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FOREWORD

Lixe the magic carpet of the story-books, poetry can
transport you from your fireside corner to lands afar,
to the scene of adventure and romance, or to the open
soad of the countryside at the spring of the year.
Before poetry can give you these delights it must be
read with enjoyment: take your favourite poets and
let them be your companions, If it is adventure you
want, poetry will give you all you desire. Without
knowing how it happened, you will soon be flying on
that magic carpet to join the company of those who
seek high adventure.

On your way you will discover that the poets are
true adventurers whose munds leap beyond the
bounds of carth and send us messages that words
alone cannot express

I men are poets, but few can impart the feelings
that beauty of every kund can awaken in their hearts.
Listen in and artune your hearing to their messages
and Iynu will realize your own kinship with the poets.

Many poems printed here have come down to us
from the past, some from times so remote that those
who first sang them are unknown. This is part of the
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COMPILER’S NOTE

Manvy Iricnds have offered useful suggestions and criﬁcim:_ and I
should like to record my gratitude to thern. Y ams parficnlzdy
indebted to Dr Gurrey for the generosity with which he has helped
me with friendly eriucism and advice.

My thanks are also due to the owners of the copyTight poers
and Versions of older poems that are reprinted in this collection:

Mr. Norman Ault for ** Sister awake! close not youf eyes ™ from
Elbethan Lynics, published by Messts. Longeaans, Green & Co.
Ltd ; Mr. Hilaire Belloc and Messry Gerald Duckworth & Co Lid
for ** The South Countsy* from Sonnets end Feyse; the Representa-
tives of Wilind Scawen Blont and Messts. Macmillan & Co Ltd for
*The Old Squire”* from Poctrcal Works of Wilfnd Scaven Blunt;
the Reprasentatives of Lewis Carroll and Messrs Mzomillan & Co-
Ltd for ** The Walrus and the Garpenter ™ trom Through the Look-
ing Class, the Clarendon Press, Oxford, for * The Wisd=ill ™ gzd
“ London Snow ** from The Shorter Poeris of Robert Bridges, 15a1,
and for “ Old Winter,” by T. Noel, from Smith’s Book of Ferse
for Boys and Girls; Messts. R. Cobden-Sacderson Led  for
“ Autumn * from Poems of John Clare; Messry Censtable & Co
Ltd for * Juggling Jerry ** from Poemy, Valume 1, by Georze Mere-
dith} Mr, De 1a Mare for ** Silver ** and “ 02 the Gromad ~ from
Pescock Pre, and for ** All That's Past " from Poems ro01-19,8, prb-
hished by Messrs. Constable & Co. Ltd , Mesers § 3 Dent & Son
L4, for * The Donkey,” by Mr G K. Chesierion, and ~ Tpe
Thrush's Nest ** from Poems of John Clare; Mr W W Gibwom and
Messrs, Macnaiflan & Co. Lid. for * Flanngn Il ™ from Collegted
Poems r905-1915; the Executors of TEomas Hardy and Mesrrs Mac-
millan & Co Ltd. for **Snow in the Scburta™ znd “ Wegthery ™
brom Collected Poems of Thomas Hardy; Mr F W Harvey
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COMPILER’S NOTE

and Messrs. Sidgwick & Jackson Ltd. for ** Ducks ™ from Ducks and
Other Ferses; Mr. John Masefield for '‘Spanish Waters" and
* Tewkesbury Road ' from Collected Pocms, published by Messrs.
Wm, Heinemann Lid.; Messts. Methuen & Co. Ltd. for ** Away,
Haul Away > from The Sailor’s Garland, edited by Mr. John Mase-
field; Sir Henry Newbolt for ** Drake’s Drum ** from Pocms New and
Old, published by Mr. John Murray; and Mr, James Stephens and
Messrs. Macmillan & Co. Ltd. for *“ The Snare” from Collected
Pogms 1936; Messts. Martin Sccker & Warburg Lid,, for ** Mrs.
Reece Laughs '; Edmund Blunden and Messts. Sidgwick & Jackson
Ltd. for the first three stanzas of ** The Barn " from The Waggoner
and Other Pocms; The Clarendon Press, Oxford, for T love all
beauteous things ' from The Shorter Poems of Robert Bridges,
Oxford, 1931; Mr. W. H. Davies and Messts. Jonathan Cape Lid.
for ** The Kinglisher " and ** Rich Days** from Collected Poems;
Mr. Geoffrey Dearmer and Mr. John Murray for * The Human
Attitude” from The Day’s Delight; Mr. John Mascficld for
** Cargoes,” “* A Consceration,” ** The Scckers™ and ' Wild
Duck " from Collected Pocms, published by Messrs. Wm.
Heinemann Ltd.; Messrs. Martin Secker & Warburg Ltd. and the
author's executrix for ** The Parrot ** from The Collected Pocms of
Janies Elroy Flecker; Sir Johin Squire and Messrs. Macmillian & Co.
Ltd. for ** Niagara " from Collected Poems; Mr, W. J. Turner and
Messrs. Sidgwick & Jackson Lid. for “ Romance '’ from The Hunter
and Other Poems. EW.p.
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

OFF THE GROUND

Three jolly Farmers

Once bet 2 pound

Each dance the others would

Off the ground.

Qut of their coats

They slipped right soon,

And neat and nicesome

Put each his shoon.

One—Two—Three!

And away they go,

Nort 100 fast,

And not too slow;

Qut from the elm-trec’s

Noonday shadow,

Into the sun

And across the meadow.

Past the schoolroom,

With knees well bent,

Fingers aflicking,

They dancing went,

Upsides and over,

And round and round,
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

They crossed click-clacking

The Parish bound;

By Tupman’s meadow

They did their mile,

Tee-to-tum

On a three-barred stile.

Then straight through Whipham,

Downhill to Week,

Footing it -lightsome,

But not too quick,

Up fields 1o Watchet,

And on through Wye,

Till seven fine churches

They’d scen skip by—

Seven fine churches,

And five old mills,

Farms in the valley,

And sheep on the hills;

Old Man’s Acre

And Dead Man’s Pool

All left behind,

As they danced through Wool.

And Wool gone by,

Like tops that secem

To spin in sleep

They danced in dream:

Withy—Wellover—

Wassop—Wo—

Like an old clock

Their heels did go.

A league and a leaguc

And a league they went,
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WALTER DE LA MARE

And not one weary,
And not one spent,
And lo, and behold!
Past Willow<um-Leigh
Stretched with its waters
The great green sea.
Says Farmer Bates,
*1 puffs and 1 blows.
What'’s under the water,
Why, no man knows{ "
Says Farmer Giles,
“My mind comes weak,
And a good man drowned
Is far 1o seck.”
But Farmer Turvey,
On twirling toes,
Ups with his gaiters,
Agd in he gocg?l
Down where the mermaids
Pluck and play
On their twangling harpe
In a seagreen day;
Down where the mermaids.
Finned and fair,
Sleek with their combs
Their yellow hair. . . .
Bates and Giles
On the shingle sat,
Gazing at Turvey's
Floating hat.
But never a ripple

- Nor bubble told
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

Where he was supping

Off plates of gold.

Never an echo

Rilled through the sea

Of the feasting and dancing
And minstrelsy.

They called—called—called:
Came no reply:

Nought but the ripples’
Sandy sigh.

Then glum and silent

They sat instead,

Vacantly brooding

On home and bed,

Till both together

Stood up and said:—

“ Us knows not, dreams not,
Where you be,

Turvey, unless

In the deep bluc sea;

Bur axcusing silver—

And it comes most willing—
Here's us two paying

Our forty shilling;

For it’s sartin sure, Turvey,
Safe and sound,

You danced us square, Turvey,
Off the ground! ”

WALTER DE LA MARN
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LEWIS CARROLL

THE WALRUS AND THE CARPENTER

The sun was shining on the sea,
Shining with all his might:

He did his very best to make
The billows smooth and bright—
And this was odd, because it was
The middle of the night.

The moon was shining sulkily,
Because she thought the sun

Had got no business to be there
After the day was done—

“It's very rude of him,” che said,
*To come and spoil the fun.”

The sea was wet as wet could be,
The sands were dry as dry.

You could not see a cloud, because
No cloud was in the sky*

No birds were flying overhead—
There were no birds to fly.

The Walrus and the Carpenter

Were walking close at hand;

They wept like anything to see

Such quantities of sand:

“ I this were only cleared away,”

They said, “ it would be grand! ™
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A ROUND OF MERRIMLNT

* If seven maids with secven mops
Swept it for balf a year, )
Do you suppose,” the Walrus said,
*That they could get it clear? ”
“1 doubt it,” said the Carpenter,
Aud shed a bitter tear.

“ O Oysters, come and walk with us! ”
The Walrus did bescech.

A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk,
Along the briny beach:

We cannot do with more than four,
To give a hand to cach.”

The cldest Oyster looked at him,
But never a word he said:

The cldest Oyster winked his eye,
And shook his heavy head—
Meaning to say he did not choose
To leave the oyster-bed.

But four young Oysters hurried up,

All cager for the treat:

Their coats were brushed, their faces washed,
Their shoes were clean and neat—

And this was odd, because, you know,

They hadn't any feet.

Four other Oysters followed them,
And yet another four;
And thick and fast they came at last,
And more, and more, and more—
All hopping through the frothy waves,
And scrambling to the shore.
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LEWIS CARROLL

The Walrus and the Carpenter
Walked on 2 mile or so,

And then they rested on a rock
Conveniently low: .
And all the lintle Oysters stood
And waited in 2 row.

“The time has come,” the Walrus said,
*“To talk of many things:

Of shoes—and ships—and sealing-wax—
Of cabbages—and kin:

And why the sea is boiling hot—

And whether pigs have wings.”

*“ But, wait a bit,” the Oysters cried,
* Before we have our chay;

For some of us are out of breath,
And all of us are far! "

* No burry! ™ said the Carpenter.
They thanked him much for that.

“ A loaf of bread,” the Walrus said,
“Is srhat we chiefly need:

Pepper and vinegar besides

Are very good indeed—

Now if jou're ready, Oysters dear,
We can begin to feed.”

* But not on us! ” the Oysters cried,
Turning a liule blue.
* After such kindness, that would be
A dismal thing to do! ”
“ The night is fine,” the Walrus said,
“Do you admire the view?
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

“ It was so kind of you to come:
And you are very nicel ”

The Carpenter said nothing but,

“ Cut us another slice:

1 wish you were not quite so deaf—
I've had to ask you twicel ”

“ Yt scems a shame,” the Walrus said,
“To play them such a trick,

After we've brought them out so far,
And made them trot so quick! ”
The Carpenter said nothing but,
“The butter’s spread too thick.”

“1 weep for you,” the Walrus said,
“1 deeply sympathize.”

With sobs and tears he sorted out
Those of the largest size,

Holding his pocket-handkerchief
Before iis streaming cyes.

“ O Opysters,” said the Carpenter,
“You've had a pleasant run!

Shall we be trotting home again? ”
But answer therc was none—

And this was scarcely odd, because
They'd eaten every one.

LEWIS CARROLY,
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

*1 am a linen-draper bold,

As all the world doth know,

And my good {riend the calender?
Will lend his horse 1o go.”

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin—" That’s well said;
And, for that wine is dear,

We will be furnished with our own,
Which is both bright and clear.”

sohn Gilpin kissed his loving wifc;
O'crjoyed was he to find

That, though on pleasure she was bent,
She had a frugal mind.

The morning came, the chaise was brought,
But yet was not allowed

To drive up to the door, lest all

Should say that she was proud.

So three doors off the chaise was stayed,
Where they did all get in;

Six precious souls, and all ago

To dash through thick and thin!

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels,
Were never folk so glad,

The stones did rattle underneath,

As if Cheapside were mad.

John Gilpin at his horse’s side
Scized fast the flowing mane,
And up he got, in haste to ride,
But soon came down again;

* Maker of cloth.
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WILLIAM COWPER

For saddle-tree scarce reached had he,
His journey to begin,

When, turning round his head, he saw
‘Three customers come in,

So down he came; for loss of time,
Although it grieved him sorc,

Yet loss of pence, full well he knew,
‘Would trouble him much more.

Twas long before the customers

‘Were suited to their mind,

When Betty screaming came downstairs—
* The wine is left behind!

* Good lack! ” quoth he—" yet bring it me,
My leathern belt likewise,

In which I bear my trusty sword

When I do exercise.”

Now mistress Gilpin (careful soult)
Had two stone bottles found,

To hold the liquor that she loved,
And keep it safe and sound.

Each boule had a curling ear,
Through which the belt he drew,
And hung a bottle on each side,
To make his balance true.

Then, over all, that he might be
Equipped from top to toe,
His long red cloak, well brushed and neat,
He manfully did throw.
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

*1 am a linen-draper bold,

As all the world doth know,

And my good friend the calender!
Will lend his horse to go.”

Quoth Mirs. Gilpin—" That’s well said;
And, for that wine is dear,

We will be furnished with our own,
Which is both bright and clear.”

yohn Gilpin kissed his loving wife;
O'erjoyed was he to find

That, though on pleasure she was bent,
She had a frugal mind.

The morning came, the chaise was brought,
But yet was not allowed

To drive up to the door, lest all

Should say that she was proud.

So three doors off the chaise was stayed,
Where they did all get in;

Six precious souls, and all ago

To dash through thick and thin!

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels,
Were never folk so glad,

The stones did rattle underneath,

As if Cheapside were mad.

John Gilpin at his horse’s side
Scized fast the flowing mane,
And up he got, in haste to ride,
But soon came down again;

1 Maker of cloth,
172



WILLIAM COWPER

For saddle-tree scarce reached had he,
His journey to begin,

When, turning round his head, he saw
Three customers come in.

So down he came; for losi of time,
Although it grieved him sore,

Yer loss of pence, full well he knew,
Would trouble him much more.

"Twas long before the customers

Were suited to their mind,

When Betty screaming came downstairs—
“ The wine is left behind! ”

*“ Good lack] ” quoth he—" yet bring it me,
My leathern belt likewise,

In which I bear my trusty sword

When I do exercise.”

Now mistress Gilpin (careful soull)
Had two stone bottles found,

To hald the liquor that she loved,
And kecp it safe and sound.

Each bottle had a curling ear,
Through which the belt he drew,
And hung a bottle on each side,
To make his balance true.

Then, over all, that he might be
Equipped from top to toe,
His long red cloak, well brushed and nea,
He manfully did throw.
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

“1 am a linen-draper bold,

As all the world doth know,

And my good friend the calender!
Will lend his horse to go.”

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin—" That’s well said;
And, for that wine is dear,

We will be furnished with our own,
Which is both bright and clear.”

John Gilpin kissed his Joving wifc;
O’erjoyed was he to find

That, though on pleasure she was bent,
She had a frugal mind.

The morning came, the chaise was brought,
But yet was not allowed

To drive up to the door, lest all

Should say that she was proud.

So three doors off the chaise was stayed,
Where they did all get in;

Six precious souls, and all ago

To dash through thick and thin!

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels,
Were never folk so glad,

The stones did rattle underneath,

As if Cheapside were mad.

John Gilpin at his horse’s side
Seized fast the flowing mane,
And up he got, in haste to ride,
But soon came down again;

1 Maker of cloth.
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WILLIAM COWPER

For saddle-tree scarce reached had he,
His journey to begin,

When, turning round his head, he saw
Three customers come in.

So down he came; for loss of time,
Although it grieved him sore,

Yet loss of pence, full well he knev,
‘Would trouble him much more.

"Twas long before the customers

Were suited to their mind,

When Beuty screaming came downstairs—
* The wine is left behund{ ™

“Good lack! ” quoth he—" yet bring it me,
My leathern belt likewise,

In which I bear my trusty sword

When I do exercise.”

Now mistress Gilpin {careful soull)
Had two stone bottles found,

To hold the liquor that she loved,
And keep it safe and sound.

Each boule had a curling ear,
Through which the belt he drew,
And hung a bortle on each side.
To make his balance true.

Then, aver all, that he might be
Equipped from top to toe,
His long red cloak, well brushed and neat,
He manfully did throw.
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

1 am a linen-draper bold,

As all the world doth know,

And my good friend the calender?
Will lend his horse to go.”

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin—" That’s well said;
And, for that wine is dear,

We will be furnished with our own,
Which is both bright and clear.”

John Gilpin kissed his loving wife;
O’erjoyed was he to find

That, though on pleasure she was bent,
She had a frugal mind.

The morning came, the chaise was brought,
But yet was not allowed

To drive up to the door, lest all

Should say that she was proud.

So three doors off the chaise was stayed,
Where they did all get in;

Six precious souls, and all agog

To dash through thick and thin!

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels,
Were never folk so glad,

The stones did rattle underneath,

As if Cheapside were mad.

John Gilpin at his horse’s side
Scized fast the flowing mane,
And up he got, in haste to ride,
But soon came down again;

1 Maker of cloth,
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WILLIAM COWPER

For saddle-tree scarce reached had he,
His journey to begin,

When, turning round his head, he saw
Three customers come in.

So down he came; for loss of time,
Although it grieved him sore,

Yet loss of pence, full well he knew,
Would trouble him much more.

‘Twas long before the customers

Were suited to their mind,

When Betty screaming came downstairs—
* The wine is left behind! "

“Good lack! ” quoth he—" yet bring it me,
My leathern belt likewise,

In which I bear my trusty sword

When I do exercise.”

Now mistress Gilpin (careful soul!)
Had two stone battles found,

To hold the liquor that she loved,
And keep it safe and sound.

Each bottle had 2 curling ear,
Through which the belt he drew,
And hung a bottle on each side,
To make his balance true.

Then, over all, that he might be
Equipped from top to toe,
His Jong red cloak, well brushed and neat,
He manfully did throw.
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

Now sce him mounted once again
Upon his nimble steed,

Full slowly pacing o'er the stones
With caution and good heed!

But, finding soon a smoother road
Beneath his wellshod feet,

The snorting beast began to trot,
Which galled him in his seat.

So, “ Fair and softly,” John he cried,
But John he cried in vain;

That trot became a gallop soon,

In spite of curb and rein.

So stooping down, as needs he must

Who cannot sit upright,

He grasped the mane with both his hands,
And cke with all his might.

His horse, who never in that sort
Had handled been before,

What thing upon his back had got
Did wonder more and more.

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought;
Away went hat and wigl—

He httle dreamt, when he set out,
Of running such a rig!

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly
Like streamer long and gay,

Til, looP and button fai%\:;g both,
At last 1t flew away.
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WILLIAM COWPER

Then might all people well discern
The bottles he had slung;

A botde swinging at each side,

As hath been said or sung.

The dogs did bark, the children screamed,
Up flew the windows all;
And ev'ry soul cried out—" Well done! "
As Joud as he could bawl.

Asway went Gilpin—who but he?

His fame soon spread around—

“ He carries weight] * * He rides a racel
“*Tis for a thousand pound! "

And still, as fast as he drew near,
"Twas wonderful to view

How in a trice the turnpike-men
Their gates wide open threw.

And now, as he went bowing down
His reeking head full low,

The bottles twain behind his back
Were shattered at a blow.

Down ran the wine into the road,
Most piteous to be seen,

Which made his horse’s flanks to smoke
As they had basted been,

But still he scemed to carry weight,
With leathern girdle braced;
For all might see the bottlenecks
Sdll dangling at his waist,
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A ROUND OF MERRIMENT

Thus all through merry Islington
These gambols he did play,
Until he came unto the Wash®
Of Edmonton so gay.

And there he threw the wash® about
On both sides of the way,

Just like unto a trundling mop,
Or a wild goose at play.

At Edmonton his loving wife

From the balcény spicd

Her tender husband, wond'ring much
To see how he did ride.

“ Stop, stop, John Gilpinl—Here’s the house "~
They all at once did cry;

“ The dinner waits, and we are dred.”

Said Gilpin—" 8o am Il ”

But yet his horse was not a whit
Inclined to tarry there;

For why?—his owner had a house
Full ten miles off, at Ware.

So like an arrow swift he flew,
Shot by an archer strong;

So did he fly—which brings me to
The middle of my song.

Away went Gilpin, out of breath,

And sore against his will,

Till at his {riend the calender’s

His horse at last stood still.

3 A Jow-lying stretch of land.

® Pools o} water lying og the marshy ground.
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The calender, amazed to see

I1is neighbour in such trim,

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate,
And thus accosted him:—

* What news? what news? your tidings tel
Tell me’you must and shall—

Say why bare-headed you are come,

Or why you come at all? ”

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit,
And loved a timely joke;

And thus unto the calender

In merry guise he spoke:—

“T came because your horse would come;
And, if I well forebode,

My hat and wig will soon be here—
They are upon the road.”

The calender, right glad to find
His friend in merry pin,
Returned him not a single word,
But to the house went in;

Whence straight he came with hat and wig
A wig that flowed behind,

A hat not much the worse for wear,
Each comely in its kind.

He held them up, and, in his turn,
Thus showed his ready wit—
“ My head is twice as big as yours,
They therefore needs must fir.
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“ But let me scrape the dirt away
That bangs upon your face;

And stop and cat, for well you may
Be in a hungry case.”

Said John—* It is my wedding-day,
And all the world would stare,

1f wife should dine at Edmonton
And I should dine at Warel ”

So, turning to his horse, he said—

“Y am in haste to dinc;

"Twas for your pleasure you came here,
You shall go back for mine.”

Ah, Juckless speech, and bootless boast!
For which he paid [ull dear;

For, while he spake, 2 braying ass

Did sing most loud and clear;

Whereat his horse did snort, as he
IHad heard a lion roar,

And galloped off with all his might,
As he had done before.

Away went Gilpin, and away
Went Gilpin's hat and wig!

He lost them sooner than at first—
For why?—they were too big!

Now, mistress Gilpin, when she saw
Her husband posting down
Into the country far away,
She pulled out half a crown;
vy R
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And thus unto the youth she said

That drove them to the Bell—

* This shalf be yours when you bring back
My husband safe and well.”

The youth did ride, and soon did meet
John coming back amain;

Whom in 2 trice he tried to stop

By catching at his rein;

But, not performing what he meant,
And gladly would hasve done,

The gighlcd steed he frighted more,
And made him faster run.

Away went Gilpin, and anay
Wenr past-bu’y at his heels'—
The post-boy’s horse nght glad to miss
The {)umb'nng of the wheels.

Six gentlerén upon the road,

Thus seeing Gilpin fiy,

With post-boy scamp'ring in the rear,
They raised the hue and ery:

*“Stop thiefl stop thiefl—a highwayman! "
Not one of them was mute;
And all and each that passed that way
Did join in the pursuit.
And now the turnpile gates again
Flew open in short space:
‘The toll-men thinking, as befo!
That Gilpin rode a race.
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“T 2m but a silly old man,

Who farms a piece of ground;
My half-year rent, kind sir,

fust comes to forty pound.

" But my landlord’s not been at hame—
I've not seen him twelve month or more;
It makes my rent to be large,
P've just to pay him fourscore.”

“You should not have told anybody,
For thieves they are ganging many;
If they were to Iight upon you
They would rob you of every penny.”

“O! never mind,” says the old man,
“ Thieves I fear on no side;

My money is safe in my bags,
n the saddle on which 1 ride.”

As they were a-riding along,
And siding adown a ghyll!
The thief pulled out a pistdl,
And bade the old man stand still.

The old man was crafty and false,
As in this world are many;
He flung his old saddle o'er t” hedge,
And said, “ Fetch it, if thou'lt have any.”

The thief got off his horse,
With courage stout and bold,
To search this old man's bags,
And gave him his horse to hold.
1A decp glen, a gully
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The old man put foot in stirrup,
And he got on astride;

He set the thief’s horse in a gallo
You nced not bid th’ old man ride!

“Q stayl O stayl ” says the thief,
“ And thou half my share shalt have.”
“ Nay, marry, not 1,” quoth the old man,
“For once I've bitten a knavel ”

This thief he was not content,
He thought there must be bags,
So he up with his rusty sword,
And chopped the old saddle to rags.

The old man galloped and rode,
Undl he was almost spent,

Till he came to his landlord’s house,
And he paid him his whole year’s rent.

He opened this rogue’s portmantle,
It was glorious for to behold;
There was five hundred pound in money,
And other five hundred in gold.
ANONYMOUS

JOHN BARLEYCORN

There was three kings into the East,
Three kings both great and high
And they hac sworn a solemn oath,
John Barleycorn should die.
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They took a plough and ploughed him down,
Put cleds upon his head,

And t}u?}v hae sworn a solemn oath,
John Barleycorn was dead.

But the cheerful spring came kindly on,
And showers began 10 fall;

John Barleycorn got up again,
And sore surprised tﬁem all.

The sultry suns of summer came,
And he grew thick and strong,

His head well armed wi’ pointed spears,
That no one should him wrong.

The sober autumn entered mild,
When he grew wan and pale;

His bending joints and drooping head
Showed he began 1o fail.

His colour sickened more and more,
He faded into age;

And then his enemies began
To show their deadly rage.

They’ve ta'en a weapon long and sharp,
And cut him by the knee;

And tied him fast upon the cart,
Like a rogue for forgerie.

They laid him down upon his back,
Aund cudgelled him full sore;
They hung him up before the storm,
And wrned himso'er and o'er.
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They filled up a darksome pit
With water to the brim,

They heaved in Jobn Barleycorn,
There let him sink or swim,

They laid him out upon the floor,
To work him further woe,

And still, as signs of life appeared,
They tossed him to and fro.

They wasted, o'er a scorching flame,
The marrow of his bones;

But a miller used him worst of all,
For he crushed him "tween two stones.

And they hac ta’en his very heart’s blood,
And drank it round and round;

And still the more and more they drank,
Their joy did more abound.

John Barleycorn was a hero bold,
Of noble enterprise;

For if you do but taste his blood,
"Twill make your courage risc.

Then let us oast John Barleycomn,
Fach man a glass in hand;

And may his great posterity
Ne'er fail in old Scotland!

ANONYMOUS
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GLET UP AND BAR THE DOOR

It fell about the Martinmas time,
And a gay time it was then,

When our goodwife got puddings to make,
And she’s boil'd them in the pan,

The wind sae cauld blew south and north,
And blew into the floor;

Quoth our goodman to our goodwife,
“ Gae out and bar the door.”

“ My hand is in my hussyfskep,
Goodman, as ye may see;

An it shou’d nae'be barr’d this hundred year,
It's no be barr'd for me”

They made a paction twecn them twa,
TK made it firm and sure,

Thntcxxc first word whae'er shou'd speak

Shou'd rise and bar the door.

Then by there came twa gentlemen,

* At twelve o'clock at night,

And they cou'd neither see house nor hall,
Nor coal nor candlelight.

* Husnfshep, A bushel basket containing grain, malt, or sugar.
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“ Now whether is this a rich man’s house,
Or whether it is a poor?”

But ncer a word wad ane o’ them speak,
For barring of the door.

At first they ate the white puddings,
And then they ate the black;

Though muckle thought the goodwife to hersel’,
Yet nc’er a word she spake.

Then said the ane unto the other,
“ Here, man, tak ye my knife;
Do ye tak off the auld man’s beard,
And I'll kiss the goodwife.”—

* But there’s nae water in the house,
And what shall we do than? "—

* What ails ye at the pudding-broo,
That boils into the pan? "

O up and started our goodman,
An angry man was he:

* Will ye kiss my wife before my een,
And sca’d me wi' pudding-bree? ”

Then up and started our goodwife,
Gied three skips on the floor:

“ Goodman, you've spoken the foremost word!
Get up and bar the door.”

ANONYMOUS

i oY o



THE SONG OF THE CYCLOPS

Brave iron, brave hammer, from your sound
The art of music has her ground;
On the anvil thou keep’st time,
Thy knick-aknock is a smith’s best chime.
Yet thwick-a-thwack, thwick, thwack-athwack,
thwack,
Malke our brawny sinews crack:
+ Then pita-pat, pat, pit-a-pat, pat,
Tl dx}i’ckcsrt) basz' bcpbca!en flat,

We shoe the horses of the sun,

Harness the dragons of the moon;

Forge Cupid’s quiver, bow, and arrows,

An§ our dame’s coach that’s drawn with sparrows
Till thwick-a-thwack, etc.

Jove's roaring cannons and his rammers
We beat out with our Lemnian hammers;
Mars his gruntlet, helm, and spear,
And Gorgon shicld are all made here.

Till thwick-a-thwack, etc.

The grate which, shut, the day outbars,
Those golden studs, which nail the stars,
The plobe’s case and the axleree,
‘Who can hammer these but we?

Till thwick-a-thwack, etc.
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A warming-pan to heat carth’s bed,
Lying i’ the frozen zone half-dead;
Hob-nails to serve the man i’ the moon,
And sparrowbills to clout Pan’s shoon
Whose work but ours?
Till thwick-a-thwack, etc.

Venus® kettles, pots, and pans
We make, or clse she brawls and bans;
Tongs, shovels, and irons have their places,
Else she scratches all our faces,
Till thwick-a-thwack, thwick, thwack-athwack,
thwaclk,
Make our brawny sinews crack:
Then pita-pat, pat, pit-a-pat, pat,
Till thickest bars be beaten flat.
THOMAS DEEKER

THE WEE COOPER O' FIFE

There was a wee cooper who lived in Fife,
Nickity, nackity, noo, noo, noo.

And he has gotten a gentle wife.
Hey Willic Wallacky, how John Dougall,
Alane, quo’ Rushety, roue, roue, roue.

She wadna bake, nor she wadna brew,
For the spoiling o’ her comely hue.

She wadna card, nor she wadna spin,
For the shaming o’ her gentle kin.
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She wadna wash, nor she wadna wring,

For the spoiling o’ her gouden ring.

The cooper’s awa to his woo-pack,

And has laid a sheep-skin on his wife's back.
“Iv's I'll no’ thrash ye, for your proud kin,
But I will thrash my ain sheep-skin.”

“QOh, I will bake, and I will brew,

And never mair think on my comely hue,

“ Oh, I will card, and I will spin,

And never mair think on my gentle kin.

* Oh, I will wash, and I will wring,
And never think mair on my gouden ring.”

A’ ye wha hae gotten a gentle wife -
Send ye for the wee cooper o' Fife.
ANONYMOUS

THE HEIGHT OF THE RIDICULOUS

1 wrote some lines upon a time

In wondrous merry mood,

And thought, as usual, men would say
They were exceeding good.

They were 50 queer, so ve ueer,
1laughed as Iqshou]d dit::ry g
Albeit, in the general way
A sober man am 1.
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1 called my servant, and he came—
(How kind it was of him

To mind a slender man like me,
He of the mighty limbl)

He took the paper, and I watched
And saw him peep within;

At the first line he read, his face
Was all upon the grin.

He read the next,—the grin grew broad
And shot from ear to car;

He read the third,—a chuckling noise
I now began to hear.

The fourth—he burst into a roar;
The fifth—his waistband split;

The sixth—he burst five buttons off,
And tumbled in a fit.

Ten days and nights, with slecpless eye
I watched that wretched man;
And since, I never dare to write
As funny as [ can.
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES



MARTIN ARMSTRONGC

MRS. REECE LAUGHS

PR U SO

[ P

From small bcginﬁin s, thing§ of eas gir‘Lh,

To formidable redundancies of mirth.

Clusters of subterranean chuckles rise

And presently the circles of her eyes

Close into slits, and all the woman heaves

As a great clm with all its mounds of leaves

Wallows before the storm. From hidden sources

A mustering of blind volcanic forces

Takes her and shakes her till she sobs and gapes.

Then all that load of bottled mirth escapes

In one wild crow, a lifting of huge hands,

And creaking stays, and visage that expands

In scarlet ridge and furrow. Thence collapse,

A hanging head, a fecble hand that flaps

An apron-end to stir an air and waft

A steaming face. And Mrs. Reece has Jaughed.
MARTIN ARMSTRONC
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GREEN BROOM

here was an old man lived out in the wood,

His trade was a-cutting of Broom, green Broom;
Ie had but one son without thrift, without good,
Wko lay in his bed ill "twas noop, bnght noca.

'he old man awoke, one morning and spoke,
He swore he would fire the room, that room,
f his John would not rise and open his eyes,
And away to the wood 1o cut Broom, green Broom.

3o Johnny arose, and he slipped on his clothes,

And away to the wood to cut Broom, green Breem,
He sharpened his knives, for once he contnives

To cut a great bundle of Broom, green Broom.

When Johnny passed under 2 lady’s fine house,
Passed under a lady's fine room, fne room,
She called to her maid, “ Go fetch me,” she said,

“Go ferch me the boy that sells Broom, green
Broom.” ’ !

When Johnny came in to the lady’s fine hor
And stood zn the lady’s fine moryn, fine mx;s}c.

Al2 .
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Young Johnny,” she said, “ will you give up yows
trade, ,
And marry a lady in bloom, full bloom? ”

ohnny gave his consent, and to church they both wenr
And he wedded the lady in bloom, full bloom.
.t ‘market and fair, all folks do declare,
There is none like the Boy that sold Broom, green
Broom.
ANONYMOUS

THE WRAGGLE TAGGLE GIPSIES

There were three gipsies a-come to my door,
And downstairs ran this a-lady, Ol

One sang high, and another sang low,

And the other sang, Bonny, bonny Biscay, O!

Then she pulled off her silk-finished gown
And put on hose of leather, O!

The ragged, ragged rags about our door—
She’s gone with the wraggle taggle gipsies, Ol

It was late last night, when my lord came home
Enquiring for his aJady, Ol

The servants said, on every hand:

* She’s gone with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O "

“ O saddle to me my milk-white steed.

Ga and fetch me my pony, Ol

That I may ride and seck my bride,

Who is gone with the wraggle taggle gipsics, O ”
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O he rode high and he rode low,

He rode through woods and copses too,
Until he came to an-open field,

And there he espied his a-lady, Ol

* What makes you leave your house and land?
What makes you leave your money, O?

What makes you leave your new-wedded lord;
To go with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O?

** What care I for my house and my land?
Whar care I for my money, O?

What care I for my new-wedded lord?

I'm off with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O1 ”

“ Last night you slept on a goose-feather bed,
With the sheet tumed down so bravely, Ol
And to-night you'll sleep in 2 cold open field,
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, Ol

“ What care I for a goosefeather bed,

With the sheet turned down so bravely, O?

For tonight I shall sleep in a cold open field,
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O1 ”

ANONYMOUS

SIR PATRICK SPENS
L The Sailing
The king sits in Dunfermline town
Drinking the bluid-red wine;
* O whare will I get a skeely skiPp:r
To sail this new ship o' mine? "
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1L The Return

“ Mak ready, mak ready, my merry men a’f
Our gude ship sails the morn.”

“Now ever alack, my master dear,
I fear a deadly storm.

*“1 saw the new moon late yestreen
‘Wi’ the auld moon in her arm;
And if we gang to sea, master,
1 fear we'll come to harm.”

They hadna sail'd a league, a league,
A'league, but barely three,

When the lift* grew dark, and the wind blew loud,
And gurly grew the sea.

The ankers brak, and the topmast lap,
It was sic a deadly storm:

The waves cam owre the broken ship
Till 2* her sides were torn.

“Go fetch a web o' the silken claith,
Another o the twine,
And wap them into our ship’s side,
* And let na the sea come in.”

They fetch’'d a web o' the silken claith,
Another o the twine,
And sgcy wapp'd them round that gude ship’s
side,
But still the sea came in.
1 The sy
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O laith, laith were our gude Scots lords
To wet their cork-heel’d shoon;

But lang or a’ the play was play'd
They wat their hats aboon.

And mony was the fedther bed
That flatter’d! on the faem;

And mony was the gude lord’s son
That never mair cam hame.

O Iang, lang may the ladics sit,
Wi’ their fans into their hand,

Before they see Sir Patrick Spens
Come sailing to the strand!

And lang, lang may the maidens sit

Wi’ their gowd kames in their bair
A-waiting for their ain dear loves!

For them they’ll see nae mair.
Half owre, half owre 10 Aberdour

"Tis fifty fathom deep;
And there lies gude Sir Patrick Spens

Wi’ the Scots lords at his feet!

ANONYMOUS

KING JOHN AND THE ABBOT OF
CANTERBURY

An ancient story I'll tell you anon
Of a notable prince that was called King John;
And he ruled England with main and with might,
For he did great wrong and maintained little right.
* Floated.
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And Tl tell you a story, @ steTy 3 T3EIY.
Concerning ‘Ee Abbot of Caneerts

How for his housekeeping, :{:d
They rode post for him to fair Lez
An hundred men, the king ¢id kexx
The abbot hept in his house esery L -
And fifty gotd chains, withou 2oy desz
1n velvet coats waited the abbot abetz.

“ How now, father abbot, I bear it ¢f ee.
Thou Leepest a far bener heuse thm ==

And, for thy househeeping and peer =N

[ fear thou work'st treason 2gainst @y oo’

“My liege,” quo’ the abbor, “ I wenld 12 wems koo
1 never spend nothing but what Is o=v ez

And T trust your grace will do e =2 de=
For spending of my own treege
“Yes, yes, father abbot, thy fank iz s 222
And now for the same thon peedest m=r S

For except thou canst answer me gresorms Some
Thy bead shall be smitten frem thy bods

“ And first,” quo’ the hing, “ whea I'm &
With my crown of gold so fair =
Among all my liegemen 50 noble cf

Thou must tell me to one penoy wiar I o wors,

';{Secondly, telt me, withour any doute

0% s0on T may ride the who!s wold ot
And at the third question thou ::g: :f::;;"_‘g'
But tell me here truly what I do thimk ~
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* You must rise with the sun, and ride with the same,
Until the next morning he riseth again;

And then your grace nced not make any doubt,
But in twenty-four hours you’ll ride it about.”

The king he Jaughed and swore by St. John:

“1 did not think I could do it so soon!

—Now from the third question thou must not shrink,
But tell me here truly what I do think.”

“ Yea, that shall I do, and make your grace merry:
You think I'm the abbot of Canterbury; -

But I'm his poor shepherd, as plain you may sce,
That am come to beg pardon for him and for me.”

The king he laughed, and swore by the mass,
“I'll make thee lord abbor this day in his placel
* Now nay, my licge, be not in such speed,

For alack! I can neither write nor read.”

" Four nobles’ a week then I will give thee,

For this merry jest thou hast shown unto me;

And tell the good abbot, when thou comest home,

Thmf %mst brought him a pardon from good King
ohn.”

ANONYMOUS

ROBIN HOOD AND ALAN A DALE

Come listen to me, you gallants so free,
All you that love mirth for to hear,

And I will you tell of a bold outldw,
That lived in Nottinghamshire,

An anachronism. A noble was a gold coin worth 6s5. 8d.
}. first minted by Edward II1. § (er
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As RebhHmdi:t'::f:::.?:x\i
All under the gremeexd T2
There was be war= of a brave yremg ===

As fine as fine might be

The youngster was detbed in sazes 132
In scarlet fine and gay. 3

And he did frisk it over the pliiz,
And chanted a rowndelay.

As Robin Hood next moming steed,
Amongst the leaves so gy,

There did he espy the same young man
Come drooping along the way.

The searlet he wore the day befaze,
It was clean cast away,

And every step he fetched a sigh,
“ Alack and a well a day! ™

Then steppéd forth brave Linle John,
And Much the miller's son,

Which made the young man bend his bow,
When as he saw them come.

“ Stand off, stand offl ” the young man said,
* What is your will with ‘me? "—

“You must come before our master straight,
Under yon green-wood tree.”

And when he came bold Robin before,
Robin atked him courteously,

"0 hast thou any money to spare,
Yor my merry men and me? "
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“ 1 have no money,” the young man sdid,
“But five shillings and a rin%;

And that I have kept this scven long years,
To have it at my wedding.

* Yesterday I should have married a maid,
But she is now from me ta’en,

And chosen to be an old knight's delight,
Whereby my poor heart 1s slain.”

“ What is thy name? " then said Robin Hood,
“ Come tell me, without any fail.”—
“By the faith of my body,” then said the
young man,
* My name it is Alan a Dale.”

** What wilt thou give me,” said Robin Hood,
“In ready gold or fee,

To help thee to thy truelove again,
And deliver her unto thee?

“1 have no money,” then quoth the young
man,
* No ready gold nor fee,
But 1 will swear upon a book
Thy true servant for to be.”—

" But how many miles to thy truc-love?
Come tell me without any guile.”—
“ By the faith of my body,” then said the
young man,
"It is but five little mile.”
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Then Robin he hasted over the plain,
He did neither stint nor lin,*

Until he came unto the church .
Where Alan should keep his wedding.

“What dost thou do here? ” the Bishop he

said,
“I prithee pow tell tome.”
“] am a bold hargcr," quoth Robin Hood,
* And the best in the north country.”

0 welcome, O welcome! ” the Bishop he saia,
*That music best pleaseth me”’—

* You shall have no music,” quoth Robin Hood,
“Till the bride and the bridegroom I see.”

With that came in a wealthy knight,
Which was hoth grave and old,
And after him 2 finikin? lass,
Did shine like glistering gold.
“This is no fit match,” quoth bold Robin
00
“ T_hn: you do seem to make here;

For since we are come unto the church,
‘The bride she shall choose her own dear.”
‘Then Robin Hood put his horn to his outh,

And blew blasts }:’wo or three; =
When four and twenty bowmen bold
Corue leaping over the lee,
And when they came into the churchyard
Marching all on 2 row,
VTany, delay
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‘The first man was Alan a Dale,
To give bold Robin his bow.

“ This is thy true-love,” Robin he said,
“ Young Alan, as I hear say;

And vou shall be married at this same time,
Bcg:wre we depart away.”

“ That shall not be,” the Bishop he said,
“ For thy word it shall not stand;

They shall be three times asked in the church,
As the law is of our land.”

Robin Hood pull'd off the Bishop’s coat,
And put it upon Little John;

“ By the faith of my body,” then Robin said,
*The cloth doth make thee a man.”

When Little John went into the choir,
The people began for to laugh;

He asked them seven times in the church,
Lest three should not be enough.

* Who gives me this maid? ” then said Little
John.
Quoth Robin, * That do I}
And he thar doth take her from Alan a Dale
Full dearly he shall her buy.” '

And thus having ended this merry wedding,
The bride looked as fresh as a queen,
And so they returned to the merry green-
wood,

Amongst the leaves so green.
ANONYMOUS
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BRUCE'S ADDRESS BEFORE BANNOCKBURN

Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled,
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led;
Welcome to your gory bed,

Or to victoriel

Now's the day, and now’s the hour;

See the front o battle lour;

See approach proud Edward’s power—
Chains and slaveriel

Wha will be a traitor knave?

Wha can fill a coward’s grave?

‘Wha sae base as be a slave?
Let him turn and flee!

Wha for Scotland’s King and law
Freedom's sword will strongly draw,
Freeman stand, or freeman fa’,

Let him follow mel

By oppression’s woes and pains!

B‘}v your sons in servile chains!

We will drain our dearest veins,
But they shall be free!

Lay the proud usurpers low!
Tyrants fall in every foel
Liberty’s in every blowl
Let us do, or die!
ROBERT BURNS
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AGINCOURT

Fair stood the wind for France,

When we our sails advance,

Nor now to prove our chance
Longer will tarry;

But putting to the main,

At Kaux, the mouth of Scine,

With all his martial train,
Landed King Harry.

And taking many a fort,
Furnish'd in warlike sort,
Marcheth towards Agincourt
In happy hour;
Skirmishing day by day
With those that stopp’d his way,
Where the French general lay
With all his power.

Which in his height of pride,
King Henry to deride,
His ransom to provide
To the king sending;
Which he neglects the while,
As from a nation vile,
Yet with an angry smile
Their fall portending.

And turning to his men,
Quoth our brave Henry then,
‘ Though they to onc be ten,
Be not amazdd:
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MIQIAEL DRATTON

Yet have we well bege=

Battles so bravely wea

Have ever to the R
By fame been raisid.

* And for myselE” gueta be
“This my full rest sball be
England ne'er movma fox ==
Nor more esteem e2
Victor I will remain,
Or on this earth fie iz,
Never shall she susain
Loss to redeem e

* Poitiers and Cressy =1,
‘When most their pride C2 ==
Under our swords they f2:
T}I“Io Tess our skill is

an when our grandsre g2
Claiming the rrglk —_—
By many a warlke feaz

Lopp'd the French FEac”

The Duke of York so dom?,

oy spes,
Amongst his hencimen

Exeter had the rear,

A braver man not there:

Heavens! how koz iy




Drum DOW 1o
To hear was wonder;
That with the crics (hicy make
The very carth did ghakes
Trumpet © trumpet spake,
Thunder 10 thunder-
ne age became,

<!

With Spanish yew O Strongs
Joth-yard 1o

Arrows a C
That like ¢



MICHAEL DRAYTON

Arms were from shoulders sent,

Scalps to the teeth were rent,

Down the French peasants went,
Our men were hardy.

This while our noble king,
His broad sword brandishing,
Down the French host did ding,’
As to o'erwhelm it;
And many a deep-wound lent,
His arms with blood besprent,
And many a cruel dent
Bruistd his helmet.

Gloucester, that duke so good,

Next of the royal blood,

For famous England stood,
With his brave brother,

Clarence, in steel so bright,

Though but a maiden knight,

Yet in that furious fight
Scarce such another.

Warwick in blood did wade,

Oxford the foe invade,

And cruel slaughter made,
Still as they ran up;

Suffolk his axe did ply,

Beaumont and Willoughby

Bare’them right doughuily,
Ferrers and Fanhope.

* Beat down with resoundimng blows
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Upon Saint Crispin’s day
Fought was this noble fray,
Which fame did not delay

To England to carry:
O when shall Englishmen
With such acts fill a pen,
Or England breed again

Such a King Harry!

MICHACL DRAYTON

A LYKE-WAKE DIRGE

This ac nighte, this ac nighte
—Every nighte and alle,

Fire and fleet’ and candlelighte,
And Christe receive thy saule,

‘When thou from hence away art past,
~Every nighte and alle,

To Whinny-muir® thou com’st at last;
And Cliriste receive thy saule.

If ever thou gavest hosen and shoon,
—Every nighte and alle,

Sit thee down and put them on;
And Chiriste recerve thy saule.

If hosen and shoon thou nc'er gav’st nane,
—Every nighte and alle,

The whinnes sall prick thee to the bare bane;
And Christe receive thy saule,

! Other versions have sleef or salt. In John Aubrey's seventeenth
century MS. he gives fleet and explaing it as meaning water, It
toeans the flowing away of water, suggesting the passing away of life

* A moor covered with furze bushes,
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From Whinny-muir when thou may’st pass,
—Every nighte and alle,

To Brig o’ Dread thou com’st at last;
And Christe receive thy saule.

From Brig o’ Dread when thou may’st pass,
~Every nighte and alle,
To Purgatory fire thou com’st at last;
* And Christe receive thy saule,

1f ever thou gavest meat or drink,
—Every nighte and alle,

The fire sall never make thee shrink;
And Christe receive thy saule.

If meat and drink thou ne’er gav'st nane,
—Every nighte and alle,

The fire will burn thee to the bare bane;
And Christe receive thy saule.

This na winlea ship am nishes

And Chrniste recerve thy saule.
ANONYMOUS

THOMAS RYMER

True Thomas lay o'er yond grassy bank,
And he beheld a ladie gay,
A ladie that was brisk and bold,
Come riding o’er the fernie brae,
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Her skirt was of the grass-green silk,
Her mantel of the velvet fine,

At ilka tett’ of her horse’s mane
Hung fifty silver bells and nine.

True Thomas he took off his hat,
And bowed him low down till his knee:
“ All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven!
For your peer on carth I never did sec.”

O no, O no, True Thomas,” she says,
* That name docs not belong to me;

I am but the queen of fair Elfland,
And I'm come here for to visit thee.

“ But ye maun go wi’ me now, Thomas,
True Thomas, ye maun go wi’ me,
For ye maun scrve me seven years,
Thro’ weel or wae, as may chance to be.

“Then harp and carp,” Thomas,” she said,
“ Then harp and carp alang wi’ me;

But it will be seven years and a day
Till ye win back to yere ain countrie.”

She turned about her milk-white steed,
And took Truc Thomas up behind,
And aye whene'er her bridle rang,
The steed flew swifter than the wind.

For forty days and forty nights
He wade thro’ red blude to the knee,
And he saw neither sun nor moon,
But heard the roaring of the sea.

1 A lok of hair.

* Converse  Chaucer applies this word to the me talk of th
Wife of Bath. PP Ty ke
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“ But Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue,
Whatever you may hear or see,
For gin ac word you should chance to speak,
You will ne’er get back to your ain
countrie.”

He has gotten a coat of the even cloth,
And a pair of shoes of velvet green,
And till seven years were past and gone
True Thomas on earth was never seen.
ANONYMOUS

THE TWA CORBIES

As I was walking all alane,

I heard twa corbies making a mane;

The tanc unto the t'other gan say,

* Where sall we gang and dine to-day? "

“ In behint yon auld fail dyke,!

I wot there lies a newsslain knight;

And nacbody kens that he lies there,

But his hawk, his hound, and his Jady fair.

“ His hound is to the hunting gane,
His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl hame,
His lady's ta’en another mate,

So we may mak’ our dinner sweet.

“Ye sall sit on his white hause-bane,?
And I'll pike out his bonnie blue cen.

¢ Turfed bank. 2 Collar-tione,
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JEAN ELLIOT

Wi’ ae lock o’ his gowden hair
We'll theek! our nest when it grows bare.

* Mony a one for him maks mane,

But nane sall ken where he is gane:

O'er his white banes, when they are bare,
The wind sall blaw for evermair.”

ANONYMOUS
1 Thatch, i e. repair.

THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST

I've heard them lilting at our ewe-milking,

Lasses a'lilting before the dawn of day;

But now they arc moaning on ilka green loaning'—
The Flowers of the Forest are a* wede away.

Atbughts,* in the morning, nae blythe lads are scorning,
Tha taceng ave Tanalny and daaia =pd wae;

N o og and sabbing,

- a\v;\y.

In har'st, at the shearing, nae youths now are jecring,
The bandsters® are lyart,® and runkled,” and gray;

At fair or at preaching, nae wooing, nae fleeching®—
The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away.

At ¢'en, in the gloaming, nae younkers are roaming
‘Bout stacks wi® the lasses at bogle to play;
But itk ane sits drearie, lamenting her dearie—
The Flowers of the Forest are weded away.
:Mllking ground T Cattle pens  * Jestng. 4 Milk-pal,
Binders of sheaves. ¢ Grizzled. 7 VWrinkled  * Wheeding
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* O sister, sister, reach your handl
And ye shall be heir o half my land:
“ O sister, reach me but your glove!
And sweet William shall be your love.”
“Foul fa' the hand that 1 should take;
1t twin’d me o’ my warldis make?

“ Your cherry cheeks and your yellow hair
Gar'd me gang maiden evermair.”

she sank, i she swam,

Until she cam to the miller’s dam,

Out then cam the miller's son,

And saw the fair maid soummin’ in.

“ O father, father, draw your dam!

There’s cither a mermaid or a milk-white awan.”
The miller hasted and drew his dam,

And there he found a drowned woman.

You couldna sec her middle sma’,

Her gowden girdle was sac braw.

You couldna see her lily feet,
Her gowden fringes were sae decp.
You couldna see her yellow hair
For the strings o' pearls way twisted there.
You couldna see her fingers sma’
Wi’ diamond rings they nere cover'd a’
And by there cam a harper fine,
That harpit to the king at dine.
1 Svered me from the one chmen 1o b2 my mate in this werld,
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And when he looked that lady on,
He sighed and made a heavy moan.

He's made a harp of her breast-bane,
Whose sound would melt a heart of stane.

He's ta’en three locks o’ her yellow hair,
And wi’ them strung his harp sae rare.

He went into her father’s hall,
And there was the court assembled all.

He laid his harp upon a stane,
And straight it began to play alane.

“ O yonder sits my father, the King,
And yonder sits my mother, the Queen;

* And yonder stands my brother Hugh,
And by him my William, sweet and true.”

But the last rune that the harp played then—
Binnorie, O Binnorie!—

Was, “ Woe to my sister, false Helénl "—
By the bonme mill-dams o’ Binnorie.

ANONYMOUS

PIBROCH* OF DONUIL DHU

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu,
Pibroch of Donuil,

Wake thy wild voice anew,
Summon Clan Conuil.

! Martial notes from the bagpipes,
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SIR WALTER SCOTT

Come away, come away,
Hark to the summons!
Come in your war array,
Gentles and commons!

Come from decp glen, and
From mountain so 1ocky:
The war-pipe and pennon
Arec at Inverlochy.
Come every hill-plaid, and
True heart that wears one:
Come every steel blade, and
Strong hand that bears one!

Leave untended the herd,
The flock without shelter;
Leave the corpse uninterred,
The bride at the altar.
Leave the deer, ]eave the steer,
Leave nets and barges;
Come with your fightinggear,
Broadswords and targes.

Come as the winds come, when
Forests are rended:

Come as the waves come, when
Navies are stranded.

Faster come, faster come,
Faster and faster,

Chicf, vassal, page, and groom,
Tenant and master
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Fast they come, fast they come;
See how they gather!
Wide waves the cagle plume,
Blended with heather.
Cast your plaids, draw your blades,
Forward, each man, set!
Pibroch of Donuil Dhu,
Knell for the onset!
SIR WALTER SCOTT

COCK UP YOUR BEAVER

When first my brave Johnnie lad
Came to this town,
He bad a blue bonnet
That wanted the crown;
But now he has gotten
A hat and a feather,—
Hey, brave Johnnie lad,
gock up your beaver!

Cock up your beaver,

And cock it fu’ sprush,}
We'll over the border

And gie them a brush:
There’s somebody there

We'll teach better behaviour—
Hey, brave Johnnic lad,

Cock up your beaver!

ROBERT BURNS
t Spruce, brisk.
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THE WIFE OF USHER'S WELL

There lived 2 wife at Usher’s Well,
And 2 wealthy wife was she;

She had three stout and stalwart sons,
And sent them o'er the sea.

They badna been a week from her,
A veek but barely ane,

When word came 10 the carline! wife
That her three sons were gane.

They hadna been a week from her,
A week bur barely three,

When word came to the carline wile
That her sons she’d never sec.

“1 wish the wind may never cease,
Nor fishes? in the flaod,

T:ll my three sons come hame to me
In earthly flesh and blood!

It fell about the Martinmas,
When mights are lang and mirk,

The carhine wife's three sons came hame,
And their hats were o’ the birk*

It nerther grew i syke® nor ditch,
Nor yer m ony sgeugh.'
Burt at the gates o Paradise
That birk grew fair eneugh-
Qe reses.
i mt: veruons have fashes (troubles) or . o
+Manhy runler,

oubly 3 vanunt of shew, a wood,
‘erd meaning a deep dutch

but wore
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“ Blow up the fire, my maidens!
Bring water from the welll

For all my house shall feast this night,
Since my three sons arc well.”

And she has made to them a bed,
She’s made it large and wide;

And she’s ta’en her mantle her about,
Sat down at the bedside.

Then up and crew the red, red cock,
And up and crew the grey;

The cldest to the youngest said,
“Tis time we were away.”

The cock he hadna craw’d but ance,
And clapp’d his wings at &,

When the youngest to the cldest said,
* Brother, we must awa’.”

“The cock doth craw, the day doth daw,
The channerin™ worm doth chide;
Gin we be miss'd out o' our place,
A sair pain we must bide."—

“ Lie still, lic still but a little wee while,
Lic still but if we may; .

Gin my mother should miss us when she wakes,
She’ll go mad cre it be day.”—

“ Fare ye weel, my mother dear!
Fareweel to barn and byre!*
And fare ye weel, the bonny lass
Thar kindles my mother's fire!
ANONYMOUS
! Fretting. % Cattle shed.
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ANONTMOUS
TOM O’ BEDLAM

The moon's my constant mistress,
And the Toncly® ow! my marrow;
The flaming drake,
And the night-crow, make
Me music to my sorrow.

1 know more than Apollo;
For oft, when he lies slecping,
I behold the stars
At mortal wars,
And the rounded welkin weeping.

The moon embraces her shepherd,
And the Queen of Love her warrior;
While the first does horn
The stars of the mom,
And the next the heavenly farrier

With a host of furious fancies,

Whereof I am commander:
With a burning spear,
And a horse of air,

To the wilderness I wander.

With a Knight of ghosts and shadows,
I summoned am to Tourney:

Ten leagues beyond

The wici::“orl 's end;
Methinks it is no journcy.

ANONYMOUS

1 Other versions have lowly or bovely,
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HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS
FROM GHENT TO AIX

H

I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he;

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three;

” Goodp speed! " cried the watch, as the gate-bolts
undrew;

* Speed! ™ cchoed the wall to us galloping through;

Dehind shut the postern, the lights sank 1o rest,

And into the mi(Inighc we galloped abreast.

n

Not a word to cach other; we kept the great pace
Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our place;
[ trned in my saddle and made its girths tight,

Then shortened each stirrup, and sct the pique right,
Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit,
Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit.

1

"Twas moonsct at starting; but while we drew near

Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear;

At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see;

Ar Difleld, ‘twas morning as plain as could be;

And from Mccheln church-steeple we heard the hal
chime,

So Joris broke silence with, * Yet there is timel ”
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ROBERT BROWNING
v

At Aerschot, up leaped of a sudden the sun,

And against lim the cattle stood black every one,
To stare thro’ the mist at us galloping past,

And I saw my stout galloper Roland at last,

With resolute shoulders, each butting away

‘The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray.

v
And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent
back

For my voice, and the other pricked out on his track;
And one eye’s black intelligence,—ever that glance
O’er its white edge at me, his own master, askancel
And the thick heavy spume-flakes where aye and anon
His fierce lips shook upwards in galloping on.

vi

By Hasselt, Dirck groaned; and, cried Joris, *Stay
spur!

YourPRocs galloped bravely, the fault’s not in her,

We'll remember at Aix "—for one heard the quick
wheeze

OFf her chest, saw the stretched neck and staggering
knees,

And sunk tail, and hornble heave of the flank,

As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank.

v

So we were left galloping, Joris and 3,
Past Looz and pass Tongtes, no cloud in the sky;
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ROSERT BROWNING

CAVALIER SONG

Kentish ™ ~ oo

Bidding

And, pre .

And see the rogues flourish and honest folk droop,
Marched them along, fifty-score strong,
Greathearted gentlemen, singing this song.

God for King Charles! Pym 2nd such carles
To the Devil that prompts ‘em their treasonous parles!
Cavaliers, yp!  Lips from the cup,
Hands from the pasty, nor bite take nor sup
Till you're—
Criorus.~—-Marching along, fifty-score strong,
Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this song.

Hampden to hell, and his obsequies’ knell
Serve Hazelrig, Fiennes, and young Harry as welll
England, good cheer! Rupert is near!
Kentish and loyalists, keep we not here
Cuorus.—Marching along, fifty-score strong,
Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this song?

Then, God for King Charles! Pym and his snarls
To the Devil that pricks on such pestilent carles!
Hold by the rieh(. you double your mx{;ht:
So, onward ¢» 7 7 " HEQEE LRI ELE
Cuorus,—* - L .. 1g,
(Gan o werel 0w s rthis song!
ROBERT BROWNING
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THE SONG OF THE WESTERN MEN
1688

A good sword and a trusty hand!
A merry heart and truel

King James’s men shall understand
What Cornish lads can do.

And have they fixed the where and when?
And shall Trelawny die?

Here's twenty thousand Cornish men
Will know the reason why!

Out spake their captain brave and bold,
A merry wight was he:

* If London Tower were Michael’s hold,
We'll set Trelawny freel

" We'll cross the Tamar, land to land,
The Severn is no stay,—

With ‘one and all,”” and hand in hand,
And who shall bid us nay?

* And when we come to London Wall,
A pleasant sight to view,

Come forth!  Come forth, ye cowards all,
Here’s men as good as you!

* Trelawny he’s in keep and hold,
Trelawny he may die;—
But here’s twenty thousand Cornish bold
Will know the reason why! ”
ROBERT STEPHEN HAWKER

3 The Cornish motto.
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ON THE HIGH SEAS

THE SALCOMBE SEAMAN'S FLAUNT TO
THE PROUD PIRATE

A lofty ship from Salcombe came,
Blow high, blow low, and so sasled we;
She had golden trucks that shone like flome,
On the bonny coasts of Barbary.

“ Masthead, masthead,” the captain’s hail,
Bloz hugh, blow loz, and so sailed twe;

* Look out and round; d'ye see a sail?
On the bonny coasts of Barbary.

* There's a ship that looms like Beachy Head,”
Blow lugh, blow low, and so sailed we;

“ Her banner aloft it blows out red,”
On the bonny coasts of Barbary.

* O, ship ahoy, and where do you steer? *
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed e,

“ Are you man-of-war, or Erimrc:r? "
On the bonny coasts of Barbary.

“I am neither one of the tw7o,” said she,
Blow high, blow low, and so smled we,
*“T'm a pirate looking for my fee,”
On the bonny coasts of Barbary.
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-

“I'm a jolly pirate, out for gold:"
Blow }tigh, blozw low, and so sailed we;

“ 1 will rummage through your after hold,”
On the bonny coasts of Barbary.

The grumbling guns they flashed and roared,
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we;

Till the pirate’s masts went overboard,
On the bonmny coasts of Barbary.

They fired shot till the pirate’s deck,
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we;

Was blood and spars and broken wreck,
On the bonny coasts of Barbary,

“0O do not haul the red flag down,”
Blow high, blow low, and so satled we;

. O keep all {ast until we drown,”

On the bonny coasts of Barbary.

They called for cans of wine, and drank,
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we;

They sang their songs until she sank,
On the bonny coasts of Barbary.

Now let us brew good cans of ﬁip,‘
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we;

And drink a bowl to the Salcombe ship,
On the bonny coasts of Barbary.

And drink a bowl to the land of fame,
Blow Iugh, blow low, and so sailed we;
Who put the pirate ship to shame,
On the bonny coasts of Barbary.
ANONYMOUE
A slighdy warmed mixture of beer and spirit,

234



BIR HENRY NEWROLT

DRAKE'S DRUM

Drake he's in his hammock an’ a thowand mile away
(Capten, art tha slecpin® there helow?),

lung atween the round shot in Nombre Dins Bay,
An’ dreamin® arl the time o' Plymouth Hoe,

(arnder lumes the Inland, yarnder Yie the ehips,
Wi sailor-lads a<dancin’ heelan'toe,

An’ the shorelights flashin’, and he nipLetide dshiy’,
He sees ct arl so plainly as he saw et lung agn.

Jrake he was a Deven man, an’ slilsdd the Dirvin so3e,
(Cap:en, ary tha sleepin’ there belowyy,

ovin’ tho' his death fell, ke went wi’ Leart a1 sarm,
An’ dreamin’ 2d (ke o Piyemerich Hoe,

“Take my drum to England, 1, by the hete,
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ON THE HIGH SEAS

THE SAILOR'S CONSOLATION

One night came on a hurricane,
The sea was mountains rolling,
When Barney Buntline slewed his quid
And said to Billy Bowline:
“ A strong nor-wester’s blowing, Bill:
Hark! don't ye hear it roar now?
Lord help ’em, how I pities them
Unhappy folks on shore now.

“ Foolhardy chaps as live in towns,
What danger they are all in,

And now lic quaking in their beds,
For fear the roof should fall in!

Poor creatures, how they envies us
And wishes, I’ve a notion,

Far our good luck in such a storm
To be upon the oceant

“ And as for them that’s out all day
On business from their houses,

And late at night returning home
To cheer their babes and spouses;

While you and I, Bill, on the deck
Are comfortably lying,

My eyes! what ti?cs and chimney-pots
About their heads are flying!

“ Both you and I have oft-times heard
How men are killed and undone
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By overturns from carriages,
By thieves and fires, in London.
We know what risks these landsmen run,
From noblemen 1o tailors;
‘Then, Bill, let us thank Providence
That you and I are sailors.”
CIHARLES DIBDIN

THE OLD NAVY

The captain stood on the carronade':  First licutenant,”
says he,
*Send all my merry men aft here, for they must list
to me;
1 haven't the gift of the gab, my sons—because I'm bred
to the sea;
That ship there is a Frenchman, who means to fight
with we,
And odds bobs, hammer and tongs, long as I've
been 1o sea,
T've fought ’gainst every odds—and I've gained
the victory{
“That ship there is a Frenchman, and if we don’t
take she,
"Tis a thousand bullets to one, that she will capture we,
[ haven't the gift of the gab, my boys; so each man
to his gun;
If she’s not mine in half an hour, I'll flog each mother's
son,
1 Naval gun first cast at Carron, near Edinburgh
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For odds bobs, hammer and tongs, long as T've
been to sea,

TI've fought "gainst every odds—and I've gained
the victory!l ”

We fought for twenty minutes, when the Frenchman
had enough;
* 1 Little thought,” said he, “ that your men were of such
stuff 2
Our captain took the Frenchman’s sword, a low bow
made to he;
“1 havent the gift of the gab, monsicur, but polite I
wish to be.
And odds bobs, hammer and tongs, long as T've
been to sea,
I've fought ’gainst every odds—and I've gained
the victory! ”

Our icaptain sent for all of us: “ My merry men,” said
e,

“T haven't the gift of the gab, my lads, but vet 1
thank{ul bc::gx § y d
"You've done your duty handsomely, each man stood

to his gun;
If you hadn’t, you villains, as sure as day, I'd have
flogged cach mother’s son,
For odds bobs, hammer and tongs, as long as
I'm at sea,
TN fight ‘gainst every odds—and 'l gain the
victory! "
FREDERICK MARRYAT
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A SEA CHANTY

AWAY, HAUL AWAY!

Away, haul away, boys, haul away together,
Away, haul away, boys, haul away O;

Away, haul away, boys, haul away together,
Away, haul away, boys, haul away 5!

Louis was the King of France afore the Revoluti—on,
Away, haul away, boys, haul away O;
Louis was the King of France afore the Revoluti—on,
Away, haul away, boys, haul away O.
But Louis Bot l.xis head cut off, which spoiled his
con-—stitu—ti—on,
Away, haul away, boys, haul away O;
But Louis got his head cut off, which spoiled his
con—sti—tu—tion,
Away, haul away, boys, haul away O.
ANONYMOUS

SPANISH WATERS
Spanish waters, Spanish waters, you are ringing in my
Like a slow sweet piece of music from the grey forgotten

years; 3 .
Telling tales, and beating tunes, and bringing weary
thoughts to me
Of the sandy beach at Muertos, where I would that I
could be.
1A Sea Chanty for hauling up sl or tavtemng the bowhines. ) ’
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ere’s a surf breaks on Los Muertos, and it never stops

to roar, .,
1d it’s there we came to anchor, and it’s there we went

ashore, ) .
here the blue lagoon is silent amid snags of rotting

trecs,
ropping like the clothes of corpses cast up by the seas.

Te anchored at Los Muertos when the dipping sun was
red,

Ve left her half-a-mile to sea, to west of Nigger Head;

ind before the mist was on the Cay, before the day was
done,

¥e were all ashore on Muertos with the gold that we
had won.

We bore it through the marshes in a half-score battered
chests,

Sinking, in the sucking quagmires, to the sunburn on
our breasts,

Heaving over tree-trunks, gasping, damning at the flics
and heat,

Longing for a long drink, out of silver, in the ship’s cool
lazarcet.?

The moon came white and ghostly as we Jaid the
treasure down,

There was gear there'd make a beggar man as rich as
Lima Town,

Copper charms and silver trinkets from the chests of
Spanish crews,

Gold doubloons and double moidores, louis d’ors and
portagucs,

' A place between decks on the fore part of a ship.
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Clumosy yellow-metal earrings from the Indians of
Brazil

Uncut cxx;:ralds out of Rio, bezoar stones! from
Guzyaghuﬂ;
Silver, in the crude and fashioned, pots of old Arica

ronze,

Jewels from the bones of Incas desecrated by the Dens.

‘We smoothed the place with mattocks, and we took and
blazed the tree,

Which marks yon where the gear is hid that none will
ever see,

And we laid aboard the ship again, and south away we

steers,

Through the loud surf of Los Muertos which is beating
in my ears.

I'm the last alive that knows it. All the rest have gone
their ways,

Killed, or died, or come to anchor in the old Mularas

Cays,
And 1 8o singing, fiddling, old and starved and in

espair,
And I know where all that gold is hid, if I were only
there.

It's not the way to end it all. I'm old, and nearly blind,
And an old man’s past’s a strange thung, for 1t never
leaves his mind.
And I see in dreams, awhiles, the beach, the sun's disc
dipping red,
And the tall ship, under topsails, swaying m past Nigger
Head.
* Stanes acting as antidotcs
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Had never shot a spark

Of comfort through the dark,

So ghostly in the cold sunlight

It scem’d, that we were struck the while
With wonder all too deep for words.

And, as into the tiny creek .

We stole beneath the hanging crag,

We saw three queer, black, ugly birds—
Too b'xg. by far, in my belief,

For gullemot or shag—

Like seamen sitting boltupright

Upon a half-tide reef:

But, as we near'd, they plunécd from sight,
Without a sound, or spurt of white.

And still too mazed to speak,

We landed; and made fast the boat;
And dlimb'd the track in single fi'e,
Each wishing he was safe afloat,

On any sea, however far,

So it be far from Flannan Isle:

And still we seem’d 1o climb, and di=h,
As though we'd lost all count of =
And so must climb for evermore.

Yet, all too saon, we reached the docm—
The black, sun-blister'd lighthozss-do=
That gaped for us ajar.

As, on the threshold, for 2 ==,

We paused, we seem’d to brescte e =0
Of himewash and of tar,

Familiar as our daily b=




We stood 2 moment, sull tonguc-ticd:
And cach with black forcboding eyed
The door, €It we should fling 1t wide,
To leave the sunlight for the gloom*
Till, plucking courage ups at last,
Hard on each other's heels We pass’
Into the living-room-

Yet, as W€ crowded through the doot:
We only saw 2 table, spred

For dinner, meat and cheese and bread;
But all untouch’d; and no onc there:
As though, when they sat down to cab
Ere they could even tastt

Alarm had come and they in haste
Had risen and left the bread and meat:
For at the able-head 2 chair

Lay rumbled on the floor.

We listen'd; but We only heard

The fecble cheeping of a bird

That starved upon jts perch:

And, listening still, without 2 word,
We set about ouf hopeless search.

We hunted high, we hunted low,

And soon ransack’d the cmpy houss;
Then o'er the Island, to and fro,

We ranged. t© listen and to look

In every crannys cleft or nook

That might have hid a bird or mMOUSCE:
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But, though we search’d from shore to shore,
We found no sign in any place:

And soon again stood face to face

Before the gaping door:

And stole into the room once more

As frighten’d children steal.

Aye: though we hunted high and low,
And hunted everywhere,

Of the three men’s fate we found no trace
Of any kind in any place,

But a door ajar, and an untouch’d meal,
And an overtoppled chair.

And, as we listen’d in the gloom

Of that forsaken living-room—

A chill duich on our breath—

We thought hosw illchance came to all
Who kept the Flannan Light:

And how the rock had been the death
Of many a likely lad:

How six had come to a sudden end,

4And three had gone stark mad:

And one whom we'd all known as friend
Had leapt from the lantern one «till night,
And fallen dead by the lighthouse wall:
&24 long we thought

Oz 122 thres we sought,

22 ef what might yet befall

e oz

: ce has brought to heel,
Ve Dren’d,
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And look’d, and look’d, on the untouch’d meal
And the overtoppled chair.

We scem’d to stand for an endless while,
Though still no word was said,
Three men alive on Flannan Isle,
Who thought on threec men dead.
WILFRID WILSON GIBSON

THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER

Parr |
i 1 1 An ancieat Marinec
It is an ancient Mariner, gcﬁmhx s
bidden to
And he stoppeth onc of three. Gallanue bidden w0

—“ By thy long grey beard and glittering deuineth ose.
eve,
Now whercfore stopp'st thou me?

** The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide,
And 1 am next of kin;

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

He holds him with his skinny hand;

* There was a ship,” quoth he, ~

—* Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon! ”
Eftsoons his hand dropt he.

i 3! is elitteri The Wedding-G
He holds }pm with his ghtt?rmg Cye— R e o
The Wedding-Guest stood still, eye of the old sc
. A . aring man, an
And listens like a three years’ child: ;9ntt§=lntd to bear
The Mariner hath his will. i ule.
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The Wedding-Guest 5at on a stone;
He cannot choose but hear;

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

“ The ship was chccrcd, the harbour cleared,
Menily did we drop

Below the kirk, below the hill,

Below the lighthouse top,

* The Sun came up upon the left, Toe farmer s,
Out of the sea came hel g Sks
And he shone bright, and on the right,  weuer, wi'k

Went down into the sea, resched the Line-
“Higher and higher every day,

Till over the mast at noon ”—

The Wedding-Guest here beat his brcast,

For he heard the loud bassoon.

The bride hath paced into the hall, The Wedding Guem

Aeaceth the bridal
music  bug the
Red as a rose is she; e coptipucth

Nodding their heads before her goes ban e
The merry minstrelsy.

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

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The brighteyed Manner.

“ And now the stormn-blast came, and he oo daeh 2 e
Was tyrannous and strong: routh pele
He struck with his o'ertaking wings,
And chased us south along.
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* With sloping masts and dipping prow,
As who pursued with yell and blow

Still treads the shadow of his foe,

And forward bends his head,

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

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

And ice, mast-high, came floating by,

As green as emerald.

“And through the drifts the snowy clifts Jpglqd ol ice, nd
Did send a dismal sheen: ehete B0 DG en
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—

The ice was all between.

“The ice was here, the ice was there,

The ice was all around:

It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
Like noises in a swound|

“ At length did cross an Albatross, Sl 3 great seabicd,
Thorough the fog it came; came through the
As if it had been a Christian soul, Feecved b gron

We hailed it in God’s name. foy and hotpuslicy.

"It ate the food it ne’er had eat,

And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with a thunder-fit;

The helmsman steered us through!
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ON THE HIGH SEAS

“ Nor dim nor red, like God's own head, 32 7P ‘e
The glorious Sun uprist: L e e o
Then all averred, I had killed the bird  accomplices i the
That brought the fog and mist.

'Twas right,’ said they, ‘ such birds to slay,

That bring the fog and mist”

“ The fair breeze blew, the white foam  The fir bregre con-

ﬂCW enters the Tacific
4 Ocean and sails
The furrow followed free; nosthward, cven till

it resches the Line.

We were the first that ever burst

Into that silent sea.

“Down dropt the brecze, the sails dropt [, e b beee
down,

"Twas sad as sad could be;

And we did speak only to break
The silence of the seal

" All in a hot and copper sky,

The bloody Sun, at noon,

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

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

Upon a painted ocean.

“ Water, water, everywhere, et o 4
And all the boards did shrink; .
Water, water, everywhere,
Nor any drop to drink.
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“ The very deep did rot: O Christ]
That cver this should bel

Yen, slimy things did crawl with Jegs
Upon the slimy sea.

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

* And some in dreams assurtd were Ao et
Of the Spirit that plagued us so; vinble Inkabkstx of
Nine fathom deep he had followed us aep-‘n‘ia P
N vasoin concetein
From the land of mist and snow, Wi the icarned
few, losepbus, ad
the Pigtontc Con-

*“ And every tongue, through utter drought, sanunopolian,
ght,

Was withered at the root; B s they
We could not speak, no more than if i e o
We had been choked with soot. Crbonc e o moce
“ Abl well aday! what evil looks The shipmatet 12
their wore disteens
Had I from old and young! pould fa throw
Instead of the cross, the Albatross ;ni oeor Magmers
About my neck was hung. G

bird vound bis Deck
Parr OI

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

A weary timel a weary time!

How glazed each weary eyel

en looking westward, I beheld e woceor Miser
A something in the sky. e 1 o
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*“ At first it scemed a little speck,
And then it scemed a mist;

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

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

“ With throats unslaked, with black.lips baked,
We could not faugh nor wail; At in cearer
approach, it scemeth

Through utter drought all dumb we stood! bim s be 2 shin;
and at 3 dear rantom

I bit my arm, I sucked the blood, be frecth bis speech
And cried, ¢ A saill a saill’ from the bonds of

* With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,

Agape they heard me call:

Gramercy! they for joy did grin, A fash of joy.
And all at once their breath drew in,

As they were drinking all.

** Seel seel ” (1 cried) * she tacks no morc!And boreor follows

For can it be a2 shy

Hither to work us weal; dl_ﬂut cnmqo‘?ward
. . - witheut wih
Without a breeze, without a tide, tide? *

She steadies with upright keel!’

“The western wave was all a-flame,
The day was well nigh donel
Almost upon the western wave
Rested the broad bright Sun;
When that strange shape drove suddenly
Betwixt us and the Sun.
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** And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
{Heaven’s Mother send us gracel) 1t seemeh blm b
the keleson of 3

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

* Alas! (thought 1, and my heart beat loud)
How fast she nears and nears!

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

“Are those her ribs throngh which the Sun A\ 1 gre et

Did peer, as through a grate? o, e seiag Sun

And is that Woman all her crew? snd er deats mate,

Is that a Death? and are there two? o e lcon:
ship

Is Death that Woman’s mate?

“ Her lips were red, her looks were free, L rencl. ke
Her locks were yellow as gold:

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she,

Who thicks man’s blood with cold.

. Death and Lifen

, she (the fawer) wio-
won!’ peth the ancicot
Maniner

*The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush our: No twlight weithia
At one stride comes the dark; Sun
With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,
Off shot the spectre-bark.
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“ We listened and looked sideways upl ~ ffo¢ ririog of
Fear at my heart, as at a cup,

My life-blood seemed to sipl

The stars were dim, and thick the night,

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

Till clomb above the eastern bar

The horntd Moon, with one bright star

Within the nether tip.

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

Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,

And cursed me with his eye.

“ Four times fifty living men His shipmates drop
(Aud I heard nor sigh nor groan), fome S
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,

They dropt down one by one.

“ The souls did from their bodies fiy— R Lifein-Desth
ThCY fled to bliss or woe! tke ancient Macine
And every soul, it passed me by,

Like the whizz of my cross-bow.”

Parr IV
"1 fear thee, ancient Mariner! The edding Gues
. ¥
I fear thy skinny hand! i+ talking to himy

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

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

“ An orphan’s curse would drag to Hell
A spirit from on high;

But oh! more horrible than that

Is the curse in a dead man’s eye!

Seven days, scven nights, I saw that curse,

And yet I could not die.

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

Softly she was going up,

And a star or two beside—

“ Her beams bemocked the sultry main
Like April hoar-frost spread;

But where the ship's huge shadow lay,
The charméd water burnt alway

A still and awful red.

. “ Beyond the shadow of the ship,

" I watched the water-snakes:

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

* Within the shadow of the ship
[ warch'd their rich attire:
Blue, glossy green, and velver black,
They coiled and swam; and cvery track
Was a flash of golden fire.
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* O happy living things! no tongue ook ramy 4
Their bcau;y mlggh: declare: & e Bpces
A spring of love gushed from my h
And I blessed them unaware: yhen
Sure my kind saint took pity on me,
And 1 blessed them un;uearryc. !

He bleweth them In
Bu heare.

“The selfsame moment I could . The spel begias
And from my neck so free PEF ! -
The Albatross fell off, and sank

Like lead into the sea.

Parr V

“ QO sleep! it is 2 gentle thing,

Beloved from pole to pole!

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

“The silly buckets on the deck B frace of e bety
That had so long remained, Marsser b tereuied
1 dreamt that they were filled with dew; o

Acd when I awoke, it rained.

"My lips were set, my throat was cold,
My garments all were dank;
$2re]1had drunken in my dreams,
Ardill my body drank,

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

1 thought that I had died in sleep,

And was a blesstd ghost.

. . 1. o
“ And soon I heard a roaring wind: T e reangt
It did_not. come anear; ) tights 55”&,",’5’,’”{’,}.
But with its sound it shook the sails, the element,

That were so thin and sere.

* The upper air burst into lifel

And a hundred fire-flags sheen,

To and fro, they were hurried about;
And to and fro, and in and out,

The wan stars danced between,

*“ And the coming wind did roar more loud,
And the sails did sigh like sedge;

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

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

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

A river steep and wide.

“The loud wind never reached the ship, The bodict of &
Yet now the ship moved on! ipired, ‘aad the. iy
Beneath the lightning and the Moon moves on;

The dead men gave a groan.
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" They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose, -
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes; .

+ It had been strange, €'en in a dream,

+ To have seen those dead men rise.

* The helmsman steered, the ship moved on;
Yet never a breeze up blew;

The mariners all ‘gan work the ropes,
Where they were wont to do;

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools—
We were a ghastly crew.

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

The body and I pulled at one rope,
But he said nought to me.”

—*“1 fear thee, ancient Mariner! ” Bat fon by the v
—*Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest! demons of e

*T'was not those souls that fled in pain, blessed troap of
sagelic spints, sc

Which to their corses came again, dowa by the lavec
But a troop of spirits blest: Gion of the guards

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

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

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

Slowly the sounds came back again,
Now mixed, now one by one.
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** Sometimes a-dropping from the sky

I heard the skylark sing;

Sometimes all little birds that are,

How they seemed to fill the sea and air
With their sweet jargoning!

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

And novw it is an angel’s song,

That makes the heavens be mute,

“It ceased; yet still the sails made on
A pleasant noise till noon,

A noisc like of a hidden brook

In the leafy month of June,

That to the slecping woods all night
Singeth a quiet tune.

“Till noon we quietly sailed on,
Yet never a breeze did breathe:
Slowly and smoothly went the ship,
Moved onward {rom beneath.

“ Under the keel nine fathom decep,
From the Iand of mist and snow,
The Spirit slid; and it was he

That made the ship 1o go.

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

* The Sun, right up above the mast,
Had fixed her to the ocean:
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But in a2 minute she 'gan stir,

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

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

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

“How long in that same fit I lay, The Polar Spts
I have not to declare; st sbabiaon
But ere my living life returned, pare in g ;r.;..,,
1 heard, and in my soul discerned etate, one to the
Two voices in the air. e

“*Isithe?’ quoth one, ‘is this the man? @, te Folar spinc,

By Him who died on cross, T
With his cruel bow he laid full low
The harmless Albatross.

*** The Spirit who bideth by himself
In the land of mist and snow,

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

“The other was a softer voice,

As soft as honey-dew:

Quoth he, * The man hath penance done,
And penance more will do.”
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Parr VI

First Voice

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

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

Second Voice

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

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

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

First Voice

“‘But why drives on that ship so fast, Jhe Marioer bets
Without or wave or wind?’ Ny

trange; {or the
angehic power
causeth the vessel g
dtive northward

Sccond Voice faster 1han buman
life could endure.

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

“ * Fly, brother, flyl more high, more high
Or we shall be belated:
For slow and slow that ship will go
When the Mariner’s trance is abated.”
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. 1 woke, and W€ w:‘x;c sailing 08 T e rearicd
i g pentle weather®
érswl:san';sght, <lm night, the Moon was  bFn ST

high;
The dead men stood together:

« All stood together 02 the deck,
For a charnel-dungeon fiteer:
All fixed on me their stony €yes
That in the Moon did glitter.

«The pang, the curse, with which they died,
Had never passed away:

1 could not draw my €yeS from theirs,

Nor turn them up 0 Pray-

w And pow this spell wassnapt: once more o " ==
1 viewed the ocean green,

And looked far forth, yet little saw

Of what had ¢lse been seen—

«“1 ke one that on a lonesome road

Doth walk in fear and dread,

‘And having once turned round, walks ea.
‘And turns no more his head;

Because he knows a frightful fiead
Doth close bebind him tread.

“ But soon there breathed a wind €n =2,
Nor sound nor motjon made:

Tts path was not upon the sea,

In ripple or in shade.
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“ It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek
Like a meadow-gale of spring—

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

“ Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,
Yer she sailed softly too:

Sweetly, sweetly blew the brecze—
On me alone it blew,

“Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed And the ancient
The lighthouse top I see? - Bis native country

Is this the hill? is this the kitk?
Is this mine own countree?

" We drifted o’er the barbour-bar,
And 1 with sobs did pray—

O let me be awake, my God!

Or let me sleep alway.

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

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

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

The moonlight steeped in silentness

The steady weathercock.

" And the bay was white with silent light,
Till, rising from the same,
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Full many shapes, that shadows were, The angeic aplrins
. leave (be desd
In crimson colours came. bodics,
P .
A little distance from the prow 08 goear o e
Those crimson shadows were: .
I turned my eyes upon the deck—
O Christ! what saw I therel

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

A man all light, a seraph-man,

On every corse there stood.

*“This seraph-band, each waved his hand:
It was a heavenly sight!

They stood as signals to the land,

Each one a lovely light:

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

No voice; but oh! the silence sank

Like music on my heart.

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

My head was rurned perforce away,
And I saw a boat appear.

“The Pilot and the Pilot’s boy,

I heard them coming fast:

Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy

The dead men could not blast.
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‘1 saw a third—I heard his volce:

It is the Hermit good!

He singeth loud his godly hymns
That he makes in the wood.,

He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away
The Albatross's blood.

Parr VII

* This Hermit good lives in that wood — Jg femicet e
Which slopes down to the sea.

How loudly his sweet voice he rears!

He loves to talk with marineres

That come from a far countree.

* He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve—
He hath a cushion plump:

It is the moss that wholly hides

The rotted old oak-stump.

*The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk,
‘' Why, this is strange, I trow!
" Where are those lights so many and fair,
That signal made but now?’

“ Stra_ggc, by my faith,” the Hermir Arproucheh Ge Ny
said—
* And they answered not our cheer!
The planks look warped! and see those sails,
How thin they are and sere!
I never saw aught like to them,
Unless perchance it were
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** Brown skeletons of leaves that lag

My forest-brook along;

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

** Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish Jook "—
(The Pilot made reply)

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

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

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

* Under the water it rumbled on, The thip ruddesly
Still Jouder and more dread:

It reached the ship, it split the bay;

The ship went down like lead.

*Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound, T, s, Mo
Which sky and ocean smote,

Like one that hath been seven days drowned

My body lay afloat;

But swift as dreams, myself I found

Within the Pilot’s boat.

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

And 21l was still, save that the hill
Was telling of the sound.
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SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE

‘That moment that his face I see,
1 know the man that must hear me:
To him my tale I teach,

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

But in the garden-bower the bride

And bridesmaids singing are:

And hark, the little vesper bell,

Which biddeth me to prayer!

“0 Wedding-Guest] this soul hath been
Alone on a wide, wide sea;

So lonely “twas, that God Himself

Scarce seeméd there to be.

“O sweeter than the marriage-feast,

"Tis sweeter far to me,

To walk together to the kirk

With a goodly companyl—
+*To walk together to the kirk,

And all together pray,

‘While each to his great Father bends,

Old men, and babes, and loving friends,
And youths and maidens gay!

“Farewell, farewelll but this I tell A :::;7:, by b
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest! 13 rencrencs o a8
He prayeth well, who loveth well made and oveh

Both man and bird and beast.
‘“He prayeth best, who loveth best
All things both great and small;
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all”
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The Mariner, whose cye is bright,
Whose beard with age is hoar,

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

He went Jike onc that hath been stunned,
And is of sense forlorn:
A sadder and a wiser man,
He rose the morrow morn.
SAMUEL TAYLOR COLLRIDGE

CARGOES

Quinquireme of Nincveh from distant Ophir
Rowing home to haven in sunny Palestine,
With a cargo of ivory
And apes and peacocks,
Sandalwood, cedarwood, and sweet white wine.

Stately Spanish gallcon coming from the Isthmus,

Dipping through the Tropics by the palm-green shores,
. With a cargo of diamonds,

i Emeralds, amethysts,

Topazes, and cinnamon, and gold moidores,

Dirty British coaster with a salt-caked smoke stack
Butting through the Channel in the mad March days,
With a cargo of Tyne coal,
Road-rail, pig-lead,
Firewood, ironware, and cheap tin trays.

JOYIN MASFETIELD
AR



OUT OF DOORS
THE FOOTPATH WAY

Jog on, jog on, the footpath way,
And merrily hent the stilea:
A merry heart goes all the day,
Your sad tires in 2 milea.
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

THE OLD SQUIRE

I like the hunting of the hare
Better than that of the fox:

1 like the joyous morning air,
And the crowing of the cocks.

I like the calm of the early fields,
The ducks asleep by the lake,

The quiet hour which Nature yields,
Before mankind is awake.

I like the pheasants and feeding things
Of the unsuspicious morn;
1 like the flap of the wood-pigeon’s wings
As she rises from the corn.
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I like the blackbird's shrick, and his rush
From the turnips as I pass by,

And the partridge hiding her head in a bush,
For her young oncs cannot fly.

1 like these things, and I like to ride
When all the world is in bed,

To the top of the hill where the sky grows wide,
And lecrc the sun grows red.

The beagles at my horse heels trot
In silence after me;

There's Ruby, Roger, Diamond, Dot,
Old Slut and Margery,—

A score of names well-used and dear,
The names my childhood knew;

The horn, with which 1 rouse their cheer,
Is the horn my father blew.

I like the hunting of the hare
Better than that of the fox;
The new world still is all less fair
Than the old world it mocks.

I covet not a wider range
Than these dear manors give;

I take my pleasures without change,
And as I lived I live,

Ileave my neighbours to their thought;
My choice it is, and pride,
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I like the hunting of the hare;
New sports I hold in scorn.
I like to be as my fathers were
In the days ere I was born.
WILFRID SCAWEN BLUNT

TEWKESBURY ROAD

It is good to be out on the road, and going one knows
not where, .
Going through meadow and village, one knows not
whither nor why;
Through the grey light drift of the dust, in the keen
cool rus%x of the air,
Under the flying white clouds, and the broad blue lift
of the sky;

find to halt at the chattering brook, in the tall green
fern at the brink
Where the harcbell grows, and the gorse, and the
foxgloves purple and white;
Where the shy-cyed delicate deer troop down to the
pools to drink,
.When the stars are mellow and large at the coming
on of the night.

Ol to feel the warmth of the rain, and the homely
smell of the earth,

Is a tunc for the blood to jig to, a joy past power of
words;
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nd the blessed green comely meadows seem all a-ripple
with mirth
At the lilt of the shifting feet, and the dear wild ay
of the birds.
JOIN MASEFIELD

WEATHERS

This is the weather the cuckoo likes,
Andso do I;
When showers bctumblc the chestmut spikes,
And nestlin;
And the little brown mghtmgz!c bills his best,
And d:cy sit outside at “The Travellers’

And maxd.s come forth sprig-muslin drest,
And citizens dream of the south and west,
Andsodo 1.

This is the weather the shepherd shuns,
d so do I;

‘When beeches drip on browns and duns,

And thresh, and ply;
And hill-hid tides throb, throe on throe,
And meadow rivulets overflow,
And s oo gate-bars bang in 2 row,
And rooks in families homeward go,

And sodo I.

THOMAS RARDT
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ODE TO THE NORTH-EAST WIND

Welcome, wild North-caster!
Shame it is to sec
Odcs to every zephyr;
Ne'er a verse to thee.
Welcome, black North-easter!
O’er the German foam;
O’cr the Danish moorlands,
From thy frozen home.
Tired we arc of summer,
Tired of .gaudy glare,
Showers soft and steaming,
I1ot and breathless air.
Tired of listless dreaming,
Through the lazy day:
Jovial wind of winter,
Tum us out to play!
Sweep the golden reed-beds;
Crisp the lazy dyke;
Hunger into madness
Every plunging pike.
Fill th? I:Ix’kc \%itl? \Yild-fowl;
Fill the marsh with snipe;
While on dreary moorlands
Lonely curlew pipe.
Through the black fir-forest
Thunder harsh and dry,
Shattering down the snow-flakes
Off the curdled sky.
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CHARLES KINGSLEY

Harkl The brave North-easter}
Breast-high lies the scent,

On by holt* and headland,
Over heath and bent.?

Chima wa dancrgr 1

3

Let the horses gol
Chime, ye dappled darlings,
own the roaring blast;

You shall sec a fox die
Ere an hour be past.

Go! and rest to-morrow,
Hunting in your dreams,

While our skates are ringing
O'er the frozen streams,

Let the luscious South-wind
Breathe in lovers’ sighs,

While the lazy gallants
Bask in ladies” eyes.

What does he but soften
Heart alike and pen?

"Tis the hard grey weather
Breeds hard English men,

What's the soft South-wester?
"Tis the ladies’ brecze,

Bringing home their true loves
Out of all the seas

But the black North-easter,
Through the snowstorm hurled,

1 Wood * Sufl, grass ke recds
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Drives our English hearts of oak
Seaward round the world.
Come, as came our fathers,
Heralded by thee,
Conquering from the castward,
Lords by land and sca.
Come; and strong within us
Stir the Vikings' blood;
Bracing brain and sinew;
Blow, thou wind of God!
CHARLES ETNGSLEY

A TINE DAY

Clear had the day been from the dawn,
All chequered was the sky,
Thin clouds like scarfs of cobweb lawn
Veiled heaven’s most glorious cye.
The wind had no more strength than this,
That leisurely it blew,
To make onc leaf the next to kiss
That closcly by it grew.
MICHAEL DRAYTON

THE WINDMILL

The green corn waving in the dale,

The ripe grass waving on the hill:

I lean across the paddock pale

And gaze upon the giddy mill
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Its hurtling sails a mighty sweep :
Cut thro’ the air: with rushing sound
Each strikes in fury down the steep,
Rattles, and whirls in chase around.

Beside his sacks the miller stands
On high within the open door:

A book and pencil in his hands,

His grist and meal he reckoneth o'er.

His tireless merry slave, the wind,

Is busy with his work to-day:

From whencesoe’er he comes to grind;
He bath a will and knows the way.

He gives the creaking sails a spin,
The circling millstones faster flee,
The shuddering timbers groan within,
And down the shoot the meal runs free.

The miller giveth him no thanks,
And doth not much his work o'erlook:
He stands beside the sacks, and ranks
The figures in his dusty book.
ROBERT BRIDGES.

UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE

Under the greenwood tree
Who loves to lie with me,
And turn his merry note
Unto the sweet bird’s throat—
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JZAAK WALTON

THE ANGLER'S SONG

As inward love breeds outward talk,
The hound some praise, and some the
hawk;
Some, berter pleased with private spor,
Use tennis; some a mistress court:
But these delights I neither wish,
Nor envy, while 1 freely fish.

Who huns, doth oft in danger ride;
‘Who hawks, lures oft both far and wide:
Who uses games, shall often prove
A Joser; but who falls in love
Is fettered in fond Cupid's snare:
My angle breeds me no such care.

Of recreation there is none

So free as fishing is alone;

All other pasumes do no less

Than mind 2nd body both possess;
My hand alone my work can do,
So'I can fish and study too.

I care not, I, to fish in seas—
Fresh rivers best my mind do please,
Whose sweet calm course I contemplate,
And seek in life to imitare:
In civit bounds [ fain would keep,
And for my past offences weep.
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And when the timorous trout I wait
To take, and he devours my bait,
How poor a thing, sometimes I find,
Will captivate a greedy mind;
And when none bite, I praise the wise,
Whom vain allurements neer surprise.

But yet, though while I fish I fast,

1 make good fortunc my repast;

And thereunto my friend invite,

In whom I more than that delight:
Who is more welcome to my dish
Than to my angle was my fish.

As well content no prize to take,
As usc of taken prize to make:
For so our Lord was pleastd, when
He fishers made fishérs of men;
Where, which is in no other game,
A man may fish and praise His name,

The first men that our Saviour dear
Did choose to wait upon Him here,
Blest fishers were, and fish the last
Food was that He on earth did taste:
I therefore strive to follow those
Whom He to follow Him hath chose.

IZAAK WALTON



WILLIAM WORDSWORTIL

THE SOLITARY REAPER

Behold her, single in the field,
Yon solitary Highland Lass!

Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,

And sings 2 melancholy strain;

O listen! for the vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

" No nightingale did ever chaunt
More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Ameng Arabian sands:
A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides,

Will no one tell me what she sings?—
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,
And battles long ago:
Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of to-day?
Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again?

Whate'er the theme, the maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending;
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EDMUND BLUNDEN

THE BARN

Rain-sunken roof, grown green and thin

For sparrows’ nests and starlings' nests;

Dishevelled eaves; unwicldy doors,

Cracked rusty pump, and oahken floors,

And idly-pencilled names and jests
Upon the posts within.

The light pales at the spider’s Just,
The wind tangs through the shattered pane:
An empty hop-poke spreads across
The i:p'mg frame to mend the loss
And keeps out sun as well as rain,
Mildewed with clammy dust,

The smell of apples stored in hay
And homely cattle-cake is there,
Use and disuse have come to terms,
The walls are hollowed out by worms,
But men’s feet keep the mid-floor hare
And free from worse decay.
EDMUND BLUNDEN

NIAGARA

The wide desolate river, the Jow bare shore,

Roacks and hurrying waters, and far ahead

A mist that joins the flat grey sky outspread

To the grey vague end of ;he waters; the distant roa
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That swells to thunder, the rush of the waves increasing

The trees of Goat Island growing higher, till sudden ar
seen

Huge walls of the falls plunging down to the battere
ravine, )

Avalanches of wheeling water unceasing.

The foot of the falls: the slippery rounds of rock;
The dark small carth, the crumpled rim of the sky,
The curling ruining columns that crash from on high
To the cloudy chasms with wild reiterate shock,
Hissing and hurrying cliffs of foam down-pouring:
Aloft, one curve like marble with smooth green face,
An awful illusion of stillness in the race

Of cternal Niagara louder and louder roaring.

Niagara, agara, agara, down the valley,

From the dragging drowning might of it went I away,
From the moving thunderous walls and the gulfs of

spra

By a ;éha};s of waters that eddy and rush and rally,

By the fortress flanks of the town of Niagara Falls,
That blackened and grim on the foaming tumult frown
Anddwcstward to quicter tracks where the stream deep

own

Runs small in the cleft of its narrowing tree-clad walls,

These gullics and bluffs and the rapids far below,
That giant’s din from beyond, the scrub and the grass,

They were all as they are when a savage’s foot would
pass

Once in a month those centuries ago.
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Will it come, the day of deserted stones crumbling

Under the sky, when a hunting savage again

Will pass not caring from whom were the stones that
remain,

Only hearing the noise of the fall's tumbling?

America empty again, and beasts astray,
The forests growing again, the cities gone,
Fall'n, moss'd over, Niagara sounding on,
In a region where stilled are the voices of all our day;
Not a house, not a fence or field from the lake to the

ocean,
Noch' .o DL B .- B e LR T
Only t
The b - -

SIR JOHN SQUIRE
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TO THE CUCKOO

O blithe New-comer! 1 have heard,
I hear thee and rejoice,

O Cuckoo! shall I call thee Bird,

Or but a wandering Voice?

While I am lying on the grass
Thy twofold shout 1 hear,
From hill to hill it scems to pass,
At once far off, and near.

Though babbling only to the vale
Of sunshine and of flowers,

Thou bringest unto me 2 tale

Of visionary hours.

Thrice welcome, darling of the Springl
Even yet thou art to me

No bird, but an inwisible thing,

A voice, a mystery;

The same whom in my schoalboy days
1 listened to; that Cry
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Which made me look a thousand ways
In bush, and tree, and sky.

To scek thee did I often rove
Through woods and on the green;
And thou wert still a hope, a love;
Still longed for, never scen.

And I can listen to thee yeg;
Can lic upon the plain

And listen, till I do beget
That golden time again,

O blesséd Bird! the earth we pace
Again appears to be
An unsubstantial, facry place,
That is fit home for Thee!
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

THE SNARE

I hear a sudden cry of painl

There is a rabbit in a snare: .
Now 1 hear the cry again,

But I cannot tc?yl from where,

But T cannot tell from where
He is calling out for aid;
Crying on the frightened air,
Making everything afraid,
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‘WILLIAM BLAKE

What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

‘When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered heaven with their tears,
Did He smile His work to see?

Did He who made the Iamb make thee?

Tiger, tiger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
‘What immortal hand or eye
frame thy fearful symmetry?
WILLIAM BLAXE
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With monstrous head and sickening cry
And cars like errant wings,

The devil’s walking parody
On all four-footed things.

The tattered outlaw of the earth,
Of ancient crooked will;

Starve, scourge, deride me: Tam dumb,
T keep my sccret still.

Fools! For I also had my hour;
One far fierce hour and sweet:
There was a shout about my cars,
And palms before my fect.
GILBERT KEITH CHESTERTON

THE TIGER

Tiger, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire—
What the hand dare scize the fire?

And what shoulder, and what art,
Could twist the sincws of thy heart?
And, when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand, and what dread {ect?

nGn
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DUCKS

1

From troubles of the world
I turn to ducks,
Beautiful comical things
Sleeping or curled
Their heads beneath white wings
By water cool,
Or finding curious things
To eat in various mucks
Beneath the pool,
Tails uppermost, or waddling
Sailor-like on the shores
Of ponds, or paddling
—Left! right!—with fanlike feet
Which are for steady oars
When they (white galleys) float
Each bird a boat
Rippling at will the sweet
Wide waterway. . ., .
When night is fallen you creep
Upstairs, but drakes and dillies
Nest with pale water-stars,
Moonbeams and shadow bars,
And waterilies:
Fearful too much to sleep
Since they’ve no locks
To click against the teeth
Of weasel and fox.
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And warm beneath

Are eggs of clondy green
Whence hungry rats and lean
Would s!caltEx]y suck

New life, but for the mlen,
The bold ferocious mien

Of the mother-duck.

n

Yes, ducks are valiant things
On nests of twigs and straws,
And ducks are soothy things
And lovely on the lake

When that the sunlight draws
Thereon their pictures dim

In colours cool.

And when beneath the pool
‘They dabble, and when xhcy swim
And make their np ling rings,
O ducks are beautiful things!

But ducks are comical things:—
As comxcal as you.
Quack!
They waddle round, they do.
They eat all sorts of things.
And then they quack.
By barn and stable and stack
They wander at their will,
But if you go too near
c¥ look at you through black
1 topaz- nmcd eyes
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And wish you ill.

Triangular and clear

They leave their curious track
In mud at the water’s edge,
And there amid the sedge

And slime they gobble and peer
Saying “ Quaczl quack{ ”

m

When God had finished the stars and whirl of coloure
suns
He turned His mind from big things to fashion litt
ones,
Beautiful tiny things (like daisics) He made, and tht
He made the comical ones in case the minds of me
Should stiffen and become
Dull, humourless and glum:
And so forgetful of their Maker be
As to take even themsclves—quite seriously.
Caterpillars and cats are lively and excelient puns:
All God’s jokes are good—even the practical ones!
And as for the duck, I think God must have smiled a b
Seeing those eyes blink on the day He fashioned it
And He's probably laughing still at the sound that camw
out of its billl
F. W. HARVEY



CEOFFREY DEARMER

THE HUMAN ATTITUDE

When I catch myself agape
Grinning at 2 Barbary ape,
Or assuming hatred lies
In the hungry tiger's eyes,—
‘When I call the vulture “ vile,”
Or “devilish ” the crocodile,
Tigers “ cruel,” camels’ humps
“ gly," or the roseate rumps
‘Which baboons so proudly show
As they swing from bough to bough.
When 1 call the boar *“ malicious,”
Kite “revolting,” grizzly “ vicious,”
“Quaint " the lithe prczensilc nose
The elephant so bluhcl{y blows.
When 1 say of birds, ““The He-male
Warbles to attract the She-male,”
Or “ Brute beasts are soulless,”"—I
Do not merely simply lie—
1 commir a sheer enormity,
Like one jeering at deformity—
1 curse the day and bless the night;
In short, I sin against the light.
When T relucrantly arise,
Breakfast, after exercise,
‘With dispassionate disdain
And breathlessly approach my train
With my bowler on and spate
Do the sparrows, dogs, and cats
Mock me in amused delight?
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No, they don't, but well they might.
Animals have no preience
Veiling their indifference.
They don't overcat nor whine,
Label all things “ yours” and “ mine.”
Never vulgar, avaricious,
Sentimental, superstitious;
Never snobbish, vengeful, vain.
Pleasure they accept and pain,
Vice is unknown, filth abhorred.
They do good without reward,
When their lives on carth are done,
Happily, I think, they nn
Over death’s dividing dark;
Where those saints, who ran the Ark—
Noah and Japhet, Ham and Shem—
Probably look after them,

GEOFFREY DEARMER

THE PARROT

The old professor of Zoology

Shook his long beard and spake these words to me:
* Compare the Parrot with the Dove. They are
In shape the same: in hue dissimilar.

The Indian bird, which may be sometinmes scen
In red or black, is generally preen,

His beak is very hard: it has heen known

To crack thick nuts and penetrate a stone,

Alas! that when you teach him how to speak
You find his head is harder than his beak.
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The passionless Malay can safely drub

The pates of parrots with an iron club:

The ingenious fowls, like boys they beat at school,
Soon learn to recognize a Despot’s rule.

Now if you'd train a parrot, catch him young
While soft the mouth and tractable the tongue.
Old birds are fools: they dodder in their speech,
More eager to forget than you to teach;

They swear one curse, then gaze at ?ou askance,
Andy all oblivion thickens in their glance,

Thrice blest whose parrot of his own accord
Invents new phrases to delight his Lord,
Who spurns the dull quotidian task and tries
Selected words that prove him good and wise.
Ah, once it was my privilege to know
A bird like this . .".
But that was long ago! ”
JAMES ELROY FLECEER

THE WILD DUCK

Twilight. Red in the west.

Dimness. A glow on the wood.
The teams plod home to rest.

The wild duck come to glean.

O souls not understood,

What a wild ery in the pool;

What things have the farm ducks seen
That they cry so—huddle and cry?

Only the soul that goes.
Eager. Eager. Flying.
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TWILIGHT TO SUNRISE

THE FALLING NIGHT

Shepherds all, and maidens fair,
Fold your flocks up, for the air
'Gins to thicken, and the sun
Already his great course hath run.
See the dew-drops, how they kiss
Every little flower that is.
Hanging on their velvet heads,
Like a rope of crystal beads:
See the heavy clouds low falling,
And bright Hesperus down calling
The dead Night from under ground;
At whose rising, mists unsound,
Damps and vapours fly apace,
Hovering o'er the wanton face
OF these pastures, where they come,
Striking dead both bud and bloom:
Therefore, from such danger lock
Every one his lovéd flock;
And let your dogs lic loose without,
Lest the wolf come as a scout
From the mountain, and erc day,
Bear a lamb or kid away;
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Or the crafty thievish fox
Break upon your simple flocks.
To secure yourselves from these,
Be not too securc in ease;
Let one eye his watches keep,
Whilst the other cye doth sleep;
So you shall good shepherds prove,
And for ever hold the love
Of our great god. Sweetest stumbers,
And soft silence fall in numbers
On your eyelids!  So, farcwelll
Thus I end my evening'’s knell,
JOLN FLETCHER

THE SPLENDOUR FALLS ON CASTLE WALLS

The splendour falls on castle walls
And snowy summits old in story:
The long light shakes across the lakes,
And the wild cataract leaps in glory, -
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echocs flying,
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O hark, O hear! how thin and clear,
And thinner, clearer, farther going]l
O sweet and far from cliff and scar
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying:
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.
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WALTER DE LA MAREZ

O love, they dic in yon rich sky,
They faint on hill or field or river:
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow for ever and for ever.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, i
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.
LORD TENNYSON

SILVER

Slowly, silently, now the moon
Walks the night in her silver shoon;
This way, and that, she peers, and sees
Silver fruit upon silver trees;
One by one the casements catch
Her beams beneath the silvery thatch;
Couched in his kennel, hike a log,
With paws of silver sleeps the dog;
From their shadowy cote the white breasts peep
Of doves in a silver-feathered sleep;
A harvest mouse goes scampering by,
With silver claws, and silver eye;
And moveless fish in the water gleam,
By silver reeds in a silver stream.
WALTER DE LA MARE

TO THE EVENING STAR

Thou fair-haired Angel of the Evening,

Now, whilst the sun rests on the mountains, light
Thy bright torch of love: thy radiant crown

Put on, and smile upon our evening bed.
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. AUTUMN TO SUMMIER

Twirling them by the window panc
With thousand others down the lane.

I love to sce the shaking twig
Dance till the shut of eve,
The sparrow on the cottage rig,
Whose chirp would make believe
That Spring was just now flirting by
In Summer’s lap with flowers to lie.

1 love to sce the cottage smoke
Curl upwards through the trees,
The pigcons nestled round the cote
On November days like these:
The cock upon the dunghill crowing,
The millsails on the heath a-going.

The feather from the raven’s breast
Falls on the stubble lea,

The acorns near the old crow’s nest
Drop pattering down the tree:

The grunung pigs that wait for all,

Scramble and hurry where they fall.

JOHN CLARE

TO AUTUMN

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness!
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;
Conspiring with him how to load and bless. |
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves run;
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JOIN KEATS

To bend with apples the moss’d cottage-trees,
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;
To swell the gourd, and 1um}) the hazel shells
With a sweet kemnel; to set budding more, .
And still more, later flowers for the bees,
Until they think warm days will pever cease,
For Summer has o’er-brimm’d their clammy cells,

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?
Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,
Thy hair softdifted by the winnowing wind;
Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep,
Drowsed with the fumes of poppies, while thy hook
Spares the next swath and all its twinéd flowers;
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep
Steady thy laden head across a brook;
Or by a cider-press, with patient look,
Thou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours.

Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they?
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,
While barrtd clouds bloom the soft-dying day,
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue;
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn
Among the river sallows, borne aloft
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;
Hedge<rickets sing; and now with treble soft
‘The redbreast whistles from a garden<roft,
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies,
JOHN KEATS
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BLOW, BLOW, THOU WINTER WIND

Blow, blow, thou winter wind,
Thou art not so unkind

As man’s ingratitude;

Thy tooth is not so keen,
Because thou art not seen,

Although thy breath be rude.
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-hol unto the green holly:
Most friendship is fc\%ning, most loving mere {olly:

Then heigh-ho, the holly!

This life is most jolly.

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,
That dost not bite so nigh
As benefits forgot
Though thou the waters warp,!
Thy sting is not so sharp
s friend remember'd not.
Heigh-hol sing, heigh-ho!l unto the green holly:
Most {riendship is feigning, most loving mere folly:
Then heigh-ho, the holly!
This life is most jolly.
. WIILIAM SHAKESPEARE
* To shrivel or wrinkle through shrinkage in cold weather.

THE SONG OF THE STARING OWL

When icicles hang by the wall,
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
And Tom bears logs into the hall,
And milk comes frozen home in pail,
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

When bleod is nipped, and ways be foul,
When nightly sings the staring ow),
‘u-who;
Tu-whit, tu-who—a merry note,
‘While greasy Joan doth keel® the pot.

‘When all aloud the wind doth blow,
And coughing drowns the parson's saw,?
And birds sit brooding in the snow,
And Marian’s nose Fooks red and raw,
When roasted crabs® hiss in the bowl,
Then nightly sings the staring owl,
u-who;
Tu-whit, tu-who—a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
WILLIAM SIAKESPEARE
' irri) \e 2. 2 Wi ing.
To cool by stirring fé;lﬁ’:’;{:’l‘:’: Wise saying.

A WINTER SONG
.

Up in the morning’s no for me,

Up in the morning early;

When & the hills are cover'd wi’ snaw
P'm sure i¥s winter fairly.

Cauld blaws the wind frac east to west,
The drift is driving sairly;
Sae loud and shrill's T hear the blast,
I'm sure it's wincer fairly.
Up in the morning, elc.
309



AUTUMN TO SUMMER

The birds sit chittering in the thorn,
A’ day they farc but sparcly;
And lang’s the night {rae c'en to morn;
I'm surc it’s winter fairly.
Up in the morning, cic.
ROBERT BURNS

SKATING

And in the frosty season, when the sun

Was set, and visible for many a mile

The cottage windows blazed through twilight
loom,

I heeded not their summons: happy time

It was indeed for all of us—for me

It was a time of rapture! Clear and loud

The village clock tolled six,—I wheeled about,

Proud and exulting like an untired horse

That cares not for his home. All shod with steel,

We hissed along the polished ice in games

Confederate, imitative of the chasé®

And woodland pleasures,—the resounding horn,

The pack loud chiming, and the hunted hare.

So through the darkness and the cold we flew,

And not a voice was idle; with the din

Smitten, the precipices rang aloud;

The leafless trees and every icy crag

Tinkled like iron; while far distant hills

Into the tumult sent an alien sound

Of melancholy not unnoticed, while the stars

Eastward were sparkling clear, and in the west
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

The orange sky of evening died away.
Naot seldom from the uproar I retired
Into a silent bay, or spanivel
Glanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous throng,
To cut across the reflex of a star
That fled, and, ﬂying still before me, gleamed.
Upon the glassy plain; and oftentimes,

hen we had given our bodies to the wind,
And all the shadowy banks on either side
Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning-

still
The rapid line of motion, then at once
Have §, reclining back upon my heels,
Stopped short; yet still the sobtary cliffs
Wheeled by me—cven as if the earth had rolled’
With visible motion her diurnal roundl
Behind me did they stretch in solemn train,
Feebler and feebler, and I stood and watched
Till all was tranquil as a dreamless sleep.
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

OLD WINTER

Old Winter, sad, in snow yelad,
Is making a doleful din;

But let him howl till he crack his jowl,
‘We will not let him in.

Az:rlcz him lift from the billowy drift

is hoary, haggard form,

And scowling stand, with his wrinkled hard
Outstretching to the stotm.,
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AUTUMN TO SUMMER

And let his weird and slecty beard
Stream loose upon the blast,

And, rustling, chime to the tinkling rime
From his bald head falling fast.

Let his baleful breath shed blight and death
On herb and flower and tree;

And brooks and ponds in crystal bonds
Bind fast, but what care we?

Let him push at the door, in the chimney roar,
And rattle the window pane;

Let him in at us spy with his icicle eye,
But he shall not entrance gain.

Let him gnaw, forsooth, with his freczing tooth,
"On our roof-tiles, till he tire;

But we care not a whit, as we jovial sit
Before our blazing fire.

Come, lads, let’s sing, till the rafters ring;
Come push the can about—

From our snug fireside this Christmas-tide
We'll keep old Winter out.

T. NOEL

LONDON SNOW

When men were all asleep the snow came flying,

In large white flakes falling on the city brown,

Stealthily and perpetually settling and loosely lying,

Hushing the latest traffic of the drowsy town;
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ROBERT BRIDGES

i i iffing i failings
Deadening, muffling, stifiing its murmurs 0
Lazily an% incessantly foating down and down:

Silently sifting and veiling road, roof and railing;
Hiding difference, making unevenness even,
Into ai_gks and crevices softly drifting and sailing.
e Dr,coem aoloo £TMILd -

. . -
Of the winter dawning, the strange unheaver ly gl:n:::
The eye marvelled—marvelled at the dozzling whise-
ness;
The ear hearkened to the stillness of the soleron air;
No sound of wheel rumbling nor of foot falling,
And the busy morning cries came thin and spare.
Then boys I heard, as they went to school, calling,
They gathered up the crystal manna to freeze
Thulx; ﬁ?ngues with tasting, their hands with snow-
alling;
Or tioted in a drift, plunging up 10 the knees;
Or peering up from under the white-mossed wonder,
“O look 2t the trees!” they cried, “O look at the
trees!
\Vld} lessened load a few carts creak and blunder,
Following along the white deserted way,

A xmry comp:_;zxz lu'ng dispersed asunder:

an rans 2ta

s v v wie day,
or now doars open, and war is waged thhm ;
And trains of somgx: men, past tale ogf numbcgl " mom
Tread long brown paths, as toward their toil they go;
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AUTUMN TO SUMMER

But even for them awhile no cares encumber
Their minds diverted; the daily word is unspoken,
The daily thoughts of fabour and sorrow slumber
At the sight of the beauty that greets them, for the
charm they have broken. ,
ROBERT BRIDGES

SNOW IN THE SUBURBS

Every branch big with it,
Bent every twig with it;
Every fork like a white web-foot;
Every street and pavement mute:
Some flakes have lost their way, and grope back
upward, when
Meeting those meandering down they turn and
descend again.
The palings are glued together like a wall,
And there is no waft of wind with the fleecy
fall.

A sparrow enters the tree,
Whereon immediate]
A snow-lump thrice his own slight size
Descends on him and showers his head and
eyes,
And overturns him,
Angd near inurns him,

314



THOMAS NASH

And lights on a nether twig, when its bmsh_
Srarts ollS a volley of other lodging lumps with
a rush. .

The steps are a blanched slope,

Up which, with feeble hope,
A hﬁmk cat comes, wide-eyed and thin;

And we take him in.

110MAS HARDY

SPRING, THE SWEET SPRING

Qactnn, oha siroas Cnslunn in ¢ha manwa alancnnt i~

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-wittawoo!

The palm and may make country houses gay,

Lamgs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe aﬁ day,

And we hear aye birds tune this mcxr; lay,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, towittawoo!

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet,
Young lovers meet, old wives asunning sit,
In every street these tunes our ears do greet,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, puwe, tMmua-wooFr
Spring! the sweet Spring!
THOMAS NASH
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AUTUMN TO SUMMER

CUCKOO SONG

Sumer is icumen in,
Lhude sing cuccu!l
Groweth sed, and bloweth med,
And springeth the wude nu—
Sing cuccul

Awe! bleteth after lomb,
Lhouth? after calve cu;

Bulluc sterteth,® bucke verteth,*
Murie sing cuccul

Cuccy, cuccu, well singés thu, cuccu:
Ne swike® thu naver nu;
Sing cuccu, nu, sing cuccy,
Sing cuccuy, sing cuccy, nul
aNoNyYMous (about 1250)

% Ewe. 2 Loweth, ' ]um]‘)s about. |
¢ Turns and twists about. Cease.



THE PILGRIM: HIS CHARACTER

THE VALOROUS PILGRIM

Who would true valour see,
Let him come hither;
One here will constant be,
Come wind, come weather;
There's no discouragement
Shall make him once relent
His first avowed intent
To be a pilgrim.

‘Whoso beset him round
With dismal stories,
Do but themselves confound,
His strength the more is.
No lion can him fright;
He'll with a giant fight,
But he will have a right
To be a pilgrim,

Hobgoblin nor foul fiend
Can daunt his spirit;

He knows he at the end
Shall life inherit.
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THE PILGRIM: HIS CHARACTER

Then fancies fly away,
He'll not fear what men say,
He'll labour night and day
To be a pilgrim.
. JOHN BUNYAN

A MAN'S A MAN FOR A' THAT

Is there for honest poverty
That hangs his head, and a’ that?
The coward-slave, we pass him by,
We dare be poor for a’ thatl
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Our toils obscure, and a’ that;
The rank is but the guinea’s stamp,
The man’s the gowd for a’ that.

What though on hamely fare we dine,
Wear hoddin® grey, and a’ that;

Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine,
A man’s 2 man for a’ that.

For a’ that, and 2’ that,
Their tinsel show, and a’ that,

The honest man, though c’er sae poor,
Is king o’ men for a’ that.

You see yon birkie, ca’d a lord,
Wha struts, and stares, and a’ that;
Though hundreds worship at his word,
He’s but a coof? for a’ that:

t Coarse woollen cloth. 2 Stupid fellow.
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ROBERT BURNS

For 2’ that, and 2 that}
His riband, star and a’ that,
The man of independent mind,
He looks and laughs at 2’ that!

A king can mak’ a belted knight,
A marquis, duke, and a’ that;

But an honest man’s aboon his might,
Guid faith he mauna fa’ thatl

For a’ that, and a’ that,
Their diguitics, and 2’ that,

The pith o' sense, and pride ¢’ worth
Are higher rank than 2’ that.

Then let us pray that come it may—
As come it will, for a’ that—
That sense and worth, oer 2’ the eanth,
May bear the gree! and 2’ thay;
For a’ that, and 2’ that,
It's comin’ yet for a° that,
That man to man, the warld o'er,
Shall brothers be for a’ that,
PORERT BURNS

THE SECRET OF CONTENTMENT

He that is down, needs fear no fall,
He that is low, no pride;

He that is humble ever shall
Have God 1o be his guide.

} Carty off the prize for victory,
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THE PILGRIM: HIS CHARACTER

7 am content with what I have,
Little be it, or much;

And, Lord, contentment still I crave,
Because Thou savest such.

Fullness to such a burden is
That go on pilgrimage:
Here little, and hereafter bliss,
Is best from age to age.
JOIIN BUNYAN

ON HIS BLINDNESS

When I consider how my light is spent
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide,
And that one talent which is death to hide,
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith mgIMakcr, and present
My true account, lest He, returning, chide,—
“Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?
1 fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, “ God doth not need
Either man’s work, or His own gifts: who best
Bear His mild yoke, they serve Him best: His state
Is kingly : thousands at His bidding speed
And post o’er land and ocean without rest:
They also serve who only stand and wait.”

JOHN MILTON



JOIN MASEFTELD

A CONSECRATION

Not of the princes and far ith i)
chariotecrsp prelates with periwigged
Riding vriumphantly laurelled to Iap the far of the

years,~
Rather the scorned—the rejected—the men hemmed in
with the spears;

The men of the tattered battalion which fights ll it
dies,

Dazed with the dust of the battle, the din and the crics,

The men with the broken heads and the blood running
inco their eyes.

Not the be-medalled Commander, beloved of the throne,

Riding cock-horse to patade when the bugles are blown,

But the lads who carried the koppie and cannot be
known.

Not the ruler for me, but the ranker, the tramp of the

road,
The slatve with the sack on his shoulders pricked on with

the goad,
The man with 100 weighty a burden, too neary a Joad,

The sailor, the stoker of steamers, the man with the

clout, .
The chantyman bent at the halliards putting 2 tune to

the shout, i
The drowsy man at the wheel and the tired look-out.
L
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THE PILGRIM: RIS CHARACTER

Others may sing of the wine and the wealth and the
mirth, - o

The portly presence of potentates goodly in girth;—

Minec be the dirt and the dross, the dust and scum of the
carth!

Theirs be the music, the colour, the glory, the gold;

Mine be a handful of ashes, a mouthful of mould.

Of the maimed, of the halt and the blind in the rain anc
the cold—

Of these shall 'my songs be fashioned, my tale be told
Amen, :
" JOHN MASEFIELD

THE SEEKERS

Friends and loves we have none, nor wealth nor blessed
abode,

But thcdhopc of the City of God at the other end of the
road.

" Not for us are content, and quict and peace of mind,
For we go secking a city that we shall never find.

There is no solace on earth for us—for such as we—
Who search for a hidden city that we shall never see.

Only t!le road and the dawn, the sun, the wind, and the
rain,

And the watch fire under stars, and slecp, and the road
again, .



JORN MASEFIFLD

We ;“kl the City of God, and the haunt where beauty
wells,
And w\ivl:sﬁnd the noisy mast and the sound of burial
bells.

Never the golden city, where radiant people meet,
But the dolorous town where moumers are going about
the street.

We travel the dusty road, till the light of the day is dim,
And sunset shows us spires away on the world’s rim.

We travel from dawn to dusk, tll the day is past
and by,
Sceking the Holy City beyond the rim of the sky.

Friends and loves we have none, nor wealth nor blessed
abode,

But the hope of the City of God at the other end of the
road.

JOIN MASEFIELD

I LOVE ALL BEAUTEOUS THINGS

I love all beauteous things,

1 seck and adore them:
Ged hath no better praise,
And man in his hasty days

1s honoured for them.
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THE PILGRIM: HIS CHARACTER

I too will something make
And joy in the making;
Altho’ to-morrow it seem
Like the empty words of a dream
Remembered on waking.
ROBERT BRIDGES



THE PILGRIM: HIS LOVE OF COUNTRY

THE SOUTH COUNTRY

When I am living in the Midlands,
That are sodden and unkind,

I light my lamp in the evening:
My work is left behind;

And the great hills of the South Country
Come back into my mind.

The great hills of the South Country
They stand along the sea,

And it's there, walking in the high woods,
That I could wish to be,

And the men that were boys when 1 was a boy
Walking along with me.

The men that live in North England
I saw them for a day:
Their hearts are set upon the waste fells,
Their skies are fast and grey
From their castle-walls a man may see
The mountains far away
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THE PILGRIM: HIS LOVE OF COUNTRY

The men that live in West England
They sce the Severn strong,

A-rolling on rough water brown -
Light aspen leaves along.

They have the secret of the Rocks !
And the oldest kind of song.

But the men that live in the South Country
Are the kindest and most wise,

They get their laughter from the loud surf,
And the faith in their happy eyes

Comes surely from our Sister the Spring
When over the sea she flies;

The violets suddenly bloom at her feet,
She blesses us with surprise.

I never get between the pines
But I smell the Sussex air;

Nor I never come on a belt of sand
But my home is there.

And along the sky the line of the Downs
So noble and so bare.

A lost thing could I never find,
Nor a broken thing mend:

And 1 fear I shall be all alone
When I get towards the end. -

Who will there be to comfort me
Or who will be my friend?

I will gather and carefully make my friends
Of the men of the Sussex Weald

126
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IOLAIRE BELLOC

Th'g watch the stars from silent folds,
ey stiffiy plough the ficld,
By them and the God of the South Country
My poor soul shall be healed.

If I ever become a rich man,
Or if ever I grow to be old,

1 will build a house with deep thatch
To shelter me from the cold,

And there shall the Sussex songs be sung
And the story of Sussex told,

I will hold my house in the high wood,
Within a walk of the sea,
And the men that were boys when I was a boy
Shall sit and drink with me.
HILAIRE BELLOC

THE NEW JERUSALEM

And did those feet in ancient time
Walk upon England’s mountains green?
And was the holy Lamb of God
On England's pleasant pastures seen?

And did the Countenanee Divine
Shine forth upon our clouded hills?

And was Jerusalem builded here
Among these dark Satanic mills?
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J1IS LOVE OF COUNTRY

Bring me MY bow of burning goldl
rows of desire

Bring me my
Bring me ™Y spear! O clouds, unfold!
chariot of fire!

Bring me MY

1 will not cease from mental fight,
hand,

Nor shall my sword slecp in my

Till we have Built Jerusalem

In England’s green and pleasant Jand.
WILLIAM BLAEE






FAREWELL
m

Up goes the lark, as if all were jolly!
Over the duck-pond the willow shakes.

Easy to think that grieving’s folly,
When the hand’s firm as driven stakes!

Ay, when we're strong, and braced, and manful,
Life’s a sweet fiddle: but we're a batch

Born to become the Great Juggler's han’ful:
Balls he shies up, and is safe to catch.

v

Here's where the lads of the village cricker:
I was a lad not wide from here:
Couldn’t I whip off the bail from the wicket?
Like an old world those days appearl
Donkey, sheep, geese, and thatched ale-house—
I know them!
They are old friends of my halts, and seem,
Somehow, as if kind thanks T owe them:
Juggling don’t hinder the heart’s estecrn,

v

Juggling’s no sin, for we must have victual:
Nature allows us to bait for the fool.
Holding one’s own makes us juggle no little;
But, to increase it, hard juggling’s the rule.
You that are sneering at my profession,
Haven't you juggled a vast amount?
There’s the Prime Minister, in one Session,
Juggles more games than my sins’ll count.
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FAREWELL
X

It’s past parsons to console us:
No, nor no doctor fetch for me:
1 can die without my bolus*:
Two of a trade, lass, never agreel
Parson and Doctor!—don’t they love rarely
Fighting the devil in other men’s fields!
Stand up yourself and match him fairly:
Then see how the rascal yields!

X

1, lass, have lived no gipsy, flaunting
Finery while his poor helpmate grubs:
Coin I've stored, and you won’t be wanting:
You shan’t beg from the troughs and-tubs.
Nobly you've stuck to me, though in his kitchen
Many a Marquis would hail you Cook!
Palaces you could have ruled and grown rich in,
But your old Jerry you never forsook.

X1

Hand up the chirper! ripe ale winks in it;
Let’s have comfort and be at peace.

Once a stout draught made me light as a linnet.
Cheer up! the Lord must have his lease.

Maybe—for none see in that black hollow-—

It’s just a place where we're held in pawn,
And, when the Great Juggler makes as to swallow
It’s just the sword-trick—I ain’t quite gonel

* A contemptuous word for a pill,
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CEORCE MEREDITR
X

Yonder came smells of the gorse, so nu«i,
GoldJike and warm: it’s the prime of May.
Better than mortar, brick and putty
Is God's house on 2 blowing day.
Lean me more up the mound; now I feel it:
All the old heath-smells!  Ain’t it strange?
There's the norld laughing, as if to conceal it
But He's by uy, juggling the change.

T
1 mind it well, by the sea-beach lying,
Once~it's long gone—when two gulls we
held,
Which, as the moon got up, were flying
~ et W e

C . e P
nesy luck:
Therein the dark her white wing beckon'd: —
Drop me a kiss—I'm the bird dead-struck!
GEORCE MEREDITH

ALL THAT'S PAST

Very old are the woods;
And the buds that break
Out of the bnar's boughs,
When March winds wake,
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FAREWELL

So old with their beauty are—
Oh, no man knows

Through what wild centuries
Roves back the rose.

Very old are the brooks;
And the rills that rise
Where snow sleeps cold beneath
The azure skies
Sing such a history
Of come and gone,
Their every drop is as wise
As Solomon.

Very old are we men;
Our dreams are tales
Told in dim Eden
By Eve’s nightingales;
We wake and whisper awhile,
But, the day gone by,
Silence and sleep like fields
Of amaranth? lie.

s

WALTER DE LA MARE

ODE WRITTEN IN 1746

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest

By all their country’s wishes blest!

When Spring, with dewy fingers cold,

! An imaginary, fadeless flower,
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SIR WALTER SCOTT

Returns to deck their hallowd mould,
She there shall dress a sweeter sod
Than Fancy's fect have ever trod.

By fairy hands their knell is rung;
By forms unseen their dirge is sung:
T{:crc Honour comes, a pilgrim grey,
To bless the turf that wraps their clay;
And Freedom shall awhile r:gair
To dwell 2 weeping hermit there!

WILLIAM COLLINS

CORONACH!

He is gone on the mountain,
He 1s lost to the forest,
Like a summer-dried fountain,
When our necd was the sorest,
The font, reappearing,
From the rain-drops shall borrow,
But to us comes no cheering,
Te Duncan no morrow!

The hand of the reaper
Takes the ears that are hoary,
But the voice of the weeper
Wails manhood in glory.
The autumn winds rushing
Waft the leaves that are serest,
But our flower was in flushing,
When blighting was nearest,
A funeril song in the Highlands,
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SIR WALTLR SCOTT

Returns to deck their hallow’d mould,
She there shall dress a sweeter sod
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod.

By fairy hands their knell is rung;
By forms unseen their dirge is sung,
Tierc Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, -
To bless the turf that wraps their clay;
And Freedom shall awhile r:gair
To dwell a weeping hermit therel

WILLIAM COLLINS

CORONACH?

He is gone on the mountain,
He is lost to the forest,
Like a summer-dried fountain,
When our need was the sorest,
The font, reappearing,
From the rain-drops shall borrow,
But to us comes no cheering,
To Duncan no morrow!

The hand of the reaper
Takes the cars that are hoary,
But the voice of the weeper
Wails manhood in glory.
The autumn winds rushing
‘Waft the leaves that are serest,
But our flower was in flushing,
When blighting was nearest.
%A tancral song in the Highlands.
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Fleet foot on the correi,’
Sage counsel in cumber,?
Red band in the foray,
How sound is thy slumberl
Like the dew on the mountain,
Like the foam on the river,
Like the bubble on the fountain,
Thou art gone, and for ever!
SIR WALTER SCOTT

OZYMANDIAS

J met a traveller from an antique land
Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a sharter'd visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamp’d on these lifeless things,
The hand that mock’d them and the heart that fed;
And on the pedestal these words appear:

“ My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away.

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

! Mountain hollow where stags gather. 2 Trouhle or distress.
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LORD TENNYSON

THE LADY OF SHALOTT
Part 1

On cither side the river lie
Long ficlds of barley and of rye,
That clothe the wold and meet the sky;
And thro’ the field the road runs by
To many-tower'd Camelot;
And up and down the people go,
Gazing where the lilies blow,
Round an istand there below,
The island of Shalott.

Willows whiten, aspens quiver,
Little breezes dusk and shiver
Thro' the wave that runs for ever
By the island in the river
Flowing down to Camelot.
Four grey walls, and four grey towers,
Overlook a space of flowers,
And the silent isle imbowers
The Lady of Shalott.

By the margin, willow-veil'd,

Shide the heavy barges trail'd

By slow horses; and unhail'd

The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd
Skimming down to Camelot:

But who hath scen her wave her hand?

Or at the casement seen her stand?

Or is she known in all the land,
‘The Lady of Shalout?
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Only reapers, reaping early

In a);nong the bezlzrdgd barley,

Hear a song that echoes cheerly

From the river winding clearly,
Down to tower'd Camelot:

And by the moon the reaper weary,

Piling sheaves in uplands airy,

Listening, whispers, “ "Tis the fairy
Lady of Shalatt.”

Parr II '

There she weaves by night and day
A magic web with colours gay,
She has heard a whisper say,
A curse is on her if she stay
To look down to Camelot
She knows not what the curse may be,
And so she weaveth steadily,
And little other care hath she,
The Lady of Shalott.

And moving thro’ a mirror clear
That hangs before her all the year,
Shadows of the world appear.
There she sees the highway near
Winding down to Camelot:
There the river eddy whirls,
And there the surly village-churls,
And the red cloaks of market girls,
Pass onward from Shalort.
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Sanetimes a troop of damsels glad,
An abbot on an amblin pad,
Somctimes 3 curly shepherdad,
Or Jong-hair'd page in crimson clad,
Goes by to tawer'd Camelot;
And someumes thro’ the mirror blue
The knights come riding two and two:
She hath no Joyal knight and true,
The Lady of Shalore,

But in her web she sill delights

To weave the misror’s magic sights,

For often thro’ the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights
And music, wens 1o Camelor:

Or when the moon was overhead,

Came two young lovers lately wed;

“1 am half sick of shadows," said
The Lady of Shalott.

Parr it

A bowshot from her bower-cares,

He rode between the barleysheaves,

The sun came dazzling thro' the Jeave:

And flamed upon the brazen greaves
Of bold Str Lancelot.

A red-cross knight for ever koeel'd

To a lady in his shicld,

That sparkled on the yellow field,
Beside remote Shalott.
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The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,
Like to some branch of stars we see
Hung in the golden Galaxy.
The bridle bells rang merrily
As he rode down to Camelot:
And from his blazon’d baldric slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And as ne rode his armour rung,
Beside remote Shalott.

All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewell’d shone the saddle leathes,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burn’d like one burning flame together,
As he rode down to Camelot.

As often thro’ the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,
Moves over still Shalott.

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow’d;
On burnish’d hooves his war-horse trode;
From underneath his helmet flow’d
His coal-black curls as on he rode,
As he rode down to Camelot.
From the bank and from the river
He flash’d into the crystal mirror,
“ Tirra lirra,” by the river
Sang Sir Lancelot,

She left the web, she left the loom,
She made three paces thro’ the room,
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She saw the waterily bloom,

She saw the helmet and the plume,
She look’d down to Camelot.

Qut flew the tweb and floated wide;

The mirror crack’d from side to side;

“The curse is come upon me,” cried
‘The Lady of Shalotr.

Partr IV

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

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

Lying, robed in snowy white
T¥m loosely few to Jeft and right—

n



FAREWELL

The leaves upon her falling light—
Thro’ the noises of the night
She floated down to Camelot:
And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields among,
They heard her singing her last song,
The Lady of Shalott,

Heard a carol, mournful, holy,
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her blood was frozen slowly,
And her eyes were darken’d wholly,
Turn’d to tower’d Camelot;
For ere she reach’d upon the tide
The first house by the water-side,
Singing in her song she died,
The Lady of Shalott.

Under tower and balcony,

By garden-wall and gallery,

A gleaming shape she floated by,

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

Out upon the wharfs they came,

Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

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

Who is this? and what is here?
And in the lighted palace near
Died the sound of royal cheer;
And they cross’d themselves for fear,
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Al the knights at Camelot:
But Lancelot mused a lintle space;
He said, “ She has a lovely face;
God in His mercy lend her grace,
The Lady of Shalott.”
SORD TENNYSON

THE BURJAL SONG FROM “ CYMBELINE "

Fear no more the heat o the sun,
Nor the furious winter’s rages;
‘Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages;
Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust,

Fear no more the frown o’ the great,
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke:
Care no more to clothe and eat;
To thee the reed is as the oak:
The sceptre, learning, physic, must
All follow this, and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightningflash,
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;
Fear not slander, censure rash;
Thou hast finished joy and moan:
All Tovers young, all fovers must
Consign 10 thee, and come to dust,
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FAREWELL

No exorciser harm theel
Nor no witcheraft charm theel
Ghost unlaid forbear thee!
Nothing ill come near theel
Quiet consummation have;
And renowned be thy grave!
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SILENCE .

There is a silence where hath been no sound,
There is a silence where no sound may be,
In the cold grave—under the deep, deep sea,
Or in wide desert where no Iife is found,
Which hath been mute, and still must sleep profound
No voice is hushed—no life treads silently,
But clouds and cloudy shadows wander free,
That never spoke, over the idle ground:
But in green ruins, in the desolate walls
Of antique palaces where Man hath been,
Though the dun fox or wild hyena calls,
And owls, that flit continually between,
Shriek to the echo, and the low winds moan—
There the true Silence is, self-conscious and alone.
THOMAS HOOD
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No exorciser harm thee!
Nor no witchcraft charm thee!
Ghost unlaid forbear theel
Nothing ill come near theel
Quiet consumrmation have;
And renowndd be thy gravel
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SILENCE

There is a silence where hath been no sound,

There is a silence where no sound may be,

In the cold grave—under the deep, deep sea,
Or in wide desert where no life is found,
Which hath been mute, and still must sleep profound;
- No voice is hushed—no life treads silently,

But clouds and cloudy shadows wander free,
That never spoke, over the idle ground:
But in green ruins, in the desolate walls

Of antique palaces where Man hath been,
Though the dun fox or wild hyena calls,

And owls, that flit continually between,
Shriek to the echo, and the low winds moan—
There the true Silence is, self-conscious and alone.

THOMAS HOOD
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