themes are Low: Death, and

“J-" arising i ly from the
conflict owsxoncd in Tennyson by the loss of Hallam.
The poet, faced with the boddy loss of his friend, n}\ﬁm
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believe that either the friend is lost for ever or that he
exists in some immuortal shape and that reunion will
follow., Every aspect of the question of personal im-
mortality is, therefore, gone over in impassioned search
for a basis of faith, since proof there can be none. But,
deeper still than even this great question is the necessity
that, whether immortality be or not, love must remain.
The proof of the poet’s soul and of his manhood is that
his feeling for his friend should survive death itself
and triumph over time.

The sections selected come from the earlier part of
the poem where the sense of loss is still very keen and
before the philosophic and scientific aspects of life and
death are entered upon. They form a complete part
in themselves, showing how the thought is held con-
tinuously over a series of lyrics. In this way the chrono-
logical sense of passage of time over three consecutive
Christmases is kept, along with the psychological sense
of growing maturity of thought and feeling.

Tithonus was published in 1864 in the volume ““ Enoch
Arden and Other Poems ” but was actually written over
twenty years earfier., It is a lyrical monologue of the
type of many, like Enone and Ulysses, published in their
final form in the 1842 volume and based, like these
examples, on classical story. The fable is that the.
dawn-goddess Eos fell in love with Tithonus, Prince of
Troy and brother of Priam who later became the King
of Troy of the Trojan war of Homer’s epic. Eos took
Tithenus for her husband and, to keep him for ever,
she begged of the gods the gift of immortality for him
bl}t forgot to ask also for the gift of everlasting youth.
Tithonus, therefore, lived on but to old age and de-
crepitude. In the poem Tennyson enters into the aged
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Tithonus's utter weariness of life and creates beauty
out of his unavailing regrets.

‘The two selections from Tennyson are intended to
show, in narrow space, both his lyrical exquisiteness,
his depth of feeling and his philosophic breadth and
power.

MATTHEW ARNOLD

Born in 1822, Arnold was thirteen years younger
than Tennyson and ten years younger than Browning
and began publishing poetry much later, in consequence,
than either. It chances, however, that The Sckolar
Gipsy, belonging to his second volume of * Poems"
(1853), appeared before the poem taken from Browning,
and he is, therefore, taken next in order,

Like Tennyson, Arnold was a considerable classical
scholar but connected with the other university of
Oxford, the environs of which are so beautifully touched
upon in the poem. Companson between the two poets
is fruitful also with regard to their reactions to the
controversies of faith and doubt of their time, for, while
Tennyson found it hard enough to wring any sort of
faith out of philosophical doubt, Amold’s faith went
almost completely under, Amold lost practically all
faith in the histotiaity of the story of Chnst and came
to believe that only the poetry of Chnstiamity would
survive while the facts, one by one, gave way beneath
the attacks of critcism. In this new state of historical
doubt but poetic faith, it is necessary for um to keep
tight hold of some rule of conduct, some mgv“*z'
which has a far deeper basis than conventence &
vention, which is grounded in the nature of
itself.



xlv INTRODUCTION

lence, in the atary of the Scholar Gipsy, which
inupirea the poem, he i moved by the ccrmimy‘of
purpose by which the scholue of the wle lived and which
be pursued unfalteringly through life, in sharp contrint
to the vacilfation which Arnold feeln within hin own
mind when faced with the need o net in thin way oy
that in Jife, Part of Arnak’n trouble ia due to hia innate
coldness of temper, He s affectionate and faithful, true
to great eaunes which his vobuat father, Dr. Arnold of
Rugrhy, mnde his lifeework and Inntiffed a belief in into
hin non, but he han not the prasion which Hings wside
caution and douht pdd necomplinhen veaultn: however
imperfeet, Allied with thin tempernmental weaknens in,
however, an avtintic strength, for the verae of Arnold
demontiptes w perfeation of phrasing as fine na any-
thing "Tennyaon can show,  Arnold beeame luter, when
hin pactie afllav futled, the preat eritic of the half
century, aud hde verse will atand the st stringrent
apphivation of hin own principles of poetic (rath aod
poetic heauty Inid down in hin easay on * T'he Swudy of
Poetry ", Finally, he excels in the construction of
wimilen and, wprain ke Tennyaon, he han the finest
and moat dincerning eye for the details of nataral beauty,
aa hin pictures of single flowern will demonstrate,

The poem iy, teehnically, 0 pastoral belonging to the
preat ehwsieal tradition which hegan with the Greek
Theaetitun of the thisd contury mo, and wan earried
werans Latin literture 1o Spenser and so down through
Milton, Pope, and Shelley to the Victorian ngte, '
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BROWNING

In Browning we have the great counterpart of 'I‘cnny-
son; these two principally upheld the R i
of poetry throughoul the nineteenth century and, at
the same time, offered between them an immense
variety of subject-matter and treatment because of the
wide differences between them of scholastic upbringing
and of natural genius. Browning scarcely knew school or

iversity but fed his imagination and intellect on his
father’s curious library, and on studies which ramified
from that beginning. He was robuster in body than
‘Tennyson and far robuster in intellect and in 2 disposition
to faith. He had the will to believe and the intellectual
strength and subtlety to find grounds of solid faith
under the shifting sands of dispute.

1t is not, however, with his relations to the intellectual
troubles of his day that we are here concerned; they can
be studied best by those who, besides the love that
everyone has for Rabbi bcn Ea2ra and Abt Vogler
are p d by the B ingite passion for p
through his long poems after 1869 and The ng and
the Book,

Here our concern is with his passion for mankind
rather than for speculation in phiulosophic affairs. It
is this piercing vision into the characters of all sorts and
conditions of human beings which saves Browning for
most readers, this and his supreme ability to set the
persons whom he studies 1n circumstances and a state
of mind in which their salient qualities come out natu-
rally and powerfully. “*Our interest,” he says, “is in the
dangerous edge of things,” and it is his delight to
depict some man or woman at the parting of the ways
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in life, in the midst of some crisis, his or her decision
in which will decide also the permancnt set of his or
her character and, thercfore, destiny, His poems of |
the middle period, 1846 to 1861, which coincides with

his ideal marricd union with Mrs. Browning, arc all

tragedies or comedics of a soul, in which the circum-

stances and motives governing or leading to a decision

are claborated in dramatic monologue by the soul

itself, That is, whereas the Iyrical monologue of sensi-

bility is "Tennyson’s own, the dramatic monologue of

debate and decision is the particular mark of Browning’s

genius at its best.

It is generally agreed that the volume Men and
Women, published in 1855, contains, among its fifty
poems, the largest body, proportionate to its size, of
Browning's best poetic work. Every poem, short or long,
is 2 jewel and most have found their way into anthologics.
To select one rather than another is an invidious task,
for, of the longer poems, a dozen have qualities of the
poct which clamour for recognition as necessary elements
of his genius. Fra Lippo Lippi is here chosen as en-
closing perhaps the largest number of these qualities
within the limits of a single poem.

The character of the old Italian painter is based
upon the life of him given by Vasari in the famous
Lives of the Painters, which was cveryone’s guide
to Italian art before the later nincteenth century pro-
duced its monumental histories of the subject, How
closely the poet has followed his source can be seen
from the notes, but these notes cannot show, as a
reading of the whole life given by Vasari will, how
brilliantly the account of the very human painter’s
doings has been worked up into a living portrait nor
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kow the poctic imagination of Browning bas universatized
this individual painter till ke has becorze the type of the
Bohernian astist of genius.

According to Browning’s usual method, the humag
being—in this case Fra Lippo Lippi—is caught 2t 2
characteristic moment of his Iife and, by the most

of he is made
to discourse npo:x kimself and explain, in the most
naturzl wazy, how he came to be there, his way of
life, and his character, which brought him o this pass,
Further than that, the pamter has a philosophy of his
art, and in the statement of this we have Browning’s
great distinction of being the poet of the English nine-
teenth century who best understood the souls and aims
of aniists who were not poets, could explain them far
better than they knew themselves, and could place them
unerringly where they stand in the tradition of their
art, In this and like monologues of artists ke is our
first historizan of art in point of time, first also in depth
of apprehension to the present day,

Fra Ligpo Lippr xztchs, bmxds, in plenitude the
very and, T quality of
humour in a2 poet. Tennyson’s humour, when present,
was always “ rather grim *, as 2 friend of his described
it, and not easily sharesble by the reader with comfort;
Browning’s humour 2t 1ts best, as in this poem, is the
natural thing, closely allied to that ability to “ make
the best of a bad job ™ which Englishmen like to think
of as peculiarly theirs.

Then, finally, there are those hnes i the pure ver-
nacular, like * If you get simple beauty and nought
else, You get about the best thmng God invents ™, which?
are the acme of natural feeling and poetry at once.




xviti INTRODUCTION

CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

The year 1850, besides fixing a beginning for the
maturer work of Tennyson and Browning and almost
coinciding with the beginning of Arnold’s brief poetic
period, is significant for the introduction to the world
of a group of poets and artists of somewhat different
aims. In 1848 seven men—including Dante Gabricl
Rossetti, Holman Hunt, J. E. Millais, and Thomas
Woolner the sculptor—came together to propose the
common aim of reviving art by a strict adherence to
nature, and became known as the Pre-Raphaclite
Brotherhood because their practice of art resembled
that of the medimval artists of Italy in that fidelity
to nature which the Renascence schools after Raphael
set aside. 'Their magazine, The Germ: Thoughts towards
Nature in Poetry, Literature and Art, illustrated, in its
brief course of four numbers, the principles followed
by the school and called the attention of an unwilling
public to a new movement in their midst. Ruskin also
championed them and, thereafter, every member of the
school won recognition in time and immensely influenced
the course of the arts of poetry and painting.

Christina Rossetti, youngest of a brilliant family of
four children of an Italian exile established in England,
contributed to three numbers of The Germ but, like
the chief Pre- Raphaclite poet, her brother Dante
Gabricl, produced little during the next ten years,
Then appeared a series of small volumes from 1862,
including, in 1866, The Prince’s Progress -and Other
Pocms, the title poem of which is here given as a
specimen of her work,

Of TItalian blood or upbringing there is scarcely a
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trace in Christina Rossetti's poetry. She was fervently
religious and strongly attached to the principles and
ritual of the Anglican Church, and a great deal of her
work lies in the field of religious poetry, forming a
body of song and meditation not equalled in English
Iiterature since the early seventeenth century. All her
poetry, whether religious or not, has a melancholy cast,
partly due to temperament, partly to an early dis-
appointment in love on account of religious differences.
Yet sadness is not the most distinguishing quality of
her work, rather a fine sense of form, an intense sen~
sibility, an iumaginative sympathy with all forms of life
including those which, according to her creed, would
be labelled sinful. Her wrnting is singularly pure and
Ppenetrating, above all things sincere and yet tender,
and her place 1s by the side of Mrs, Browning as the
poetess of the age who best expressed the reactions of
the feminie soul to things of the day.

The Prince’s Progress 1s evidently an allegory, though
capable of various interpretations in detail. Less well
known than her one other long poem Goblin Market,
it is no less effectwvely told and follows a clearer thread
of narrative, 1t fully illustrates all the qualities of the
poetess’s work that have been mentioned.

WILLIAM MORRIS

Again, the order taken of the poets chosen vanes from
the chronological order of their respective births, for
D. G. Rossetti was born in 1828, while William Morris
saw the light in 1834, Lord de Tabley in 1835, and
Swinburne in 1837. The chronology of the poems
selected from these men bemng made the governing



xviii INTRODUCTION

CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

The year 1850, besides fixing a beginning for the
maturer work of Tennyson and Browning and almost
coinciding with the beginning of Arnold’s brief poetic
period, is significant for the introduction to the world
of a group of poets and artists of somewhat different
aims. In 1848 seven men—including Dante Gabriel
Rossetti, Holman Hunt, J. E. Millais, and Thomas
Woolner the sculptor—came together to propose the
common aim of reviving art by a strict adherence to
nature, and became known as the Pre-Raphaelite
Brotherhood because their practice of art resembled
that of the medireval artists of Italy in that fidelity
to nature which the Renascence schools after Raphael
set aside. Their magazine, The Germ: Thoughts towards
Nature in Poetry, Literature and Art, illustrated, in its
brief course of four numbers, the principles followed
by the school and called the attention of an unwilling
public to a new movement in their midst. Ruskin also
championed them and, thereafter, every member of the
school won recognition in time and immensely influenced
the course of the arts of poetry and painting.

Christina Rossetti, youngest of a brilliant family of
four children of an Italian exile established in England,
contributed to three numbers of The Germ but, like
the chief Pre- Raphaelite poet, her brother Dante
Gabriel, produced little during the next ten years.
Then appeared a series of small volumes from 1862,
including, in 1866, The Prince's Progress and Other
Poems, the title poem of which is here given as a
specimen of her work,

Of Ttalian blood or upbringing there is scarcely a



INTRODUCTION xix
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Again, the order taken of the poets chosen varies from
the chronological order of their respective births, for
D. G. Rossetti was born 1n 1828, while William Morris
saw the light in 1834, Lord de Tabley in 1833, and
Swinburne in 1837, The chronology of the poems
sclected from these men being made the governing
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consideration in arranging their order, it becomes easier
to see the general movement of poetry apart from
extraneous matters of birth-date and first publication.

Morris was never one of the Pre-Raphaelites, but he
is allied to them in theory and practice. Apart from
having come directly under Rossetti’s influence in the
choice of painting for a profession, his passion for the
medizval brought him into line with much of the work
of the Pre-Raphaclite school, and he is commonly classed
with them. A man of phenomenal energy, he practised
all the fine arts as a master, devoted his considerable
fortune to the running of a firm of designers of fine
furniture, hangings, and interior decoration which re-
volutionized English taste by the end of the century,
and filled all the intervals of labour in his workshops
with the writing of poems and prose romances thch
form a small library in themselves,

Much of his poetry is translation or adaptation,
mainly of Greek and of English and Scandinavian
medizval stories, and, the “ pitch ” of his poetic scale
being comparatively low, the language straightforward—
despite a number of Chaucerisms and borrowings from
Malory—his verse is easy to read, sometimes too casy.

His main poetic work, The Earihly Paradise, published
in three volumes bctween 1868 and 1870, imitates
Chaucer by linking togcther twenty-four tales by a
thread of narrative. He imagines a group of a dozen
Viking sailors being cast away on an island in mid-
Atlantic, where they find a settlement of ancient Greeks.
The agreement is made that men of the two nations
shall meet once 2 month at a feast and that, each month,
a Scandinavian and a Greek shall each tcll a tale con-
nected with his homeland. This gives Morris the
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opportunity to retell some of the best Greek legends
and give also the fruits of an intensive study of Norse
story which he had just before embarked upon. For
the month of November the Norse tale is a translation
of the Laxdale Saga, telling of the struggle, in 2 solitary
Icelandic valley, of warrior men for the hand of Gud-
run. Morris renames the tale The Loters of Gudrun,
and the selection given relates the tragic crisis when
Kiartan Olafson is slain by Bodli, the husband of Gudrun,
who had, nevertheless, loved Kiartan the most of those
who sought her hand. The episode is related with all
the grimness of the original; the Norse sense of fate
broods over the whole narration, and the language is
packed and restrained in a way nowhere else so success-
fully followed by Morris.

SWINBURNE

Romantic and anti-Victorian, Republican and anti-
Christian—these are all terms attached to the name of
Swinburne, for all have relevancy to parts of his poetic
output. When the ’60’s of the century had seen the
extinction of the poetic spirit of Arnold and settling
down of Tennyson to the steady production of Idylls
of the King, with their thinly-veiled praise of the con-
ventional Victorian virtues, and of Browmng to the

position of philosophical disqs in verse with
brief interludes of lyncal singing, there burst upon
the English lterary world the storm of Poems and
Ballads in 1866, and the echoes of that explosion among
critics and moralists kept letters alive ull the "70's
brought something of a new world of 1deas and the
second flowering-time of Rossetti,
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The terrible éclat of the first series of Poems and
Ballads could never be repeated, but Songs before Sun-
rise in 1871 confirmed believers in Swinburne of the
enduring and growing powers of his genius. He had
always attached himself with violent partisanship to the
cause of political freedom, worshipping Victor Hugo
and Mazzini, exulting in the overthrow of the empire
of Napoleon III and the Austrian dominion over Italy,
and the Songs contained some of his most ringing
denunciations and apotheoses in political affairs.

By the side of these poems appeared one of a different
cast which is by itself sufficient to vindicate Swin-
burne from the charge of relying on anapeastic magnifi-
cence and torrential language for his immortality. This
is Hertha, the poem of which Swinburne himself said:
* Of all T have done, I rate Hertha highest as a single
piece, finding in it the most of lyric force and music
combined with the most of condensed and clarified
thought.”

He had already, in other poems, expressed the con-
viction that man made God after his own image, out
of his fears of the unknown, and that the religions
of the world, especially Christianity in its conventional
form, had only served to develop this fear of the unknown
and to keep man’s soul in bondage. Swinburne believes
infinitely in man and in the power of man to conquer
all his enemies and live the fullest life achievable by
him simply by believing in himself and in his own soul.
Man’s soul becomes, therefore, the new God for Swin-
burne, the force which was, from the beginning, the
creator and preserver and saviour of mankind, by faith
in which man can deliver himself from his worst
enemy—abject fear of forces not himself. Hertha is the
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deification of the Swinburnian God, the Over-Soul
which is human because every human soul is a reflex
of 1t, which is divine because it is immortal, and which
demands only that man shall fulfil himself to his utmost
and achieve liberty in all things.

LORD DE TABLEY

Below the rank of the previous poets noticed, but one
of the foremost of the second rank and a delightful
poet and lovable man, is John Byrne Leicester, third
and last Baron de Tabley, born 1n 1833, educated at
Eton and Oxford m the conventional aristocratic way,
diplomat and lawyer for a buef seasan, expert botanist
and scientist in other fields, a poet who had a suceés
destime with a powerful tragedy Philactetes in the Greek
manner in which he dares comparison with Sophocles,
who trcated the same subject. De Tabley struggled
with a d towards poetic
achievement which was always honoured by the dis-
cerning few but never became popular.

In 1873 he published 2 volume called Searching the
Net, in which appears the Cotint of Senhs which is
here given as an example of his work. It is a dramatic
monologue, which savours of both Tennyson and
Browning 1n 1ts conception and yet differs from both
in that the delicate humour, the adumbration of a
whole period of history—that of pre-Revolutionary
France—are growths of a personality more shy than
that of either of the great poets and an historical pene-
tration perhaps more painstaking. In these 150 odd
lines one comes to iate the whole h
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The terrible éclat of the first series of Poems and
Ballads could never be repeated, but Songs before Sun-
rise in 1871 confirmed believers in Swinbusne of the
enduring and growing powers of his genius. He had
always attached himself with violent partisanship to the
cause of political freedom, worshipping Victor Hugo
and Mazzini, exulting in the overthrow of the empire
of Napoleon I1I and the Austrian dominion over Italy,
and the Songs contained some of his most ringing
denunciations and apotheoses in political affairs.

By the side of these poems appeared one of a different
cast which is by itself sufficient to vindicate Swin-
burne from the charge of relying on anapmstic magnifi-
cence and torrential language for his immortality. This
is Hertha, the poem of which Swinburne himself said:
*“ Of all 1 have done, 1 rate Hertha highest as a single
piece, finding in it the most of lyric force and music
combined with the most of condensed and clarified
thought.”

He had already, in other poems, expressed the con-
viction that man made God after his own image, out
of his fears of the unknown, and that the religions
of the world, especially Christianity in its conventional
form, had only served to develop this fear of the unknown
and to keep man’s soul in bondage. Swinburne believes
infinitely in man and in the power of man to conquer
all his enemies and live the fullest life achievable by
him simply by believing in himself and in his own soul.
Man’s soul becomes, therefore, the new God for Swin-
burne, the force which was, from the beginning, the
creator and preserver and saviour of mankind, by faith
in which man can deliver himself from his worst
enemy—abject fear of forces not himself. Hertha is the
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deification of the Swinburniin God, the Over-Soul
which is human because every human soul is a reflex
of it, which &s divine because it is immortal, and which
demands only that man shall fulfl himself to his utmost
and achieve lberty in all things.

LORD DE TABLEY

Below the rank of the previous poets noticed, but one
of the foremost of the second rank and a delightful
poet and lovable man, is John Byrne Leicester, third
and last Baron de Tabley, born in 1833, educated at
Eton 2nd Oxford in the conventional aristocratic way,
diplomst and lawyer for a brief sexson, expert botanist
and scientist in other fields, a poet who had a succés
destime with a powerful tragedy Philoctetes in the Greek
manner in which he dares comparison with Sophocles,
who treated the same subject.  De Tabley struggled
witha d 1y sensit D towards poetic
achievement which was always honoured by the dis~
cerning few but pever became popular.

In 1873 he published a volume called Searching the
Net, in which appears the Count of Senlis which is
here given as an example of his work. It is a dramatic
monologue, which savours of both Tennyson and
Browning in its conception 2nd yet differs from both
in that the delicate humour, the adumbration of a
whele period of history—that of pre-Revolutionary
France—are growths of 2 personality more shy than
that of either of the great poets and an histoncal pene-
tration perhaps more painstaking. In these 150 odd
lines one comes to apprecizte the whole atmosphere
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of the ancien régime in its dying days and the sullen
dumb force of the people which was to overthrow it
but which was as yet scarccly conscious of its own
existence.

DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI

“The historical ballad of The White Ship,” says
William Michael Rossetti, the critic-brother of the
poet, ““ was composed mainly, if not wholly, in 188c.
My brother sent the MS. to Madox Brown (a later
Pre-Raphaelite), then living in Manchester; observing
that every point in his treatment of the subject, even
down to the incident of the ¢ fair boy dressed in black ’

. . was derived from the ancient chronicles.”” Madox
Brown, in replying, gave Rossetti some hints on naval
phraseology, from his own early experiences of sea-life,
which the poet undertook to adopt. The poem was
first published in Ballads and Sonncts, 1881, along with
Rose Mary, The King's Tragedy, and The House of Life,
the former two being also long narrative poems, the
last a century of sonnets.

This poem is, then, a fruit of the second flowering of
Raossetti’s pocetic genius, for, cxcept for a few con-
tributions to The Oxford and Cambridge Magasine and
his translations of pre-Dantaic Italian poetry, he had
published nothing in this ficld since The Germ of 1850.

Rossetti’s style is at once naturalistic and ornate. He
is able to create an extraordinary atmosphere of life-
likeness by the collection of significant details, physical
for the most part, and, according to the selection of
these details, can make his poem richly sensuous, as
with The Blessed Damozel, or bare and grim, as with
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Tke White Skip. Everywhere throughout the poem
the influence of the painter’s eye is visible, but there
is, in The White Ship and The Kirg’s Tragedy at least,
present also a power of vivid narration of incidents for
their dramatic force. His weakness, as z narrative poet,
Iies in his Iength; ke tends to dwell too Jong on parts
of his story 2nd to give too much zttention to delineation
of minutiz of incident and character; the verse-form,
also, of Tke Wkite Ship threatens to grow monotonous
while it attempts 1o catch the simplicity of the ey
bellzds. However, the poem stands as an outstanding
example of the Artistic Ballzd, 2nd the tragic sense of
impending doom is finely givea.

FRANCIS THOMPSON

Thoxpson, born in 1859 and dyirg in 1907, came of 2
fazily which in the previous generation hzd become
Roman Catkolic, and he w2s zocordingly brought up
in za ztmospn-rc of Catholic devotion and educated
with 2 view to the priesthood. An unfortunate tumn
w2s taken towards medicize, on the study of which ke
u§wﬁlingly spent six years with no result, and, feeling
bis father’s reproaches a: his non-success, he left

- suddenly for Londoa in 1885 to seek hus fortune. With

£0 czpacity whatever for mzking 2 livelihood, ke spent
the next three years in ever-increasing misery intensified
by the use of opium to stave of neuralgia.

At length two poems and 2 prose essey, sent by him
0 Merry Erglard, a jourzzl to which a lnerzn uncle
Ead contributed, brought him the friendship of the
editor, Wiifrid Meynell, and 2n association which led
to Lis congquest of the cpizm habit 20d to the power,
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so far as his shattered health permitted, of continuous
composition in prosc as well as verse.

The Hound of Heaven was the principal poem in his
first volume of Poems, published in 18g3, and awakened
an immediate response notwithstanding its exacting
religious character. It describes, with imagery of
cosmic proportions and in language heavily freighted -
with reminiscences of Thompson’s reading of Blake and
the seventeenth-century English religious poets, the
* Metaphysicals ”, the conflict in the human soul
between the love of God and the love for human and
natural joys, and the conduct and issuc of the struggle
is developed according to the strictest principles of
Catholic dogma.

The poctic appeal of the poem, however, completely
outbids the dogmatic appeal, whence The Hound of
Heaven has found admirers for over a generation among
the religious of cvery persuasion and the non-religious
also who have a sensibility for the mystical in thought
and the rich and subtle in poctic speech,



Tennyson

IN MEMORIAM

XXI

1 sing to him that rests below,
And, since the grasses round me wave,
I take the grasses of the grave

And make them pipes whereon to blow.

The traveller hears me now and then,

And sometimes harshly will he speak:

“ This fellow would make weakness weak,
And melt the waxen hearts of men.”

Another answers, * Let him be,
He loves to make parade of pain,
That with his piping he may gain
‘The praise that comes to constancy.”

A third is wroth, ** Is this an hour
For private sorrow’s barren song,
When more and more the people throng
‘The chairs and thrones of civil power?
1
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“ A time to sicken and to swoon,

When Science reaches forth her arms

To feel from world to world, and charms
Her secret from the latest moon?”

Behold, ye speak an idle thing:
Ye never knew the sacred dust:
1 do but sing because I must,
And pipe but as the linnets sing:

And one is glad; her note is gay,
For now her little ones have ranged;
And one is sad; her note is changed,
Because her brood is stol’n away.

XXIY
The path by which we twain did go,
Which led by tracts that pleased us well,
Thro’ four sweet years arose and fell,
From flower to flower, from snow to snow:

And we with singing cheer’d the way,
And, crown’d with all the season lent,
From April on to April went,

And glad at heart from May to May:

But where the path we walk'd began
To slant the fifth autumnal slope,
As we descended following Hope,

There sat the Shadow fear’d of man;
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Who broke our fair companionship,
And spread his mantle dark and cold,
And wrapt thee formless in the fold,
And dull’d the murmur on thy Iip,

And bore thee where I could not see

Nor follow, though I walk in haste,

And think that, somewhere in the waste,
The Shadow sits and waits for me.

xxmr
Now, sometimes in my sorrow shut,
Or breaking 1nto song by fits, 50
Alone, alone, to where he sits,
The Shadow cloak’d from head to foot,

Who keeps the keys of all the creeds,

1 wander, often falling lame,

And looking back to whence I came,
Or on to where the pathway leads;

And crying, How changed from where it ran
‘Thro* lands where not a leaf was dumb;
But zll the lavish hills would hum
‘The murmur of 2 happy Pan: 2]

When each by turns was guide to each,
And Fancy light from Fancy caught,
And Thought leapt out to wed with Thought,
Ere Thought could wed stself with Speech; et
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And all we met was fair and good,
And all was good that Time could bring,
And all the secret of the Spring’

Moved in the chambers of the blood;

And many an old philosophy
On Argive heights divinely sang, 70
And round us all the thicket rang

To many a flute of Arcady.

XX1v
And was the day of my delight
As pure and perfect as I say?
The very source and fount of Day
Is dash’d with wandering isles of night.

If all was good and fair we met,
This earth had been the Paradise
It never look’d to human eyes
Since Adam left his garden yet. 81

And is it that the haze of grief
Makes former gladness loom so great?
The lowness of the present state,
That sets the past in this relief?

Or that the past will always win
A glory from its being far;
And orb into the perfect star
We saw not, when we moved therein?
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XXV

1 know that this was Life—the track
Whereon with equal feet we fared; g0
And then, as now, the day prepared

The daily burden for the back.

‘But this it was that made me move
As light as carrier-birds in air;
1 loved the weight I had to bear,
Because it needed help of Love:

Nor could I weary, heart or limb,
‘When mighty Love would cleave in twain
The lading of a single pain,
And part it, giving half to him. 100

XXVI

Still onward winds the dreary way;

1 with it; for I long to prove

No lapse of moons can canker Love,
Whatever fickle tongues may say.

And if that eye which watches guilt
And goodness, and hath power to see
Within the green the moulder'd tree,
And towers fall'n a3 soon 2s built—
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Oh, if indeed that eye foresce

Or sce (in Him is no before)

In more of lifc true life no more,
And Love the indifference to be,

So might I find, ere yet the morn
Breaks hither over Indian seas,
That Shadow waiting with the keys,
To cloak me from my proper scorn.

XXvit

I envy not in any moods
The captive void of noble rage,
The linnet born within the cage,
That never knew the summer woods;

I envy not the beast that takes
His licence in the field of time,
Unfetter'd by the sense of crime,
T'o whom a conscience never wakes;

Nor, what may count itself as blest,
The heart that never plighted troth
But stagnates in the weeds of sloth,
Nor any want-begotten rest,

I hold it true, whate’er befall,
I feel it when I sorrow most,
T is better to have loved and lost
Than never to have loved at all.
(150

110

120

130
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TITHONUS

‘The woods decay, the woods decay and fall,
The vapours weep their burthen to the ground,
Man comes and tills the field and lies beneath,
And after many a summer dies the swan.

Me only cruel immortality

Consumes. I wither slowly in thine arms,
Here at the quict limit of the world,

A white-hair’d shadow roaming like a dream
‘The ever silent spaces of the East,
Far-folded mists, and gleaming halls of morn.

Alas! for this gray shadow, ence a man—
So glorious in his beauty and thy choice,
Who madest him thy chosen, that he seem’d
To his great heart none other than a God!
1 ask’d thee, ** Give me immortality.”
Then didst thou grant mine asking with a smile,
Like wealthy men who care not how they give.
But thy strong Hours indignant work’d their wills,
And beat me down and marr'd and wasted me,
And tho’ they could not end me, left me maim’d
‘To dwell in presence of immortal youth,
Immortal age beside immortal youth,
And all I was, 1n ashes. Can thy love,
Thy beauty, make amends, tho' even now,
Close over us, the silver star, thy guide,
Shines in those tremulous eyes that fill with tears

To hear me? Let me go: take back thy gift:
(x104) B

20
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Why should a man desire in any way

T'o vary from the kindly race of men,

Or pass beyond the goal of ordinance 30
Where all should pause, as is most meet for all?

A soft air fans the cloud apart; there comes

A glimpse of that dark world where I was born.
Once more the old mystetious glimmer steals

From thy purc brows, and from thy shoulders pure,
And bosom beating with a heart renew’d.
Thy cheek begins to redden thro' the gloom,

Thy sweet eyes brighten slowly close to mine,

ire yet they blind the stars, and the wild team
Which love thee, yearning for thy yoke, arise, 40
And shake the darkness from their loosen’d mancs,
And beat the twilight into flakes of fire,

Lol ever thus thou growest beautiful
In silence, then before thine answer given
Departest, and thy tears are on my check.

Why wilt thou ever scare me with thy tears,
And make me tremble lest a saying learnt,
In days far-off, on that dark carth, be true?
* The Gods themselves cannot reeall their gifts.”

Ay me! ay mel with what another heart 50
In days far-off, and with what other eyes
1 used to watch—if I be he that watch'd—
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‘The lucid outline forming round thee; saw

‘The dim curls kindle into sunny rings;

Changed with thy mystic change, and felt my blood
Glow with the glow that slowly crimson’d all

Thy presence and thy portals, while 1 lay,

Mouth, forehead, eyelds, growing dewy-warm
With kisses balmier than half-opening buds

Of April, and could hear the Lips that kiss'd 6o
Whispering I knew not what of wild and sweet,
Like that strange song I heard Apollo sing

While Ilion like a mist rose into towers.

Yet hold me not for ever in thine East:
How can my nature longer mix with thine?
Celdly thy rosy shadows bathe me, cold
Are all thy lights, and cold my wrinkled feet
Upon thy glimmering thresholds, when the steam
Floats up from those dim fields about the homes
Of happy men that have the power to die,
And grassy barrows of the happier dead.
Release me, and restore me to the ground;
Thou seést all things, thou wilt see my grave:
Thou wilt renew thy beauty morn by morn;
I earth in earth forget these empty courts,
And thee returning on thy silver wheels.



Matthew Arnold

THE SCHOLAR GIPSY

“There was very lately a lad in the University of
Oxford, who was by his poverty forced to leave his
studies there; and at last to join himself to a company
of vagabond gipsics. Among these extravagant people,
by the insinuating subtlety of his carriage, he quickly
got so much of their love and esteern that they discovered
to him their mystery. After he had been a pretty while
well exercised in the trade, there chanced to ride by a
couple of scholars, who had formerly been of his acquain-
tance. They quickly spicd out their old friend among
the gipsies; and he gave them an account of the necessity
which drove him to that kind of life, and told them that
the people he went with were not such impostors as
they were taken for, but that they had a traditional kind
of learning among them, and could do wonders by the
power of imagination, their fancy binding that of others:
that himself had learned much of their art, and when

he had compassed the whole secret, he intended, he
10
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aid, to leave their company, and give the world an
account of what he had leamed."~—Glanzil's Vanity of
Dogmatising, 1661.

Go, for they call you, Shepherd, from the hil;
Go, Shepherd, and untie the wattled cotes:
No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed,
Nor let the bawling fellows rack their throats,
Nor the cropp’d grasses shoot another head,
But when the fields are still,
And the tired men and dogs all gone to rest,
And only the white sheep are sometimes seen
Cross and recross the strips of moon-blanch'd green;
Corme, Shepherd, and again renew the quest. 10

Here, where the teaper was at work of late,
In this high field's dark corner, where he leaves
His coat, his basket, and his earthen cruse,
And in the sun all moming binds the sheaves,
‘Then here, at noon, comes back his stores to use:
Here will I sit and wait,
While 1o my ear from uplands far away
The bleating of the folded flocks is borne,
With distant cries of reapers in the corn—
All the live murmur of 2 summer’s day, 20
Screen'd in this nook o'er the high half-reap'd field,
And here till sun-down, Shepherd, will I be
Through the thick corn the scarlet poppies peep,
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And round green roots and yellowing stalks I see
Pale blue convolvulus in tendrils creep:
And air-swept lindens yield
Their scent, and rustle down their perfum’d showers
Of bloom on the bent grass where I am laid,
And bower me from the August sun with shade;
And the eye travels down to Oxford’s towers: 3a

And near me on the grass lies Glanvil’s book—
Come, let me read the oft-read tale again,
The story of that Oxford scholar poor
Of pregnant parts and quick inventive brain,
Who, tir’d of knocking at Preferment’s door,
One summer morn forsook
His friends, and went to learn the Gipsy lore,
And roam’d the world with that wild brotherhood.
And came, as most men deem’d, to fittle good,
But came to Oxford and his friends no more. 40

But once, years after, in the country lanes,
Two scholars whom at college erst he knew
Met him, and of his way of life enquir’d.
Whereat he answer’d, that the Gipsy crew,
His mates, had arts to rule as they desir’d
The workings of men’s brains;
And they can bind them to what thoughts they will:
“ And 1,” he said, ** the secret of their art,
When fully learn’d, will to the world impart: 49
But it needs heaven-sent moments for this skill.”
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This said, he left them, and return’d no more,
But rumours hung about the country-side
‘That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray,
Seen by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied,
In hat of antique shape, and cloak of gray,
The same the Gipsies wore.
Shepherds had met him on the Hurst in spring;
At some lone alehouse on the Berkshire moors,
On the warm ingle-bench, the smock-frock’d boors
Had found hum seated at their entering. 6o

But, mid their drink and clatter, he would fly:
And I myself seem half to know thy looks,
And put the shepherds, \Wanderer, on thy trace;
And boys who m lone wheatfields scare the rooks
T ask 1f thou hast pass'd their quiet place;
Or in my boat I lie
Moor'd to the cool bank in the summer heats,
Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine fills,
And watch the warm green-muffled Cumner hills,
Aud wonder if thou haunt'st their shy retreats. 70

For most, I know, thou lov'st retired ground,
Thee, at the ferry, Oxford riders biithe
Returning home on summer nights have met
Crossing the stripling Thames at Bab.lock-hithe,
Trailing in the cool stream thy fingers wet,
As the slow punt swings round:
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And leaning backwards in a pensive dream,

And fostering in thy lap a heap of flowers
Pluck’d in shy fields and distant Wychwood bowers,
And thine eyes resting on the moonlit stréam: 8o

And then they land, and thou art seen no more,
Maidens who from the distant hamlets come
To dance around the Fyfield elm in May,
Oft through the darkening ficlds have seen thee roam,
Or cross a stile into the public way,
Oft thou hast given them store
Of flowers—the frail-leaf’d white anemone-—~—
Dark blucbells drench’d with dews of summer
eves—
And purple orchises with spotted leaves—
But none has words she can report of thee. 9o

And, above Godstow Bridge, when hay-time’s here
In June, and many a scythe in sunshine flames,
Men who through those wide fields of breezy grass
Where black-wing'd swallows haunt the glittering
Thames,
To bathe in the abandon’d lasher pass,
Have often pass’d thee near
Sitting upon the river bank o’ergrown:
Mark'd thy outlandish garb, thy figure spare,
Thy dark vague cyes, and soft abstracted air;

But, when they came from bathing, thou wert
gone.

100 .
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At some lone homestead on the Cumner hills,
Wkere at ber open door the housewife dams,
Thou hast been seen, or hanging on a gate
To wzich the threshers in the mossy barns,

15

Children, who carly range these slopes 2nd Izte
For cresses from the rills,

Hzve known thee watching, all 2n April day,
“The springing pastures and the feeding kine;
Acnd mark'd thee, when the stars come out and shine,
Through the long dewy grass mos e slow zway. 110

In Autumn, on the skurts of Bagley wood,
Where most the gipsies by the turf-edg’d way
Pitch their smok’d tents, and every bush you see
With scarlet patches tzgz’d and shreds of gray,
Abase the forest ground call'd Thessaly—
The blackbird picking food
Sees thee, nor stops his meal, nor fears at all;
So often ks ke known thee past him stray
Repr, twirling in thy hand a wither'd spray,
And waiting for the spark from Heaven to fall. 120

And once, in winter, on the causeway chill
Wkere home through fooded fields foot-travellers go,
Have 1 oot pass'd thee on the wooden bridge
Wrzpt in thy cloak 2nd battheg with the snow,
Thy face towards Hinksey and 1ts wintry ndge?
And thou hast climb'd the hill

And g2in'd the white brow of the Cumner m"c,
{e154)
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Turn’d once to watch, while thick the snow-flakes
fell,
The line of festal light in Christ-Church hall—
Then sought thy straw in some sequester'd
grange. 130

But what—1I dream! Two hundred years are flown
Since first thy story ran through Oxford halls,
And the grave Glanvil did the tale inscribe
That thou wert wander’d from the studious walls
To learn strange arts, and join a Gipsy tribe:
And thou from earth art gone
Long since, and in some quiet churchyard laid;
Some country nook, where o’er thy unknown grave
Tall grasses and white flowering nettles wave—
Under a dark red-fruited yew-tree’s shade, 140

—No, no, thou hast not felt the lapse of hours.
For what wears out the life of mortal men?
"T'is that from change to change their being rolls:
"T is that repeated shocks, again, again,
Exhaust the energy of strongest souls,
And numb the elastic powers.
Till having us'd our nerves with bliss and teen,
And tired upon a thousand schemes our wit,
To the just-pausing Genius we remit
Our worn-out life, and are—what we have
been, 150
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Thou hast not liv'd, why should’st thou perish, so?
Thou hadst one aim, one business, one desire:
Else wert thou long since number’d with the dead—
Else hadst thou spent, like other men, thy fire.
The generations of thy peers are fled,
And we ourselves shail go;
But thou possessest an immortal lot,
And we imagine thee exempt from 2ge
And living as thou liv’st on Glanvil’s page,
Because thou hadst—what we, alas, have not! 160

For early didst thou leave the world, with powers
Fresh, undiverted to the world without,
Firm to their mark, not spent on other things;
Free from the sick fatigue, the languid doubt,
Which much to have tried, in much been baffled,
brings.
O Life unlile to ours!
Who fluctuate 1dly without term or scope,
Of whom each stnves, nor knows for what he
strives,
And each half Lives 2 hundred different Lives;
‘Who wait like thee, but not, like thee, in hope. 170

Thou waitest for the spark from Heaven: and we,
Vague half-believers of our casual creeds,
‘Who never deeply felt, nor clearly will’d,
Whose insight never has borne fruit in deeds,
Whose weak resolves never have been fulfill’d
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For whom each year we see
Breeds new beginnings, disappointments new;
Who hesitate and falter life away,
And lose to-morrow the ground won to-day—
Ab, do not we, Wanderer, await it too? 180

Yes, we await it, but it still delays,
And then we suffer; and amongst us One,
Who most has suffer’d, takes dejectedly
His seat upon the intellectual throne;
And all his store of sad experience he
Lays bare of wretched days;
Tells us his misery’s birth and growth and signs,
And how the dying spark of hope was fed,
And how the breast was sooth’d, and how the head,
And all his hourly varied anodynes, 190

This for our wisest: and we others pine,
And wish the long unhappy dream would end,
And waive all claim to bliss, and try to bear,
With close-lipp’d Patience for our only friend,
Sad Patience, too near neighbour to Despair:
But none has hope like thine.
Thou through the ficlds and through the woods dost
stray, ’
Roaming the country side, a truant boy,
Nursing thy project in unclouded joy,
And every doubt long blown by time away, 200
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O born in days when wits were fresh and clear,
And life ran gaily as the sparkling Thames;:
Before this strange disease of modern hfe,
With its sick hurry, its divided aims,
Tts heads o'ertax’d, its palsied hearts, was rife—
Fly hence, our contact fear!
Still fly, plunge deeper in the bowering wood!
Averse, as Dido did with gestures stern
From her false friend’s approach in Hades turn,
Wave us away, and keep thy solitude, 210

Still pursing the unconquerable hope,
Still clutching the inviolable shade,
With a free onward impulse brushing through,
By night, the silver'd branches of the glade—
Far on the forest skirts, where none pursue,
On some mild pastoral slope
Emerge, and resting on the moonht pales,
Freshen thy flowers, as in former years,
With dew, or listen with enchanted ears,
From the dark dingles, to the mghtingales, 220

But fly our paths, our feverish contact fly!
For strong the infection of our mental strife,
‘Which, though it gives no bliss, yet spoils for rest;
And we should win thee from thy own far Iife,
Like us distracted, and like us unblest,
Soon, soon thy cheer would die,
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Thy hopes grow timorous, and unfix’d thy powers,
And thy clear aims be cross and shifting made:
And then thy glad perennial youth would fade,

Fade, and grow old at last, and die like ours. 230

Then fly our greetings, fly our speech and smiles!
— As some grave Tyrian trader, from the sea,
Descried at sunrise an emerging prow
Lifting the cool-hair’d creepers stealthily,
The fringes of a southward-facing brow
Among the Algaean isles;
And saw the merry Grecian coaster come,
Freighted with amber grapes, and Chian wine,
Green bursting figs, and tunnies steep’d in brine;
And knew the intruders on his ancient home, 240

The young light-hearted masters of the waves;
And snatch’d his rudder, and shook out more sail,
And day and night held on indignantly
O’er the blue Midland waters with the gale,
Betwixt the Syrtes and soft Sicily,
To where the Atlantic raves
Outside the Western Straits, and unbent sails
There, where down cloudy cliffs, through sheets
of foam,
Shy traffickers, the dark Iberians come;
And on the beach undid his corded bales. 230



Robert Browning

FRA LIPPO LIPPI

1 am poor brother Lippo, by your leavel

You need not clap your torches to my face.

Zooks, what 's to blame? you think you see a monh{

What, it 's past midnight, and you go the rounds,

And here you catch me at an aliey’s end

Where sportive ladies leave their doors ajar?

The Carmine s my cloister: hunt it up,

Do,—harry out, if you must show your zeal,

Whatever rat, there, haps on his wrong hole,

And nip each softling of a wee white mouse, 10

Weke, weke, that *s crept to keep him company!

Ahba, you know your betters? Then, you Il take

Your hand away that ’s fiddling on my throat,

And please to know me hikewise, Who am I?

Why, one, sir, who is lodging with a friend

Three streets off~he ’s a certain . . . how d' ye call?

Master—a , . , Cosimo of the Medici,

In the house that caps the corer.  Boh! you were best!
un
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Remember and tell me, the day you 're hanged,

How you affected such a gullet’s-gripe! 20
But you, sir, it concerns you that your knaves

Pick up a manner nor discredit you.

Zooks, are we pilchards, that they sweep the streets
And count fair prize what comes into their net?

He s Judas to a tittle, that man is!

Just such a face! why, sir, you make amends.

Lord, I’m not angry! Bid your hang-dogs go

Drink out this quarter-florin to the health

Of the munificent House that harbours me

{And many more beside, lads! more beside!) 30
And all ’s come square again. 1°d like his face—

His, elbowing on his comrade in the door

With the pike and lantern,—for the slave that holds
John Baptist’s head a-dangle by the hair

With one hand (“ Look you, now,” as who should say)
And his weapon in the other, yet unwiped!

It’s not your chance to have a bit of chalk,

A wood-coal or the like? or you should see!

Yes, I°m the painter, since you style me so.

What, brother Lippo’s doings, up and down, 40
You know them and they take you? like enough!

I saw the proper twinkle in your eye—

"Tell you, I liked your looks at very first.

Let ’s sit and set things straight now, hip to haunch,
Here ’s spring come, and the nights one makes up bands
To roam the town and sing out carnival,

And I've been three weeks shut within my mew,
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A-painting for the great man, saints and saints

And saints again. 1 could not paint all night—

Oufl I leaned out of window for fresh air, so

‘There came a hurry of feet and little feet,

A sweep of lute-strings, laughs, and whifts of song,—

Flocer o the broom,

Take aray love, and our earth is a tomb!

Flower o° the quinee,

1 let Lisa go, and what good’s tn life since?

Flower o’ the thyme—and so on. Round they went,

Searce had they turned the corner when a titter

Like the skipping of rabbits by moonlight,—three slim
shapes—

And a face that looked up . . . zooks, sir, flesh and
blood, 6a

‘That ’s all I 'm made of! Into shreds it went,

Curtain and counterpane and coverlet,

Alf the bed-furmture—a dozen knots,

There was a ladder! down I let myself,

Hands and feet, scrambling somehow, and so dropped,

And after them. I came up with the fun

Hard by Saint Laurence, hail fellow, well met,—

Flowcer o the rose,

If I'ce been merry, what matter who knows?

And 50 as I was stealing back again

To get to bed and have 2 but of sleep

Ere I rise up to-morrow and go work

On Jerome knocking at his poor old breast

With his great round stone to subdug the flesh,
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You snap me of the sudden. Ah, I see!

Though your eye twinkles still, you shake

Mine ’s shaved;~a monk, you say—the st-

If Master Cosimo announced himself,

Mum ’s the word naturally; but a monk!

Come, what am I a beast for? tell us, nov

1 was a baby when my mother died

And father died and left me in the street.

I starved there, God knows how, a year o

On fig skins, melon-parings, rinds and shu

Refuse and rubbish. One fine frosty day,

My stomach being empty as your hat,

The wind doubled me up and down I wen

Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed me with one hr

(Its fellow was a stinger as I knew)

And so along the wall, over the bridge,

By the straight cut to the convent. Six w.

While I stood munching my first bread the

“ So, boy, you 're minded,” quoth the goo:

Wiping his own mouth, 't was refection-ti: -

“ To quit this very miserable world? )

Will you renounce” ... The mr
thought I; :

By no means! Brief, they made

I did renounce the world, its pri

Palace, farm, villa, shop and bar .

Trash, such as these poor devi’

Have given their hearts to—

Well, sir, I found in time,
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*T was not for nothing—the good bellyful,

The warm serge and the rope that goes all round,

And day-long blessed idleness beside!

* Let *s see what the urchin s fit for "—that came next.
Not avermuch their way, I must confess.

Such 2 to-do! they tried me with their books.

Lord, they ’d have taught me Latin in pure waste!
Flotwer o' the clote, 110
All the Latin I construe is,* amo ** I love!

But, mind you, when a boy starves in the streets

Eight years together, 2s my fortune was,

Watching folk’s faces to know who will flmg

The bit of half-stripped grape-bunch he desires,

And who will curse or kick him for his pains—

Which gentleman processional and fine,

Holding a candle to the Sacrament,

Will wink and let him lift a plate and catch

The droppings of the wax to sell agam, 120
Or holla for the Exght and have him whipped,—

How say I2—nay, which dog bates, which lets drop

His bone from the heap of offal 1n the street,—

Why, soul and sense of him grow sharp alike,

He learns the lock of things, and none the less

For admonitions from the hunger-p!

1 had a store of such remarks, be sure,

Which, after I found letsure, turned to use:

I drew men's faces on my copy-books, P
Scrawled them within the antiphonary’s marge, //
Joined legs and arms to the long music-notes,
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Formd nose and eyes and chin for A's and B's,

And made 1 steing of pietures of the world

Betwint the ins and owts of verh awd nouy,

On the wall, the beneh, the door,. The monks ooked
black,

“ Nay," quoth the Prior, ** turn him out, & ye say?

In no wise,  Lose a crow and cateh n lark,

What if at Iast we et our man of parts,

We Canclites, like those Canntdolese

And Preaching Friavs, to do our church up fine e

And put the front on it that ought 1o het”

Andd hereupon they bade me daub away.

Thank youl my head being cvammed, their wally »
Ilank, '

Never was such prompt disemburdening,

Fivat, every sort of monk, the black and white,

1 drew them, fut and feans then, folks at churely,

From grond old gossips waiting to counfess

Their eribs of barrel-droppings, candie-ends —

T the breathless fellow at the altar-foot,

Fresh from his nuwrder, safe aud sitting there 15¢

With the little ehildren round hint in g row

OF admiration, hall for his beard and half

For that white angter of his victim'’s son

Shaking a fist at hin with one feree arm,

Sipningy himsell with the other beeause of Christ

(Whose sad face on the erosa sees only this

After the passion of o thonsand years)

"Till some poor gird, her apron o'er her head,
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Which the intense eyes Jooked throueh, e 2z eve

On tip-toe, said 2 word, dropped ina Loaf, 1%
Her pair of earrings and 3 bunch of favess

The brute took gronling, prayed, 223 then was £o3:
1 painted all, then cried * "T is ask a=d have—
Choose, for more ’s ready!™—12id the ladder fiar,
And showed my covered bit of clofster-wall.

The monks closed in a crcle 2nd praised Joud

Tl checked,—taught what to see 2=d £ot to see,
Being simple bodies,—* That ’s the very man!
Look at the boy who stoops to pzt the dog!

That woman ’s like the Prior’s nicce who comes 173
To care about his asthrpa: it ’s the Lfe!™

But there my mumph’s straw-fire flared and funked—
‘Their betters took their tur to see and say:

‘The Prior and the learned pulled a face

And stopped afl that in no time. * How? what ’s here?
Quite from the mark of panung, bless us 1!

Faces, arms, legs and bodies like the true

As much as pea and pea! it 's devil’s-game!

Your business is not to catch men with show,

With homage to the perishable clay, 150
But lift them over it, 1gnore it all,

Moake them forget there ’s such a thing as flesh.

Your business 1s to paint the souls of men—

Man's soul, and it ’s 2 fire, smoke . . . no, 1t "s not . . .
It ’s vapour done up like a new-born babe—

(In that shape when you die it leaves your mouth)

It’s . . . well, what matters talking, 1t *s the soul!




28 NINETEENTH CENTURY POEMS

Give us no more of body than shows soul!

Here *s Giotto, with his Saint a-praising God,

That sets us praising,—why not stop with him? 190
Why put all thoughts of praisc out of our heads

With wonder at lines, colours, and what not?

Paint the soul, never mind the legs and arms!

Rub all out, try at it a second time.

Oh, that white smallish female with the breasts,

She ’s just my niece . . . Herodias, I would say,—
Who went and danced and got men's heads cut off—
Have it all out!” Novw, is this sense, I ask?

A fine way to paint soul, by painting body

So ill, the eye can't stop there, must go further 200
And can’t fare worse! Thus, yellow does for white
When what you put for yellow ’s simply black,

And any sort of meaning looks intense

When all beside itself means and looks nought.

Why can’t a painter lift each foot in turn,

Left foot and right foot, go a double step,

Make his flesh liker and his soul more like,

Both in their order? Take the prettiest face,

The Priot’s niece . . . patron-saint—is it so pretty

You can’t discover if it means hope, fear, 210
Sorrow or joy? won’t beauty go with these?

Suppose I 've made her eyes all right and blue,

Can’t I take breath and try to add life’s flash,

And then add soul and heighten them threefold?

Or say there 's beauty with no soul at all—

(I never saw jt—put the case the same—)
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If you get simple beauty and nought else,

You get about the best thing God invents,—

That ’s somewhat. And you’ll find the soul you have

missed,

Within yourself when you return Him thanks, 220

“Rub all out!?” Well, well, there ’s my life, in short,

And so the thing has gone on ever since.

I’m grown 2 man no doubt, I *ve broken bounds—

You should not take a fellow eight years old

And make him swear to never hiss the girls.

I’m my own master, paint now as I please—

Having a fnend, you see, in the Corner-house!

Lord, it ’s fast holding by the rings 1n front—

‘Those great rings serve more purposes than just

To plant a flag in, or tie up a horse! 230

And yet the old schooling sticks, the old grave eyes

Are peeping o’er my shoulder as I work,

‘The heads shake still—* It ’s Art’s decline, my sont

You 're not of the true pamters, great and old;

Brother Angelico s the man, you "Il find;

Brother Lorenzo stands his single peer:

Fag on at flesh, you 'll never make the thurd!”

Flower o the pine,

You keep your mistr . . . manners, and 1"l stick to mine!

I’m not the third, then: bless us, they must know! 240
. Don’t you think they 're the likeliest to know,

They with their Latin? so, 1 swallow my rage,

Clench my teeth, suck my lips 1n tight, and paint

To please th i do, and

don't,
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Tor, doing most, there ’s pretty sure to come

A turn, some warm eve finds me at my saints—

A laugh, a cry, the business of the world—

(Flowcer o' the peach,

Death for us all, and his own life for each!)

And my whole soul revolves, the cup runs over,  .250
The world and life ’s too big to pass for a dream,
And I do these wild things in sheer despite,

And play the fooleries you catch me at,

In pure rage! the old mill-horse, out at grass

After hard years, throws up his stiff heels so,
Although the miller does not preach to him

The only good of grass is to make chaff.

What would men havet Do they like grass or no—
May they or mayn’t they? all I want ’s the thing
Settled for ever one way: as it is, 260
You tell too many lies and hurt yourself.

You don’t like what you only like too much,

You do like what, if given you at your word,

You find abundantly detestable.

For me, I think I speak as I was taught—

I always see the Garden and God there

A-making man’s wife—and, my lesson learned,

The value and significance of flesh,

I can’t unfearn ten minutes afterwards.

You understand me: I’m a beast, I know, 270
But sce, now—why, I see as certainly
As that the morning-star ’s about to shine,
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VWhat will hap some day,  We ’ve 2 youngster bere
Comes to our convent, studies what 1 do,

Stauches and stares 2nd lets po 220m drop—

His narre is Geidi—ke N not mind the monks—

They call kim Hulking Tom, Fe lets them talk—

He picks my practice up—he "l paint apace,

1 tape so—though I never live so long,

T keorw what 's sure 20 follow. You be judge! 2%
You speak ro Latin more than |, belike—

Howmever, you "re my man, you 've seen the world
—TEz beauty 2ad the wonder and the pawer,

The shapes of thiags, therr colours, lights and shades,
Changes, surprises,~and God rmade it all!

—For whaz dn you feel thankful, 27 of 2,

For this fair town’s face, yonder nver's fine,

The mountain round 12 and the siy 2bove,

Much more the figures of man, woman, child,

These 2re the frame to?  Whar 's 12 all 2bous? 290
To be passed over, despized? or dwelt upon,

Wosndered 217 oh, this kst of counte'—you 2.

But why rot o 2s well 23 soy,—pain: these

Juse 25 they are, careless what comes of 1t?

Ged's works—paint anjone, and count it crime

Toletz truth slip.  Don't object, ** Hus works

Ate here already—nature 1 complete:

Suppose you reproduce her-—(which you czn't)

There s £o advanrage! you must beat ber, then.”

For, don't you mask, we 're made so that we Jove 320
First when we see them painted, things we have passed
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Perhaps a hundred times nor cared to see;

And so they are better, painted——Dbetter to us,

Which is the same thing. Art was given for that—

God uses us to help each other so,

Lending our minds out. Have you noticed, now,

Your cullion’s hanging face? A bit of chalk,

And trust me but you should, though! How much
more,

If I drew higher things with the same truth!

That were to take the Prior’s pulpit-place, 310

Interpret God to all of you! oh, oh,

It makes me mad to see what men shall do

And we in our graves! This world ’s no blot for us,

Nor blank—it means intensely, and means good:

To find its meaning is my meat and drink.

“ Ay, but you don’t so instigate to prayer!”

Strikes in the Prior: “ when your meaning ’s plain

It does not say to folks—remember matins,

Or, mind you fast next Friday!” Why, for this

What need of art at all? A skull and bones, 320

Thwo bits of stick nailed cross-wise, or, what ’s best,

A bell to chime the hour with, does as well,

I painted a Saint Laurence six months since

At Prato, splashed the fresco in fine style:

“ How looks my painting, now the scaffold ’s down?”

I ask a brother: *“ Hugely,” he returns—

“ Already not one phiz of your three slaves

That turn the Deacon off his toasted side,

But ’s scratched and prodded to our heart’s content,
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The pious people have so eased their own 3z
When coming to say prayers there in a rage:

We get on fast to see the bricks beneath.

Expect another job this time next year,

For pity and religion grow i’ the crowd—

Your painting serves its purpose!” Hang the fools!

—That is—you "Il not mistake an idle word
Spoke in a huff by 2 poor monk, God wot,
Tasting the air this spicy night which tumns
The unaccustomed head like Chianti wine!

Oh, the church knows! don’t misteport me, now!
It ’s natural 2 poor monk out of bounds

Should have his apt word to excuse himself:

And hearken how I plot to make amends,

I have bethought me: I shall paint 2 piece

... There’s for you! Give me six months, then go,
see

340

Something in Sant’ Ambrogio’s! Bless the nuns!
They want a cast of my office. I shall paint

God in the midst, Madonna and her babe,
Ringed by 2 bowery, flowery angel-brood,

Lilies and vestments and white faces, sweet

As puff on puff of grated orns-root

When ladies crowd to church at midsummer.
And then in the front, of course a saint or two—
Saint John, because he saves the Florentines,
Saint Ambrose, who puts down in black and white
The convent’s friends and gives them a long day,

350
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And Job, I must have him there past mistake,

The man of Uz, (and Us without the z,

Painters who need his patience).  Well, all these

Secured at their devotions, up shall come 360

Out of a corner when you least expect,

As one by a dark stair into a great light,

Music and talking, who but Lippo!  Ti—

Mazed, motionless and moon-struck—I ’'m the man!

Back I shrink—what is this I sce and hear?

1, caught up with my monk’s things by mistake,

My old serge gown and rope that goes all round,

I, in this presence, this pure company!

Where ’s a hole, where ’s a corner for escape?

Then steps a sweet angelic slip of a thing 370

Forward, puts out a soft palm—" Not so fast!”

—Addresses the celestial presence, *“ nay—

He made you and devised you, after all,

Though he’s none of you! Could Saint John there
draw—

His camel-hait make up a painting-brush?

We come to brother Lippo for ail that,

Iste perfecit opus!”  So, all smile—

I shuffie sideways with my blushing face

Under the cover of a hundred wings

Thrown like 2 spread of kirtles when you ’re gay 380

And play hot cockles, all the doors being shut,

Till, wholly unexpected, in there pOps

The hothcad husband! Thus I scuttle off

To some safe bench behind, not letting go
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The palm of her, the Iittle lily thing

That spoke the good word for me in the nick,

Like the Prior’s niece , . . Saint Lucy, I would say
And 80 all ’s saved for me, and for the church

A pretty picture gained. Go, six months hence!

Your hand, sir, and good-bye: no lights, no lights! 100
‘The street ’s hushed, and 1 know my own way back,
Don't fear me! ‘There 's the grey beginning. Zooks!



Christina Rossetti -

THE PRINCE’S PROGRESS

Till all sweet gums and juices flow,
Till the blossom of blessoms blow,
The long hours go and come and go,
The bride she sleepeth, waketh, sleepeth,
Waiting for one whose coming is slow:-—
Hark! the bride weepeth.

“ How long shall I wait, come heat come rime?”’—
“ Till the strong Prince comes, who must come in time ”
{Her women say), “ there ’s a mountain to climb,

A river to ford. Sleep, dream and sleep: 10

Sleep ” (they say): “ we 've mufiled the chime,
Better dream than weep,”

In his world-end palace the strong Prince sat,
Taking his ease on cushion and mat,
Close at hand lay his staff and his hat.
* When wilt thou start? the bride waits, O youth.”—
“ Now the moon ’s at full; I tarried for that,
Now I start in truth.
%
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* But tell me first, true voice of my doom,
Of my veiled bride in her maiden bloom; 20
Keeps she watch through glare and through gloom,
‘Watch for me asleep and awake?”—
** Spell-bound she watches ir one white room,
And is patient for thy sake.

* By her head lilies and rosebuds grow;
The lilies droop, will the rosebuds blow?
The silver slim lilies hang the head low;
Their stream is scanty, their sunshine rare;
Let the sun blaze out, and let the stream flow,
They will blossom and wax fair. 30

* Red and white poppies grow at her feet,
‘The blood red wait for sweet summer heat,
Wrapped in bud-coats hairy and neat;
But the white buds swell, one day they will burst,
Will open their death-cups drowsy and sweet—
Which will open the first?”

Then 2 hundred sad voices lifted a wail,
And 2 hundred glad voices piped on the gale.
* Time is short, life is short,” they took up the tale:
** Life is sweet, love is sweet, use to-day while you may;
Love is sweet, and to-morrow may fail; 41
Love is sweet, use to-day.”
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While the song swept by, beseeching and mecek,
Up rose the Prince with a flush on his cheek,
Up he rose to stir and to seek,
Going forth in the joy of his strength;
Strong of limb if of purpose weak,
Starting at length,

Forth he set in the breezy morn,
Crossing green fields of nodding corn, 50
As goodly a Prince as ever was born;
Carolling with the carolling lark;—
Sure his bride will be won and worn,
Ere fall of the dark.

So light his step, so merry his smile,
A milkmaid loitered beside a stile,
Set down her pail and rested awhile,
A wave-haired milkmaid, rose and white;
The Prince, who had journeyed at least a mile,
Grew athirst at the sight. o

“ Will you give me & morning draught?”—
“ You ’re kindly welcome,” she said and laughed.
He lifted the pail, new milk he quaffed;

Then wiping his curly black beard like silk:
* Whitest cow that ever was calved

Surely gave you this milk.”



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 39

Was it milk now, or was it cream?
Was she 2 maid, or an evil dream?
Her eyes began to glitter and gleam;
He would have gone, but he stayed instead; 70
Green they gleamed as he looked in them:
“ Give me my fee,” she said.—

Y will give you a jewel of gold.”"—
“ Not s0; gold is heavy and cold."—
« 1 will give you a velvet fold
Of foreign work your beauty to deck.”—
“ Better [ Tike my kerchief rolled
Light and white round my neck.”—

* Nay,” cried he, * but fix your own fee."—
She laughed, * You may give the full moon to me; 8o
Or else sit under this apple tree
Here for one idle day by my side;
After that I'll let you go free,
And the world is wide.”

Loth to stay, but to leave her slack,
He half turned away, then he quite turned back.
For courtesy's sake he could not lack
To redeemn his own royal pledge;
Ahead too the windy heaven lowered black

With a fire-cloven edge. 90
(z154)
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So he stretched his length in the apple-tree shade,
Lay and laughed and talked to the maid,
Who twisted ber hair in a cunning braid
And writhed it shining in serpent-coils,
And held him a day and a night fast laid
In her subtle toils,

At the death of night and the birth of day,
When the owl left off his sober play
And the bat hung himself out of the way,
Woke the song of mavis and merle, 100
And heaven put off its hodden grey
Yor mother-o'-pearl.

Peeped up daisies here and there,
Here, there, and everywhere;
Rose a hopeful lark in the air,
Spreading out towards the sun his breast;
While the moon set solemn and fair
Away in the West,

* Up, up, up,” called the watchman lark,
In his clear réveillée: *“ Hearken, oh hark! 110
Press to the high goal, fiy to the mark,
Up, O sluggard, new morn is born;
If still aslecp when the night falls dark,
Thou must wait a second morn.”
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“ Up, up, up,” sad glad voices swelled:
“ So the tree falls and lies as it ’s felled,
Be thy bands loosed, O sleeper, long held
In sweet sleep whose end is not sweet,
Be the slackness girt and the softness quelled
And the slowness fleet.” 120

Off he set. The grass grew rare,
A blight lurked in the darkening air,
‘The very moss grew hueless and spare,
The last daisy stood all astunt;
Behind his back the soit lay bare,
But barer in front.

A land of chasm and rent, a land
Of rugged blackness on either hand:
If water trickled 1ts track was tanned
With an edge of rust to the chink; 130
If one stamped on stone or on sand
It returned a clink.

A lifeless land, a loveless land,
Without lair or nest on esther hand:
Only scorpions jerked in the sand,
Black as black iron, or dusty pale;
From point to point sheer rock was manned
By scorpions in mail.
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A land of neither life nor death,
Where no man buildeth or fashioneth,
Where none draws living or dying breath;
No man cometh or goeth there,
No man doeth or secketh, saith,
In the stagnant air.

Some old volcanic upset must
Have rent the crust and blackened the crust;
Wrenched and ribbed it beneath its dust
Above carth’s molten centre at seethe,
Heaved and heaped it by huge upthrust
Of fire beneath,

Untrodden before, untrodden since:
Tedious land for a social Prince;
Halting, he scanned the outs and ins,
Endless, labyrinthine, grim,
Of the solitude that made him wince,
Laying wait for him,

By bulging rock and gaping cleft,
Even of half mere daylight reft,
Rueful he peered to right and left,
Muttering in his altered mood:
" 'The fate is hard that weaves \my weft,
Though my lot be good.”

140

150

160
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Dim the changes of day to night,
Of night scarce dark to day not bright.
Still his road wound towards the right,
Still he went, and still he went,
Till one night he espied a Iight,
In his discontent.

Out it flashed from a yawn-mouthed cave,
Like a red-hot eye from a grave. 170
No man stood there of whom to crave
Rest for wayfarer plodding by:
Though the tenant were churl or knave
The Prince might try.

In he passed and tarried not,
Groping his way from spot to spot,
Towards where the cavern flare glowed hot:—
An old, old mortal, cramped and double,
‘Was peering into 2 seething-pot,
In a world of trouble. 180

‘The veriest atomy he looked,
‘With grimy fingers clutching and crooked,
Tight skin, a nose all bony and hooked,
And 2 shaking, sharp, suspicious way;
His blinking eyes had scarcely brooked
The light of day.
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Stared the Prince, for the sight was new;
Stared, but asked without more ado:
“ May a weary traveller lodge with you,
Old father, here in your lair?
In your country the inns seem few,
And scanty the fare.”

The head turned not to hear him speak;
The old voice whistled as through a leak
(Out it came in a quavering squeak):
“ Work for wage is a bargain fit:
If there ’s aught of mine that you seek
You must work for it.

* Buried alive from light and air
This year is the hundredth year,
I feed my fire with a sleepless care,
Watching my potion wane or wax:
Elixir of Life is simmering there,
And but one thing Iacks.

“ If you 're fain to lodge here with me,
Take that pair of bellows you see—
Too heavy for my old hands they be—
Take the bellows and puff and puff:
When the steam curls rosy and free
The broth ’s boiled enough.

190

200

210
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* Then take your choice of all I have;
I will give you life if you crave.
Already I'm mildewed for the grave,
So first myself I must drink my fill:
But all the rest may be yours, to save
Whomever you will.”!

* Done,” quoth the Prince, and the bargain stood.
TFirst he piled on resinous wood,
Next plied the bellows in hopeful mood;
‘Thinking, * My love and I will live, 220
£ 1 tarry, why life is good,
And she may forgive."”

The pot began to bubble and boil;
The old man cast in essence and oil,
He stirred all up with a triple coil
Of gold and silver and iron wire,
Dredged in a pinch of virgin soil,
And fed the fire.

But still the steam curled watery white;
Night turned to day and day to night; 23
One thing lacked, by hus feeble sight
Unseen, unguessed by his feeble mind:
Life might miss him, but Death the blight
Was sure to find.,
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So when the hundredth year was full
The thread was cut and finished the school.
Death snapped the old worn-out tool,
Snapped him short while he stood and stirred
(Though stiff he stood as a stiff-necked mule)
With never a word. 240

Thus at length the old crab was nipped.
The dead hand slipped, the dead finger dipped
In the broth as the dead man slipped,—
That same instant, a rosy red
Flushed the steam, and quivered and clipped
Round the dead old head.

The last ingredient was supplied
(Unless the dead man mistook or lied).
Up started the Prince, he cast aside
The bellows plied through the tedious trial, 250
Made sure that his host had died,
And filled a phial.

" One night’s rest,” thought the Prince: “ This done,
Forth I start with the tising sun:
With the morrow 1 rise and run,
Come what will of wind or of weather.
This draught of Life when my Bride is won
Well drink together.”
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Thus the dead man stayed in his grave,
Self-chosen, the dead man in his cave; 260
Thete he stayed, were he fool or knave,
Or honest secker who had not found:
While the Prince outside was prompt to crave
Sleep on the ground.

*“ If she watches, go bid her sleep;
Bid her sleep, for the road is steep:
He can sleep who holdeth her cheap,
Sleep and wake and sleep again.
Let lum sow, one day he shall reap,
Let him sow the gramn, 270

“ When there blows a sweet garden rose,
Let it bloom and wither if no man knows:
But if one knows when the sweet thing blows,
Knows, and lets it open and drop,
If but a nettle his garden grows
He hath earned the crop.”

Through his sleep the summons rang,
Into his ears it sobbed and it sang.
Slow he woke with a drowsy pang,
Shook himself without much debate, 280
Turned where he saw grecn branches hang,

Started though late,
(2154) c2
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For the black land was travelled o’er,
He should see the grim land no more.
A flowering country stretched before
His face when the lovely day came back:
He hugged the phial of Life he bore,
And resumed his track.

By willow courses he took his path,
Spied what a nest the kingfisher hath, 200
Marked the fields green to aftermath,
Marked where the red-brown field-mouse ran,
Loitered awhile for a deep-stream bath,
Yawned for a fellow-man.

.Up on the hills not a soul in view,

In the vale not many nor few;
Leaves, still leaves, and nothing new.
It ’s oh for a second maiden, at least,
To bear the flagon, and taste it too,
And flavour the feast, 300

Lagging he moved, and apt to swerve;
Lazy of limb, but quick of nerve,
At length the water-bed took a curve,
The deep river swept its bankside bare;
Waters streamed from the hill-reserve—
Waters here, waters there,
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High above and deep below,
Bursting, bubbling, swelling the flow,
Like hill-torrents after the snow,—
Bubbling, gurgling, in whirling strife, 3t
Swaying, sweeping, to and fro,—
He must swim for his life.

Which way?—which way?—his eyes grew dim
With the dizzying whirl—which way to swim?
The thunderous downshoot deafened him;
Half he choked 1n the lashing spray:
Life is sweet and the grave is gnm—
Which way?—which way?

A flash of light, a shout from the strand:
“ This wiy—this way; here Les the land]” 320
His phial clutched in one drowming hand;
He catches—misses—catches a rope;
His feet slip on the slipping sand:
Is there life?—1s there hope?

Just saved, without pulse or breath,—
Scarcely saved from the gulp of death;
Laid where a willow shadoweth—

Laid where a swelling turf 1s smooth,
(O Bride! but the Bridegroom lingereth

For all thy sweet youth,) 130
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Kind hands do and undo,
Kind voices whisper and coo:
“ § will chafe his hands »—* And 1 ”—*“ And you
Raise his head, put his hair aside.”
(If many laugh, one well may rue:
Sleep on, thou Bride.)

So the Prince was tended with care:
One wrung foul ooze from his clustered hair;
Two chafed his hands, and did not spare;
But one held his drooping head breast-high, 340
Till his eyes oped, and at unaware,
They met eye to eye.

Oh, a moon face in a shadowy place,
And a light touch and a winsome grace,
And thrilling tender voice that says:
* Safe from waters that seek the sea—
Cold waters by rugged ways—
Safe with me.”

While overhead bird whistles to bird,
And round about plays a gamesome herd;
** Safe with us ”~—some take up the word—
“ Safe with us, dear lord and friend:
All the sweeter if long deferred
Is rest in the end.”

350
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Had he stayed to weigh and to scan,
He had been more or less than a man:
He did what a young man car,
Spoke of toil and an arduous way—
"Toil to-marrow, while golden ran
The sands of to-day. 360

Slip past, slip fast,
Uncounted hours from first to last,
Many hours tll the last 1s past,
Many hours dwindling to one—
One hour whose die 1s cast,
One last hour gone.

Come, gone—gone for ever—
Gone as an unreturning river—
Gone as to death the merriest Liver—
Gone as the year at the dymng fall— 370
"To-morrow, to-day, yesterday, never—
Gone once for all.

Came at length the starting-day,
With last words, and last, last words to say,
With bodiless cries from far away—
Chiding wailing vosces that rang
Like a trumpet call to the tug and fray;
And thus they sang:
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“ T there life?~the lamp burns low;
Is there hope?-—the coming is slow: 380
The promise promised so long ago,
The long promise, has not been kept.
Does she live?—does she die?—she slumbers so
Who so oft has wept.

“ Does she live?~—does she die?—she languisheth
As a lily drooping to death,
As a drought-worn bird with failing breath,
As a lovely vine without a stay,
As a tree whereof the owner saith,
* Hew it down to-day °.” 390

Stung by that word the Prince was fain
To start on his tedious road again.
He crossed the stream where a ford was plain,
He clomb the opposite bank though steep,
And swore to himself to strain and attain
Ere he tested sleep.

Huge before him a mountain frowned
With foot of rock on the valley ground,
And head with snows incessant crowned,
And a cloud mantle about its strength, 400
And a path which the wild goat hath not found
In its breadth and length.
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But he was strong to do and dare:
If a host had withstood him there,
He had braved a host with little care
In his lusty youth and his pride,
‘Tough to grapple though weak to snare.
He comes, O Bride.

Up he went where the goat scarce clings,
Up where the eagle folds her wings, 410
Past the green line of living things,
‘Where the sun cannot warm the cold,—
Up he went as a flame enrings
‘Where there seems no hold.

Up a fissure barren and black,
Till the eagles tired upon his track,
And the clouds were left behind his back,
Up till the utmost peak was past.
Then he gasped for breath and his strength fell slack;
He paused at last, 420

Belore his face a valley spread
Where fatness laughed, wine, oil, and bread,
Where all fruit-trees their sweetness shed,
‘Where all birds made love to their kind,
Where jewels twinkled, and gold lay red
And not hard to find.
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Midway down the mountain side
(On its green slope the path was wide)
Stood a house for a royal bride,
Built all of changing opal stone,
The royal palace, till now descried
In his dreams alone.

Less bold than in days of yare,
Doubting now though never before,
Doubting he goes and lags the more:

Is the time late? does the day grow dim?

Rose, will she open the crimson core
Of her heart to him?

Take heart of grace! the potion of Life
May go far to woo him a wife:
If she frown, yet a lover’s strife
Lightly raised can be laid again:
A hasty word is never the knife
To cut love in twain,

Far away stretched the royal land,
Fed by dew, by a spice-wind fanned:

430

Light labour more, and his foot would stand

On the threshold, all labour dane;
Tasy pleasure laid at his hand,
And the dear Bride won.

450



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 55

His slackening steps pause at the gate—
Does she wake or sleep?—the time is late—
Does she sleep now, or watch and wait?
She has watched, she has waited long,
Watching athwart the golden grate
‘With 2 patient song.

Fling the golden portals wide,
‘The Brideg comes to his promised Bride;
Draw the gold-stiff curtains aside,
Let them look on each other’s face, 460
She in her meekness, he 1n his pride—
Day wears apace.

Day is over, the day that wore.
‘What is this that comes through the door,
‘The face covered, the feet before?
‘This that coming takes hus breath;
This Bride not seen, to be seen no more
Save of Bridegroom Death?

Veiled figures carrying her
Sweep by yet make no stir; 470
There is a smell of spice and myrrh,
A bride-chant busdened with one name;
The bride-song rises steadier
Than the torches’ flame:
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“ Too late for love, too late for joy,

Too late, too late!
You loitered on the road too long,

You trifled at the gate:
The enchanted dove upon her branch

Died without a mate; 480
The enchanted princess in her tower

Slept, died, behind the grate;
Her heart was starving all this while

You made it wait.

“ Ten years ago, five years ago,

One year ago,
Even then you had arrived in time,

Though somewhat slow;.
Then you had known her living face

Which now you cannot know: 490
The frozen fountain would have leaped,

The buds gone on to blow,
The warm south wind would have awaked

To melt the snow.

* Is she fair now as she Ijes?
Once she was fair;
Meet queen for any kingly king,
With gold-dust on her hair.
Now these are poppies in her locks,
White poppies she must wear; 500
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Must wear a veil to shroud her face
And the want graven there:
Or is the hunger fed at length,
Cast off the care?

Ve never saw her with a smile
Or with a frown;
Her bed seemed never soft to her,
Though tossed of down;
She little heeded what she wore,
Kirtle, or wreath, or gown; 510
‘We think her white brows often ached
Beneath her crown,
Till silvery hairs showed in her focks
That used to be so brown.

** We never heard her speak 1n haste:
Her tones were sweet,
And modulated just so much
As it was meet
Her heart sat silent through the noise
And concourse of the street. 520
There was no hurry in her hands,
No hurry in her feet;
‘There was no bliss drew nigh to her,
‘That she might run to greet.

* You should have wept her yesterday,
Wasting upon her bed:
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But wherefore should you weep to-day
That she is dead?

Lo, we who love weep not to-day,
But crown her royal head.

Let be these poppies that we strew,
Your roses are too red:

Let be these poppies, not for you
Cut down and spread.”

5§30 -



William Morris

THE SLAYING OF KIARTAN OLAFSON

Now Kiartan rode from Knoll betimes that day,
And goodman Thorkel brought him on the way
With twelve men more, and therewithal they ride
Fast from the west, but where the pass grew wide
And opened into Swinedale, Kiartan stayed
His company, and unto Thorkel said.

*“Thanks have thou, goodman, for thy following,
Now get thee back, I fear not anything
*Twixt this and Herdholt.”

* Well,” the goodman said, o
‘“ Time enow is there yet to be waylaid
Ere thou art safe at home; let us ride on.”

“ Nay,” Kiartan said, * the thing shall not be done
All men of heart will say that heart I lack,
If I must have an army at my back
Where'er I go, for fear of Oswif’s sons.
[
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Fare thee well, goodman, get thee back at once!

And therewithal take this to comfort thee,

That Bodlt yet is scarce mine enemy,

And holds aback those brethren; wot ye well, 20
Too strange a story would it be to tell,

If these should overcome my father’s son;

Besides, without thee I ride not alone.”

So back the goodman turned, misdoubting though,
In spite of all how yet the day would go,
And up the dale rode Kiartan: An the Black,
The man who erst the stolen sword brought back,
Was with him there, and one named Thorarin,
As sfowly now the midway dale they win.

Now, as I find it written in my tale, 30
There went that morn a goodman of the dale,
About those bents his mares and foals to see,
His herdsman with him; these saw presently
Up from the east the men of Bathstead ride,
And take their stand along a streamlet’s side
Deep sunken in a hollow, where the mouth
Of the strait path turns somewhat to the south,
Trom out the dale; now, since the men they knew,
Much they misdoubted what these came to do;
But when they turned them from the sunken stream, 40
And saw the sun on others’ weapons gleam,
And three armed men come riding from the west;
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And when they knew the tallest and the best
For Kiartan Olafson, therewith no more
‘They doubted aught,
Then #2id the herdsman: “ Sore
The troubles are that on the country-side
Shall fall, if this same meeting shall betide;
He is a great chief; fet us warn him then!”

“ Yea, yeal” his master 2aid, ** and all such men g0
As fate leads unto death, that we may be
"Twixt the two millstones ground right merrily,
And cursed as wie cry out! thou 2t 2 fool,
Who needs must be the beaker and the stool
For great men’s uws, emptied of jays of life
For others’ joy, then kicked by in the strife
When they are drunken; come, bezide the way,
Let us Eiz close 10 see the merry play}
For such 2 swordsman zs i3 Kiartan, vie
Shall sezrce behold on this side of the eez; [
And heavy odds he hath 2z2inst him to).
These zre grezt men—g»d, let them hack 2nd hew
Their noble bodies for our poor deligha!”

So down the bent they elipped, 2nd 25 they might
Larked by the mozd, 224 thes they tell their tale:

Ere Kizrtan reached the 127t place of the dale,
Hizh tp vpm the brovk-bank Bodli lzy,
S0 thzt bis belm was just seen from the orzy;
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Then Ospak went to him, and clear they heard
Across the road his rough and threatening word: 70
“ What dost thou here? thou hast bethought thee then
"To warn thy friend that here lurk all-armed men.
Thou knowest Gudrun’s mind—or know’st it not,
But know’st that we within a trap have got

Thee and the cursed wretch, the proud Mire-blade,
"The Thief, the King’s-pimp, the white Herdholt maid.
Come, sister’s husband, get thee lower downl”

The foam flew from the lips of the fierce clown

As thus he spake, but Bodli rose and said:

" Think’st thou I armed because I was afraid 8o
)f thee and thine this morn? If thou knew’st well
)f love or honour, somewhat might I tell
Vhy I am here with thee—If will I have,

{iartan, who was my friend, this day to save,
lethink thee I might do it otherwise
“han €’en by showing what in ambush lies!
~How if I stood beside him?”

“ Down with thee
ind hold thy peacel or he will hear and see.”

For so it was that Kiartan drew so near 90
“hat now the herd their clinking bits might hear,
lorne down upon the light wind: on he came,
inging an old song made in Odin’s fame,
fTerry and careless on that sunny morn;

Vhen suddenly out rang the Bathstead horn,
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And sharply he drew rein, 2nd beked 2o 2

Then did the Turkers from the geliy boz 2

And made on towerd them, 2nd dowm bapr D e,
And Kiartan glaneed zround, ead speeSy

Led toward a rock that wes beside the wor, =
And there they shifted them to sz2zd 22 ba.

Most noble then looked Riartzz, s23d the Bl
Neor ever saw § any less 2feasd;
Yet, when his watchful eye en Bofi 22,
A change came o'er him that were bznd 0o 2,
But that he dropped his k22ds a2 £, 2v e
Who thinks that all is over cow z=4 Comes
Yet, says the neatherd, so0a b brows &2 dezs,
And from his strong band whirtled fonh ks roeee,
And down fell Thorolf clanering cnttemad. w22
He cried: ** Down goes the thisf berag® by oo,
Ore man struck off the tale! 1 kzve heord eoll
Of such 23 dealt with rmore 2nd come £ wol™

Silence a space but for the 2l rizgy; then
Over the dusty road on nushed thoe mez;
And, says the herd, there g2 I for 2 1p22e
Confused gleam of swords zbout that place,
And from their clatter now 2nd then &:4 ovze
Sharp cry, or groan, or panting thout, 23 breme
Went point or edge: but pale 2s dezth one 127, 535
With sheathed sword, looking on the claitizg werd,
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And that was Bodli Thorleikson. Then came

A 1ull a little space in that wild game.

The Bathstead men drew off, and still the three
Stood there scarce hurt as far as I could see;

But of the Bathstead men I deem some bled,
Though all stood firm; then Ospak cried and said:

* (O Bodli, what thing wilt thou prophesy
For us, since like a seer thou standest by
And see’st thine house beat back? well then for thee
Will I be wise, foretelling what shall be— 131
A cold bed, and a shamed board, shalt thou have,
Yea, and ere many days a chased dog’s grave,
If thou bringst home to-day a bloodless sword!”

But yet for all that answered he no word,
But stood as made of iron, though the breeze
Blew his long black hair round his cheek-pieces
And fanned his scarlet kirtle.

* Time we lose,”
Another cried, *“ if Bodli so shall choose, 140
Let him deal with us when this man is slain.”
Then stoutly to the game they gat again
And played awhile, and now withal I saw
That rather did the sons of Oswif draw
Toward Thorarin and An, until the first,
From midst the knot of those onsetters burst,
And ran off west, followed by two stout men,
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Not Oswif's sons; 2nd An the Black fell thea
Wounded to death, 1 deamed, but over kim

Fell Gudlaug, Os=if’s nepkew, with 2 limb 153
Shorn off by Kiartan’s sword: then once zzain

‘There came 2 short lull in the iron rain;

And then the four fell on him furiously

Awhile, then gave aback, and 1 could see

‘The noble Kizrtan, with his mail-coat rent,

His shie!d hung low adowm, his sword-blzde bez,
Panting for breath, but stll without a wouznd.

While 2s 2 man by some strong spell fast bound,
Without 2 will for aught, did Bodli st2nd,
Nor once cast eyes on the waylzyess® band, 160
Nor once glanced round 2t Kiartan, but sured suill
Upon the green side of the graesy hill
Over agzinst him, ¢'en 23 he did deem
It mizhe yet yawm 23 in 2 dreadful dream,
And from its bowels give some marvel birth,
That in 2 ghostly wise should change the eanth,
And make that dzy rought.  But 2s there he stood
Ospak raised up his hand, all red with blood,
And smote him on the face, 2nd cned:
“ Go home, 170
Half-heanted traitor, ¢'en 2s thou hast come,
And bear my blood to Gudrunt”
S4ill no word
Came from his pale lips, 20d the rover’s sword
Abode within the scabbard.  Ospak said:
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Corne, for the midday sun is over-bright,
And I am wearying for the restful night!”

And now had Bodli dropped his hands adown,
And shown his face all drawn into a frown
Of doubt and shame; his hand was on his sword,
Even ere Kiartan spake that latest word;
Still trembling, now he drew it from its sheath, 210
And the bright sun ran down the fated death,
And ¢'en the sons of Oswif shuddered now,
As with wild eyes and beavy steps and slow
He turned toward Kiartan; beat the heart in me
Till I might scarce breathe, for I looked to see
A dreadful game; the wind of that midday
Beat *gainst the hill-sides; a hound far away
Barked by some homestead’s door; the grey ewe’s bleat
Sounded near by; but that dull sound of feet,
And the thin tinkling of the mail-coat rings 220
Drowned in my ears the sound of other things,
As less and less the space betwixt them grew;
Ushut my eyes as one the end who knew,
But straight, perforce, I opened them again,
Woe worth the while!

As one who looks in vain

For help, looked Kiartan round; then raised hus shield,
And poised hus sword as though he ne’er would yield
Even when the earth was sinking; yet a while,
And o'er his face there came a quivering soule, 230
As into Bodli's dreadful face he gazed;
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And Bodli said: * Wilt thou not then forgive? 260
Think of the days I yet may have to live
Of hard life!”
Therewith Kiartan oped his eyes,
And strove to turn about as if to rise,
And could not, but gazed hard on Bodli's face,
And gasped out, as his eyes began to glaze:

“ Farewell, thou joyous life beneath the sun,
Thou foalish wasted gift—farewell, Gudrun!”
And then on Bodli's breast back fell his head,
He strove to take his hand, and he was dead. 270

Then was there silence a long while, well-nigh
We heard each other breathe, till quietly
At last the slayer from the slain arose,
And took his sword, and sheathed 1t, and to those
Four sons of Oswif, e’en as one he spake
Who had good right the rule o’er them to take:

* Here have we laid to earth a mighty one,
And therein no great deed, forsooth, have done,
Since his great heart oercame him, not my sword;
And what hereafter may be our reward 280
For this, I know not: he that lieth here
By many a man in life was held nght dear,
As well as by the man who was his friend,
And brought his life and love to bitter end;
And since I am the leader of this band
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Swinburne

HERTHA

I am that which began;
Out of me the years roll;
Out of me God and man;
I am equal and whole;
God changes, and man, and the form of them bodily;
Iam the soul.

Before ever land was,
Before ever the sea,
Or soft hair of the grass,
Or fair limbs of the tree,
Or the flesh-coloured frutt of my branches, I was, and
thy soul was in me. 10

First life on my sources
First drifted and swam;
Out of me are the forces
‘That save it or damn;
Out of me man and woman, and wild beast and bird:

before God was, I am.
[ n PR
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SWINBURNE

1 the grain in the futrow,
The plough-closen clod
And the ploughshare drawn thorough,
The germ and the sod,
“fhe deed and the doer, the seed and the sower,
dust which is God.

Hast thou known how 1 fashioned thee,
Child, underground?
Fire that impassioned thee,
Iron that bound,
Dim changes of water, what thing of all these b
thoo ¥mown of or Soond?

Canst thov say in thine heant
Thou hast seen with thine eyes
With what cunning of ant
Thou wast wrought 1n what wise,
By what force of what stuff thou wast shapen, 2
shown on my breast to the skies?

Who hath given, who hath sold it thee,
Knowledge of me?
Has the wilderness told it thee?
Hast thou leamnt of the sea?
Hast thou communed in spirit with night? Have 1
winda taken enunsel with thee?
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Have I set such a star
To show light on thy brow
That thou sawest from afar
What I show to thee now?
Have ye spoken as brethren together, the sun and the
mountains and thou? 60

What is here, dost thou know it?
What was, hast thou known?
Prophet nor poct
Nor tripod nor throne
Nor spirit nor flesh can make answer, but only thy
mother alone.

Mother, not maker,
Born, and not made;
Though her children forsake her,

Allured or afraid, .
Praying prayers to the God of their fashion, she stirs
not for all that have prayed. 70

A creed is a rod,
And a crown is of night;
But this thing is God,
"To be man with thy might,
To grow straight in the strength of thy spirit, and live
out thy life as the light.
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1 am in thee to save thee,
As my soul in thee saith;
Give thou as I gave thee,
Thy life-blood and breath,
Green leaves of thy labour, white flowers of thy thought,
and red fruit of thy death, 8o

Be the ways of thy giving
As mine were to thee;
The free life of thy living,
Be the gift of it free;
Not as servant to lord, nor as master to slave, shalt
thou give it to me.

O children of banishment,
Souls overcast,
Were the Iights ye see vanish meant

Always to last,
Ye would know not the sun overshining the shadows
and stars overpast. g0

I that saw where ye trod
The dim paths of the night
Set the shadow called God
In your skies to give light;
But the morning of manhood is risen, and the shadow-
Jess soul is in sight.

L e
o
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The tree many-rooted
That swells to the sky
With frondage red-fruited,
The life-tree am I;
In the buds of your lives is the sap of my leaves: ye
shall live and not die. 100

But the Gods of your fashion
That take and that give,
In their pity and passion
That scourge and forgive,
They are worms that are bred in the bark that falls off;
they shall die and not live.

My own blood is what stanches
The wounds in my bark;
Stars caught in my branches
Make day of the dark,
And are worshipped as suns till the sunrise shall tread

out their fires as a spark, 110

Where dead ages hide under
The live roots of the tree,

In my darkness the thunder
Makes utterance of me;

In the clash of my boughs with each other ye hear the
waves sound of the sea.
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That coise s of Time,
As his feathers are spread
And his feet set to climb
Through the boughs overhead,
And my feliage rings round him and rustles, and branches
are bert with his tread. 120

‘The storm-~winds of ages
Blow through me and cease,
The war-wind that rages,
The spring-wind of peace,
Ere the breath of them roughen my tresses, cre one of
my blossoms increase.

All sounds of all changes,
All shadows and lights
On the world's mountain-ranges
And stream-riven heighes,
VWhose tongue is the wind's tongue and language of
storm-clouds on earth-shaking nights; 130

All forms of 2l faces,
All works of all hands
In unsearchable places
Of time-stricken lands,
All death and all life, and all reigns and all ruins, drop
through me as sands.
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Though sore be my burden
And more than ye know,
And my growth have no guerdon
But only to grow,
Yet T fail not of growing for hghmmgq above me o
deathworms below, 14!

"These too have their part in me,
As I too in these;
Such fire is at heart in me,
Such sap is this trec's,
Which hath in it al] sounds and all scerets of infinit
lands and of seas.

In the spring-coloured hours
When my mind was as May’s
There brake forth of me flowers
By centurics of days,
Strong blossoms with perfume of manhood, shot ou
from my spirit as rays. 15

And the sound of them springing
And smell of their shoots
Were as warmth and sweet singing
And strength to my roots;
And the lives of my children made perfeet with frecdor
of soul were my fruits,
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1 bid you but be;
1 have need not of prayer;
1 have need of you free
As your mouths of mine air;
That my heart may be greater within me, beholding
the fruits of me fair, 160

More fair than strange fruit is
Of faiths ye espouse;
In me only the root is
That blooms in your boughs;
Behold now your God that ye made you, to feed him
with faith of your vows.

In the darkening and whitening
Abysses adored,
‘With dayspring and lLightning
For lamp 2nd for sword,
God thunders in heaven, and hus angels are red with the
wrath of the Lord. 170

- O my sons, O too dutiful
Towards Gods not of me,
‘Was not 1 enough beautiful?
‘Was it hard to be free?
For behold, I am with you, am in you and of you;
look forth now and see.

(e154) D2
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Lo, winged with world’s wonders,
With miracles shod,
With the fires of his thunders
For raiment and rod,
God trembles in heaven, and his angels are white with
the terror of God. 180

For his twilight is come on him,
His anguish is here;
And his spirits gaze dumb on him,
Grown grey from his fear;
And his hour taketh hold on him stricken, the last of
his infinite year. g

Thought made him and breaks him,
Truth slays and forgives;
But to you, as time takes him,
This new thing it gives,
Even love, the beloved Republic, that feeds upon free-
dom and lives. 190

For truth only is living,
Truth only is whole,
And the love of his giving
Man’s polestar and pole;
Man, pulse of my centre, and fruit of my body, and
seed of my soul.
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One birth of my bosom;
One beam of mine eye;
One topmost blossomt
That scales the sky;
Man, equal and one with me, man that is made of me,
man that is I, 200



Lord de Tabley

What scrap is this, you thrust upon me now?
Some grievance-bill; I 'm sick of seeing such.
What can these burghers always want with me?
I am weary of petitions, yet they pour.

This is a brave word, liberty, indeed;

And now-a-days each lean and mongrel whelp
Littered about these streets chimes in his voice
For liberty. I loathe the letters’ sound.

How dare you bring this in at tiring time,
Fretting my soul? This chain is dull as brass,
Lean down, you caitiff, lacquer up the gold;
Rub for your life, rub. There ’s another stone
Flawed in the centre droplet, where it shows,
Cracked like a nut; why, man, it was a gem,
An amethyst as clear as a girl’s eye.

And you must crash my chain about like sacks
Of Kathern pears; there are no servants, none,

As I remember service, in these days;
. ,

THE COUNT OF SENLIS AT HIS TOILET

10
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A new time pestilent; each clown must ride,

" And nobles trudge bebind him in the din— 20
Lay out my murrey-coloured velvet suit;
How you detain me fumbling; knave and fool,
Don’t ruffle back the pile of Genoa's looms
With your rank sweating fingers the wrong way.
Do you suppose I wear a wild cat’s fur
For your amusement? You must play these tricks,
With only half-an-hour to banquet time;
And when 1 rail, stand helpless, gibbering there,
As if a nobleman could tire himself.
Like a field-scarecrow against ime and grain, 30
You’d have me round my shoulders toss a sack,
And give my hair one shake, and make an end,
And so stride in among the grey-green eyes,
And dainty hands, and little perfumed arms,
And white smooth laughing kittens at their play;
Dear hearts, I think they call it love-making,
A purr begins 1t and a scratching ends,
Or each succeeds alternate; bless them all:
You, with these darlings waiting, prove a snail,
Your careless hands would send me to the feast 40
Much as 2 diver from the castle moat,
Slimed in disorder. You 've the mind, it seems,
And lejsure to disgrace me. Try, my knave.
You that are born upon my liberties,
And I've the nght of gibbet on my lands,
At least my fathers had it; that ’s the same;
If time js able to filch lawful rights
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Away from any man without his leave,

Then let time void the ducats from my pouch,
When I refuse to spend them. Have then heed; 5o
And now this gentle rabble, that T own,

Have bribed you here, my thrall, to bring me in

A string of rank seditions on a rag

Of calfskin, at the very time and hour,

You know, it chicfly scts me out of gear

To find thus rudely thrust beneath my nose

The wrongs of carrion butchers, the sweet sighs
Of carters, longing after equal laws.

To push these in, of all hours in the day,

To vex me here half-dressed, is shameless deed. 6o
Consider only, certain moments hence

The banquet summons finds me, pest of heaven!
With my mind ruffied, half my clothes awry;

I’m sent among the damsels at the board,

With a sour taste of serfdom in my mouth;

I am put from my whole amenity;

My pleasing power and courteous manner lost;

For such light sunny ways will not beam out,
Unless I can forget, ignore, abolish,

The sweating boors penned in their styes below. 70

Man, man, is this a time for wrong and right?
The doublet bulges, the ruff hangs awry,

Limp as the wool of some damp wether's fleece.
The feast is ready,—they are going down,—

I hear Count Edmund, coxcomb, on the stairs—

e
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' You lciter, varlet, and 1°m late; your deed;
You thrust your charters when I ought to dress;
Charters indeed. 1, that have known it long,
Have never seen this precious burgh of mine
Save on the eve of starving thro’ my dues, 80
At feast their song has run so all these yeass.
And yet they are fed enough to roar out loud,
“ Behold, we starve!”—My rufifes; that ’s the left,
You idiot—And they breed too, breed like rats;
So much the better for my toll per head.
They will not starve; 1°d like to see it done.
They can cheat hunger in 2 hundred ways;
“They rob my saw-pits clean of bran for bread;
‘There never were such greedy knaves as these.
‘They clear my outer court of nettles next; 90
They boil them, so 1 ’m told, T hope they sting.
Well, I shall not complain, it saves the scythe,
And we great lords must wink aad let ourselves
Be pilfered by the small fry halter-ripe.
It is the doom znd meed of noble blood,
“To be a prey to clowns; and God, He knows,
T am not one of those ssho grudge the poor.
And 50 my kindness fills them full of com,
And rains this plague down in petinons thus.
1 am soft-hearted, they presume on this— 100
And 1 will singe clean out your fishy eyes
With white-hot tongs, unless you make that cloak
Fall smoother on the carriage of my sword.
Why, you lean hound, whom mange will soon destroy,
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And save your hanging, where ’s the scabbard brace?

See, you have made it stick right out behind,
Like Satan’s sister’s broomstick. And the cooks
Are at it dishing up. You fumble there, -

As if the precious minutes stood like sheep,

And you 'd the day to lic upon the grass

110

And count the crows. 'There, that goes better—Come,

1’1l glance on this petition—What is here?

* That our starvation is no idle tale,

Of his own seeing our liege lord must know;
Since his own noble and peculiar pack,

In tufted sedges at the mort o’ th’ deer,

Lately unearthed a lean white woman dead—"
Confound the knaves; and granting this were so,
This is a delicate and savoury thing

Just before dinner to remind me of.

This shall spoil all I meant to do for them;
How dare they? Why this same wan rigid face
Must thrust itself upon my grounds and die,
And sicken several pretty damsels found,

And spoil the hunting of a score of lords;

And damp the show. No wonder; I myself
Felt rather squeamish half a dial’s turn,

And found strong waters needful to reset

The impassive mettle of high breeding’s ways.
And then my Kate, who ’ll laugh a lawyer dumb,
Was all that evening dull as a town clock;

And later on . . . here catch this trash—a word
More and I clap a double impost on,

120

130
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And make them starve in earnest, Tell them so,
Sir thief, my varlet, their ambassador—

Enough of this, why drivel we on these?

Get, for Saint Job’s sake, forward with my beard.
You push this trivial business in my jowl,

And make me dawdle over urgent cares,

And tice me to peruse, while your rough hands
Will turn me out a Scythian for the feast,

In barbarous disorder. Is that all?

87

140

My ring and gloves;—Count Edmund, there he goes;

How that fool brags about his pedigree.

His veins must run pure ichor, ours mere blood.
1°d gladly try my rapter on his ribs,

And bleed him much as any plough-boy bleeds.
How can a man speak any such vain words?—
T hear him swinging down the corridor,

With all his plumage and bedizened hide

As clean as a cobswan’s—trust him for that—
He has no thought above his skin and gloves,
Or at what angle his trim beard should grow:
Despatch, thou slave: complete me, or indeed
He 'll be before me with the duchess yet,

150
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THE WHITE SHIP
Henry I of England—2sth Nov., 1120

By none but me can the tale be told,

The butcher of Rouen, poor Berold.
(Lands are swayed by a King on a throne.

’T was a royal train put forth to sea,

Yet the tale can be told by none but me.
(The sca hath no King but God alone.)

King Henry held it as life’s whole gain
That after his death his son should reign.

*T was so in my youth I heard men say,
And my old age calls it back to-day. 10

King Henry of England’s realm was he,
And Henry Duke of Normandy.
£8
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‘The times had changed when on either coast
“ Clerkly Harry " was all his boast,

Of ruthless strokes full many an one
He had struck to crown himself and his son;
And his elder brother’s eyes were gone.

And when to the chase his court would crowd,
The poor flung ploughshares on his road,
And shricked: * Qur cry is from King to God!” 20

But all the chiefs of the English land
Had knelt and kissed the Prince’s hand.

And next with his son he sailed to France
To claim the Norman allegiance:

And every baron in Normandy
Had taken the oath of fealty.

T was sworn and sealed, and the day had come
When the King and the Prince might journey home:

For Christmas cheer is to home hearts dear,
And Christmas now was drawing near. 30

Stout Fitz-Stephen came to the King,—
A pilot famous in scafaring;

And he held to the King, 1 all men’s sight,
A mark of gold for his tribute’s right.
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“ Liege Lord! my father guided the ship
From whose boat your father’s foot did slip
When he caught the English soil in his grip,

“ And cried: ¢ By this clasp I claim command
O’er every rood of English land!’

“ He was borne to the realm you rule o'er now 40
In that ship with the archer carved at her prow:

“ And thither I'll bear, an it be my due,
Your father’s son and his grandson too.

* The famed White Ship is mine in the bay;
From Harfleur’s harbour she sails to-day,

* With masts fair-pennoned as Norman spears
And with fifty well-tried mariners.”

Quoth the King: ““ My ships are chosen each one,
But I"’ll not say nay to Stephen’s son.

* My son and daughter and fellowship ‘ 50
Shall cross the water in the White Ship.”

The King set sail with the eve’s south wind,
And soon he left that coast behind,

The Prince and all his, a princely show,
Remained in the good White Ship to go.
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With noble knights and with ladies fair,

With courtiers and sailors gathered there,

Three hundred living souls we were:

And I Berold was the meanest hind
In all that train to the Prince assign’d. 6o

‘The Prince was a lawless shameless youth;
From his father’s loins he sprang without ruth:

Eighteen years till then he had seen,
And the devil’s dues in lum were eighteen.

And now he cried: “ Bring wine from below;
Let the sailors revel ere yet they row:

“ Qur speed shall o'ertake my father's flight
Though we sail from the harbour at midnight.”

The rowers made good cheer without check;
The lords and ladies obeyed hus beck; 7
The night was light, and they danced on the deck.

But at midnight’s stroke they cleared the bay,
And the White Ship furrowed the water-way.

‘The sails were set, and the oars kept tune
To the double flight of the ship and the moon:

Swifter and swifter the White Ship sped
Till she flew as the spirit flies from the dead:
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As white as a lily glimmered she
Like a ship’s fair ghost upon the sea,

And the Prince cried, *“ Friends, ’t is the hour to sing! 8o
Is a songbird’s course 50 swift on the wing?”

And under the winter stars’ still throng,
From brown throats, white throats, merry and strong,
The knights and the ladies raised a song.

A song,—nay, a shriek that rent the sky,
That leaped o’er the deepl—the grievous cry
Of three hundred living that now must die.

An instant shrick that sprang to the shock
As the ship’s keel felt the sunken rock.

"T is said that afar—a shrill strange sigh— 90
The King’s ships heard it and knew nat why.

Pale Fitz-Stephen stood by the helm
"Mid all those folk that the waves must whelm.

A great King’s heir for the waves to whelm,
And the helpless pilot pale at the helm!

The ship was eager and sucked athirst,
By the stealthy stab of the sharp reef pierc’d:

And like the moil round a sinking cup,
The waters against her crowded up.
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A moment the pilot’s senses spin,— 100
‘The next he snatched the Prince *mid the din,
Cut the boat loose, and the youth leaped in.

A few friends leaped with him, standing near.
* Rowl! the sea’s smooth, and the night is clear]”

* What! none to be saved but these and 2"
“ Row, row as you 'd livel All here must die.”

Out of the churn of the choking ship,
‘Which the gulf grapples and the waves strip,
They struck with the stramed oars’ flash and dip.

*T was then o’er the splitting bulwarks’ brim 110
‘The Prince’s sister screamed to him.

He gazed aloft, sull rowing apace,
And through the whirled surf he knew her face.

To the toppling decks clave one and all
As a fly cleaves to a chamber-wall.

1 Berold was clinging anear;
1 prayed for myself and quaked with fear,
But I saw his eyes as he looked at her.

He knew her face and he heard her cry,
And he gaid, “ Put back] she must not dieP” 120
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And back with the current’s force they reel
Like a leaf that ’s drawn to a water-wheel.

"Neath the ship’s travail they scarce might float,
But he rose and stood in the rocking boat.

Low the poor ship leaned on the tide:
O’cr the naked keel as she best might slide,
The sister toiled to the brother’s side.

He reached an oar to her from below,
And stiffened his arms to clutch her so.

But now from the ship some spied the boat, 130
And “ Saved!” was the cry from many a throat.

And down to the boat they leaped and fell:
It turned as a bucket turns in the well,
And nothing was there but the surge and swell:

The Prince that was and the King to come,
There in an instant gone to his doom,

Despite of all England’s bended knee
And maugre the Norman fealty!

He was a Prince of lust and pride;
He showed no grace till the hour he died. 140

When he should be King, he oft would vow,
He 'd yoke the peasant to his own plough.
O’er him the ships score their furrows now.



D. G. ROSSETTI 95

God only knows where his soul did wake,
But I saw him die for his sister’s sake.

By none but me can the tale be told,

"The butcher of Rouen, poor Berold.
(Lands are swayed by a King on a throne.)

*T was a royal train put forth to sea,

Yet the tale can be told by none but me. 150
(The sea hath no King but God alone.)

And now the end came o’er the waters’ womb
Like the last great Day that ’s yet to come.

With prayers in vain and curses in vain,
The White Ship sundered on the mid-main:

And what were men and what was a ship
Were toys and splinters in the sea’s grip.

1 Berold was down in the sea;
And passing strange though the thing may be,
Of dreams then known I remember me. 160

Blithe is the shout on Harfleur’s strand
‘When morning lights the sails to land:

And blithe is Honfleur’s echoing gloam
When mothers call the children home;

And high do the bells of Rouen beat
When the Body of Christ goes down the street,
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He clung, and * What of the Prince?"” quoth he.
“ Lost, lost!” we cried. He cried, * Woe on me!”
And loosed his hold and sank through the sea. 190

And soul with soul again in that space
We two were together face to face:

And each knew each, as the moments sped,
Less for one living than for one dead:

And every still star overhead
Seemed an eye that knew we were but dead.

And the hours passed; till the noble's son
Sighed, “ God be my help! my strength’s foredone]

“ O farewell, friend, for I can no more!”
“ Christ take thee!” I moaned; and his life was o’er. zo0

‘Three hundred souls were all lost but one,
And I drifted over the sea alone.

At last the moming rose on the sea
Like an angel’s wing that beat tow’rds me.

Sore numb I was in my sheepskin coat;
Half dead Y hung, and might nothing note,
Till I woke sun-warmed in a fisher-boat.

‘The sun was high o’er the eastern bnm
As T praised God and gave thanks to Hum
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That day I told my tale to a priest, . =10
Who charged me, till the shrift were releas’d,
That I should keep it in mine own breast.

And with the priest I thence did fare
To King Henry's court at Winchester.

We spoke to the King’s high chamberlain,
And he wept and mourned again and again,
As if his own son had been slain:

And round us ever there crowded fast
Great men with faces all aghast:

And who so bold that might tell the thing 220
Which now they knew to their lord the King?
Much woe I learnt in their communing.

The King had watched with a heart sore stirred
For two whole days, and this was the third:

And still to all his court would he say,
*“ What keeps my son so long away?”

And they said: “ The ports lie far and wide
That skirt the swell of the English tide;

* And England’s cliffs are not more white
Than her women are, and scarce so light 230
Her skies as their eyes are blue and bright;
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« And in some port that he reached from France
The Prince has lingered for his pleasaunce.”

But once the King asked: * What distant cry
‘Was that we heard ’twixt the earth and sky?”

And one said: * With suchlike shouts, pardie!
Do the fishers fling their nets at sea.”

And one: * Who knows not the shrieking quest
‘When the sea-mew misses its young from the nest?”

*T was thus till now they had soothed his dread, 240
Albeit they knew not what they said:

But who should speak to-day of the thing
That all knew there except the King?

Then pondering much they found a way,
And met round the King’s high seat that day:

And the King sat with 2 heart sore stitred,
And seldom he spoke and seldom heard.

"T was then through the hall the King was "ware
Of a little boy with golden hair,

As bright as the golden poppy is
That the beach breeds for the surf to kiss:

250
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Yet pale his cheek as the thorn in Spring,
And his garb black like the raven’s wing.

Nothing heard but his foot through the hall,
For now the lords were silent all.

And the King wondered, and said, * Alack!
Who sends me a fair boy dressed in black?

“ Why, sweet heart, do you pace through the hall

As though my court were 2 funeral?”

Then lowly knelt the child at the dais,
And looked up weeping in the King’s face,

* O wherefore black, O King, ye may say,
For white is the hue of death to-day.

* Your son and all his fellowship
Lie low in the sea with the White Ship.”

King Henry fell as a man struck dead;
And speechless still he stared from his bed
When to him next day my rede I read,

There ’s many an hour must needs beguile
A King’s high heart that he must smile,—

Full many a lordly hour, full fain
Of his realm’s rule and pride of his reign:—

260
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But this King never smiled again.

By none but me can the tale be told,

‘The butcher of Rouen, poor Berold.
(Lands are swwayed by a King on a throne.)

*T was a royal train put forth to sea,

Yet the tale can be told by none but me.
{The tea hatk no King but God alone.}



Francis Thompson

THE HOUND OF HEAVEN

1 fled Him, down the nights and down the days;

I fled Him, down the arches of the years;

I fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways

Of my own mind; and in the mist of tears

I hid from Him, and under running laughter,
Up vistaed hopes I sped;
And shot, precipitated,

Adown Titanic glooms of chasméd fears,

From those strong Feet that followed, followed after.

But with unhurrying chase,

And unperturbéd pace,
Deliberate speed, majestic instancy,

They beat—and a Voice beat

More instant than the Feet— .
** All things betray thee, who betrayest Me.”

I pleaded, outlaw-wise,
By many a hearted casement, curtained red,

Trellised with intertwining charities;
102
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Seoiting far shelier on thetr drnpdd ko
Frettzd to dolost o
Sed silver chaiter the pole posts 07 the reon,
| =xid to Dawn: Be szdden—19 Ever Pescom; =
With thy yourg skfer blossoms beap me eror
From this tremendoes Loves—
Floaz thy vague well aboct e, lest He see!
X tarmpiad 2T HiGs servimarz, bt to £2d
My own betryral Bz their eonsneT,
Iz 225 to Him thelr Ecllrass D me,
Their tafiorons trosnsss, gnd thels lova? dacelz,

To all s#ift things for switmess &3 L smeg
Clerg to the whintling mame of every wind,
Buat whether they swept, sroethiy faee, Pl
Tte long sTezmrats of the blogg
Or wiether, Theader-dofven,
Ther damged bis charice "thwzt 2 beoren,
Plishy with fiying Eghtmines roond the spom o° thelr
festi—
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Francis Thompson

THE HOUND OF HEAVEN

I fled Him, down the nights and down the days;

I fled Him, down the arches of the years;

1 fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways

Of my own mind; and in the mist of tears

I hid from Him, and under running laughter,
Up vistaed hopes I sped;
And shot, precipitated,

Adown Titanic glooms of chasmeéd fears,

From those strong Feet that followed, followed after.

But with unhurrying chase,

And unperturbéd pace,
Deliberate speed, majestic instancy,

They beat—and a Voice beat

More instant than the Feet— )
*“ All things betray thee, who betrayest Me.”

I pleaded, outlaw-wise,
By many a hearted casement, curtained red,

Trellised with intertwining charities;
102
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{For, though I knew His love Who followéd,
Vet was I sore adread
Lest, having Him, I must have nought beside.)
But, if one little casement parted wide,
The gust of His approach would ¢lash it to:
Fear wist not to evade, as Love wist to pursue,
Across the margent of the world I fled,
And troubled the gold gateways of the stars,
Smiting for shelter on their clangéd bars;
Fretted to dulcet jars
And silver chatter the pale ponts o' the moon.
I said to Dawn: Be sudden—to Eve: Be soon;
With thy young skiey blossoms heap me over
From this tremendous Lover—
Float thy vazue veil about me, lest He see!
I tempted all His servitors, but to find
My own betrayal in thewr constancy,
In faith to Him their fickleness to me,
‘Their traitorous trueneas, znd their Ioyal deceit.

25

To all swift things for swiftness did I sue;
Clurg to the whistling mane of every wind.
But whether they swept, rnoothly fleet, 4
‘The long savannats of the blus;
Or whether, Thunder-driven,
They clanged his chariot "thwart 2 beaven,
Plashy with fiying lightnings round the spum o their
feet:—
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FRANCIS THOMPSON 10§

I in their delicate fellowship was one—
Drew the bolt of Nature’s secrecies.
I knew all the swift importings
On the wilful face of skies;
I knew how the clouds arise
Spuméd of the wild sea-snortings;
All that ’s born or dies
Rose and drooped with; made them shapers 8o
Of mine own moods, or wailful or divine;
With them joyed and was bereaven,
T was heavy with the even,
When she Iit her glimmering tapers
Round the day's dead sanctities.
1laughed in the morning's eyes.
I triumphed and I saddened with all weather,
Heaven and I wept together,
And its sweet tears were salt with mortal mine;
Against the red throb of 1ts sunset-heart go
I laid my own to beat,
And share commingling heat;
But not by that, by that, was eased my human smart.
In vain my tears were wet on Heaven’s grey check.
For ah! we know not what each other says,
These things and I; in sound I speak—
Their sound is but their stir, they speak by silences.
Nature, poor stepdame, cannot slake my drouth;
Let her, if she would owe me,
Drop yon blue bosom-verl of sky, and show me 100
‘The breasts o’ her tenderness:
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FRANCIS THOMPSON 107

A weed, albeit an amaranthine weed, 130
Suffering no flowers except its own to Tount?
Ahl must—
Designer infinitet—
Ah! must Thou char the wood ere Thou canst limn with
it?
My freshness spent its wavering shower i’ the dust;
And now my heart is as a broken fount,
‘Wherein tear-drippings stagnate, spilt down ever
Trom the dank thoughts that shiver
Upon the sighful branches of my mind.
Such is; what is to be? 140
The pulp so bitter, how shall taste the rind?
1 dimly guess what Time in mists confounds;
Yet ever and anon a trumpet sounds
From the hid battlements of Eternity;
Those shaken mists a space unsettle, then
Round the half-glimpséd turrets slowly wash again,
But not ere him who summeoneth
1 first have seen, enwound
With glooming robes purpureal, cypress-crovmed;
His name I know, and what hus trumpet saith. 150
Whether man’s heart or life it be which yields
Thee harvest, must Thy harvest-fields
Be dunged with rotten death?

Now of that long pursuit
Comes on at hand the bruit;
That Voice is round me like a bursting sea:
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108 NINETEENTH CENTURY POEMS

“ And is thy earth so marred,
Shattered in shard on shard?
Lo, all things fly thee, for thou fliest Me!
Strange, piteous, futile thing! 16
Wherefore should any set thee love apart?
Seeing none but I makes much of naught ” (He said),
“ And human love needs human meriting:
How hast thou merited—
Of all man’s clotted clay the dingiest clot?
Alack, thou knowest not
How little worthy of any love thou art!
Whom wilt thou find to love ignoble thee,
Save Me, save only Me?
All which I took from thee I did but take, ]
Not for thy harms,
But just that thou mightst seck it in My arms.
All which thy child’s mistake
Fancies as lost, I have stored for thee at home:
Rise, clasp My hand, and come!”
Halts by me that footfall:
Is my gloom, after all,
Shade of His hand, outstretched caressingly?
‘“ Ah, fondest, blindest, weakest,
1 am He Whom thou seekest! 18¢
Thou dravest love from thee, who dravest Mel”



NOTES

TENNYSON — IN MEMORIAM

Line 1. him that rests below. Arthur Hallam,

20 the Jatest moon. The most recently discovered star.
Pethaps reference 13 designed to the discovery of the planet
Uranus 1n_ 1846, after mathematical calculations made by
Adams at Cambndge and Le Verner 1z France

40. the Shadow. Death

53 Kkeeps the keys. Ie the idcas of God and the hopes
of |mmortz.hty chenshed by the vanous relizions will be
proved or disproved by homan expenence at death.

Go. Pan. The Greck god of nature. His pame means
everything ",

70. On Arglve heights. This refers metaphoncally to
2 Joftiness of Greek philosophy

72. flate of Arcady. cadia 1 a beautiful mountatnons
AR U -

- - L i
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76. Is dash'd. A refcrence to spots on the sun

113. So might I find. Ie¢ Would that I sught find!
The poet desires death for himself before he forgets or
s dead fniend

TENNYSON — TITHONUS
18 thy strong Hours. The Hours wcre attendants of the
dawn-goddess Egs, surrounding her ¢l
25 the sllver star. The mormng star
33. that dark world, The earth. * Dark ™ i the sense
of ** obscure from distance **.
19



62. that strant® gong- Accord‘mg to mytho\ogy, the walls
of Tro¥ 10S€ from t\ac carth at the word and song of Yos jdon

god of the sca, &0 of z\po\\o, god of the sub. 1uon js the
Greck name {or Tro¥"

1yarrows: old Eng\'xsh peorhs “a 1ttle h‘\\\".\
The nameé for scpu\cbta\ mounds jound in most parts of the
_ The 1argest xo bt found in Eng\and is citbury with,
which is 130 feet high-

NA"ZTHE\\' ARNOLD/'\.‘HE SCﬁOLAR GXY’SY

2. watﬂcd cotese Enc\osurcs made ol nurdies:
13- crusee small pot oF jar.
2S. pent grass: A coarse kind of

5. arts 0 rule. £ pparcnt\y some orm of \\ypnotism
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NOTES 11

ROBERT BROWNING — FRA LIPPO LIPPI

7. 'The Carmine’s my cloister. Ths is the convent of
the Carmelites 10 Florence.

17. Cosimo de’Medicl. Lived 1389-1464, son of the great
banker Giovanm de’ Medici. Bamshed from Florence 1n 432
but recalled the following year and remained till his death
the uncrowned lang of the aity, ruhng 1t wath wisdom and
moderation and mving patronige to artists and men of the
‘“new learming *'“of the Renascence. Onec of his sons was
Lorenzo * the Magmficent ”, who developed Cosimo's work
10t the state and in learning wath still greater splendour

33 for the slave that holds John Baptist’s head
a-dangle. Vasan relates that Lippo Lippr, commissioned
by the wardens of the Capitular Church of Prato, painted
for them the Chapel of the High Altar, on the nght wall
of it pictures showing the Disputation, the Stoming and the
Death of St Stephen, to whom the church was dedicated,
and, on the opposite wall, the History of St John the Baptust,
one scene representing the Decapitation of the Saint

37, 38 a bit of chalk, A wood-coal or the llke? While
still a young monk, Lippo Lipp1 was once captured by a
Moonsh galley and taken captive to Barbary but regamed
his freedom, after eighteen months of harsh slavery, by
drawing a full-length portrait of bis master, obed in his
Moonsh vestments, on a wall with a prece of charcoal taken
irom a fire

42. I saw the proper twinkfe in your eye. “l':rx Filippo
‘was very partial to men of cheerful character (Vasan)

47 three weeks shut within my mew. Vasan quves
this escapade in the following words It was known that,
while occupied in the pursuit of his pleasures, the works
undertaken by hsm recerved lttle or none of ks attention
for which reason Cosimo de’ Medict, wishing lum to execute
a work 1n his awn palace, shut i up, that he might not
waste lus time 10 runmng about, but having endured this
confinement for two days, he then made Topes with the sheets
of lus bed, which he cut to preces for that purpose, andfo
having fet Bamself down from a window, escaped, ard for
several days gave hims -
bad lim sought out ar . . '
10 go 1n and out, being . o

and eflectually served . . _ .

- '
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NOTES 111

ROBERT BROWNING — FRA LIPPO LIPPL

7. The Carmine’s my cloister. This is the convent of
the Carmelites in Florence.

17. Cosimo de’ Medici. Lived 1389-1464, son of the great
banker Giovanm de’ Medici. Bamished fram Florence 1n 1432
but recalled the following year and remained till his death
the uncrowned long of the aity, rubng it with wisdom and
moderation and giving patronage to artists and men of the
“new learning ** of the Renascence, One of his sons was
Lorenzo © the Magmficent "', who developed Comimo's work
n the state and 1n learmng with still greater splendour.

33 for the slave that holds John Baptist's head
a-dangle. Vasan relates that Lippo Lapp:, commussioned
by the wardens of the Camtular Church of Prato, panted
for them the Chapel of the High Altar, on the nght wall
of 1t pictures showing the Disputation, the Stomng and the
Death of St Stephen, to whom the church was dedicated,
and, on the opposite wall, the History of St John the Baptist,
one scene representing the Decapitation of the Sant.

37, 38 a bit of chalk, A wood-coal or the like? \While
still a_young monk, Lippo Lippt was once captured by a
Moorish galley and taken captive to Barbary but regaimned
his freedom, after eighteen months of harsh slavery, by
drawing a foll-length portrait of lus master, robed in his

Moorish vestments, on a wall with a piece of charcoal taken
from a fire,

was very partial to men of cheerful character *’  (Vasan

47 three weeks shut within my mew. Vasan gives
thl? escapade 1n the following words® ** It was known that,
while occupied m the pursmt of his pleasures, the works
?nderi:alfen by lim received little or wone of lus attention,

42. I saw the proper twinkle in your eye. * Fra Filippa
)

having et bimself down from a
several days gave hrwesls wn n
had him sowght + .
togomandout * -
and effectually « .

window, cscaped, and for
Pasbndiibaicis-






NOTES 113

1%3. Gistto. bwed 12 »—!5]7- Peril o‘ Cn:;a::: and
the greatest Jtaliaa pe.':::: of the * prmitive ” schocl

15%5. Herodias. Wifeof PLilip, brother ¢f Herod the Great,
w".aob’..g‘zl Lizm 12 diverce ker 0 that the might barprme Lis
o wifs  Jokn the Baptict was fzmprisoned for eondesaming
the trameaction z_d tx-cx:!sﬂ bya m:k of Hemodies, Ttwas
Salsma, dasgater of Herodias by Pilp, wto = cazosd and
£5% 1men’s heads et E

235. Brother Angeums the man, Gigvazni A:"-‘-
25 202 pamter of Flovence, 2 * primi-

5. Brother Lorenzo. Doa Lorenzo Mopuzo, iz the
matk, 2 great painter belunpng o the Order of the Camal-
dalsse,

275, Guldl. Tommaw ¢i Ser Grovacm: & Simeme Goidi,
called ivative of Maso from ‘Ic:::.uo
M x:z.s “clzrsy Tom ™. lm exrelled in the Le-

e 2 grandens of fas soyie. Fla C2tis soe 140125,

323. a Saint Laurence . . . At Prato. I Prato, cear
Florener, where Fra Filippo bad some pelations, ke took up
Eis abole for some mozthy, a2d thers execmted severz] wotks
for the wha'ls emyromendimg dutnet” (Vaszn ) St Lawmrenos
was martyTed by berg besned oo 2 grdiron. Inlh‘:;ds!ch‘
t&tz:dmhsmmumbzm'ﬁzs b2 w25 donmca
oze side ",

%. Something in Sant® Ambrogio’s!
pc:zr: pa:—‘:d £7 the pzus of Sest’ Actr
Iz the nght-band lower cormer 15 seen Fra Lgpo becself
brae 23 aszel, braning 2 sz-—.,J 1msented, Is gerfecss opss.
sligbt tie alters the
meaming from  He m::r'i"—:d the work * to “ That kow
fellow completed the _rr‘(

The somzs iz the poes 272 of the varisty koown 23 ™ stor-
eli *, eazh consisting of three Limes of whiih the £r3t containg
L".ena._rclzﬂa—ttr The love themts 15 then 01412 two Loes
of eleven syllables eack, agressoz by rivrte, amomanor, or
repetation with the £oxt, The piasts of Toscaoy sing them
over LL:: work, wying with each otter 12 ther amproviation
esat pausages in Vasasi's bée of Fra Lippo dweld cpos
t.,‘nr-,?'sa{h_‘d—;x't:-na!h::zz;a._r o the
faces of kis Egures.







NOTES 1333

and, Little by little and urged on by his sister, he marmed a
gentle girl Refna and gave her the o,

On one of the yearly Chnstmas feasts, when Bathstead
and Herdholt alternately visited each other, the sword which
the Norweman king had givea Kiartan at parting was stolen
by the sons of Oswif and found by An the Black, retamer
and friend of Kiartan, sunk 10 mire on the road between the
two houses and brought back (hence the name of scorn
“Mire-Blade ** which Oswaf's sons cast at Kiarfan), and at
the next feast the same men stole Refna’s cof. By the
chatter aroused by tls second theft Kiartau was stured to
exact rep ans d hstead with armed men
and carned off all the herds of Oswf

Peace was now changed for hudden war between the houses,
and, heanng that Krartan would pass near them with but a
small following, Ospak and the rest of Oswii’s sons deterruned
to waylay and slay him and stung Bodli iato leading them.
At thus pomt the selection begins

LORD DE TABLEY — THE COUNT OF SENLIS
AT HIS TOILET

21. murrey-coloured. Dark red, mulberry-coloured
53 rag of calfskin. Vellum 1s made of calfslun

107 Satan’s sister’s broomstick. A reference to the
supposed practice of witches, who rode on broomsticks to
their yearly meeting on the Dewil'’s sabbath.

145 Ichor. The flid which ran m the veins of the Greek
gods and goddesses

D. G. ROSSETTI -~ THE WHITE SHIP

14 “‘Clerkly Harry.” Henry I, contrary to general
medizval practice for pnnces and lords, recerved a good
education, being able to read and wnte Latin and koowmg
somethung of the Enghsh laws and language Hence he was
called Henry Beauclerk and 1s credited with the saying that
an unlettered kang 1s only a crowned ass,









